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''January  1st.  I  began  this  new  year  and  ended  the  last 
in  apathy  and  indifference.  No  prayer,  no  thanksgiving,  no 
reflection,  no  thought.  I  was  ill,  and  fretful,  and  callous. 
My  Frank  was  seized  with  an  attack  of  the  lungs.  He  re- 
covered. My  Mock  Election  opened  and  succeeded  moder- 
ately, but  it  has  not  sold  ;  and  though  I  have  to  thank  God 
for  the  last  five  months  with  all  my  heart  and  all  my  soul,  I 
am  beginning  again  to  apprehend  necessity." 

He  was  now  at  work  on  Eucles,  when  a  new  subject  sug- 
gested itself  as  adapted  to  that  Hogarthian  faculty  which  he 
flattered  himself  might  have  developed  itself  in  the  Mock 
Election.  He  thus  describes  the  subject  and  the  circum- 
stances under  which  it  occurred  to  his  mind. 

"  February  1st.  For  this  last  week  I  thought  I  should  have 
gone  mad  at  the  prospect  of  losing  dearest  Frank — a  fellow 
strings  of  the  same  instrument  as  myself  O  Frank  —  dear 
little  intellectual,  keen,  poetic  soul  I  One  night,  as  I  was  sit- 
ting by  the  fire  in  his  room — his  still  room — sobbing  quietly, 
in  bitter  grief,  and  resolving,  if  he  died,  to  glory  in  letting  my 
faculties  rot  over  my  blasted  hopes,  when — will  it  be  believed 
— Punch,  as  the  subject  for  a  picture,  darted  into  my  thoughts, 
and  I  composed  it,  quite  lost  to  every  thing  else,  till  dear  lit- 
tle Frank's  feeble  voice  recalled  me. 
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"  This  involuntary  power  it  is  which  has  always  saved 
me.     To  God  I  offer  my  gratitude  for  its  possession." 

"  March  Ist.^*  I  begin  my  new  volume,  not  with  the  en- 
thusiasm of  my  former  ones.  I  have  ceased  to  make  great 
attempts,  and  have  gradually  sunk  to  fit  my  efforts  to  the 
taste  of  those  on  whom  I  depend  :  that  noble  elevation  of 
soul  I  feel  no  longer.  The  necessities  of  a  large  family,  im- 
prisonment, and  sorrow,  have  startled  me  for  the  time  out  of 
that  glorious  dream.  I  can't  pray  now  to  the  Great  God  to 
aid,  and  help,  and  foster  me  in  my  attempts  for  the  honour  of 
my  great  country,  for  I  am  making  no  attempt  at  all.  I  am 
doing  that  only  which  will  procure  me  subsistence,  and  grati- 
fy the  love  of  novelty,  or  pander  to  the  prejudices  of  my  coun- 
trymen. Even  that  does  not  succeed.  1  have  not  sold  the 
Mock  Election.  I  have  no  orders — no  commissions.  After 
all  the  public  sympathy  of  last  year,  I  am  still  Avithout  em- 
ployment. The  exhibition  of  the  picture  gets  me  a  bare  sub- 
sistence, and  that  is  all. 

"  '  Non  sum  quails  eram.' 

"  What  to  do  I  am  at  a  loss.  Brougham  is  chilled,  and  the 
state  of  the  finances  render  any  expectation  of  a  government 
vote  for  the  higher  walk  of  art  a  vain  delusion.  My  ad- 
mission into  the  Academy  is  out  of  the  question.  It  has 
turned  out  as  I  predicted  to  Lord  Egremont  it  would.  I  be- 
gin at  last  to  long  to  go  abroad,  family  and  all.  Had  I  been 
single,  after  leaving  prison  for  the  first  time,  I  would  have 
gone  back  to  my  stripped  house  and  finished  the  Crucifixion  ; 
but  here  my  wife  shrank,  and  I  loved  her  too  well  to  pain  her. 

"  To  have  finished  the  Crucifixion  without  a  bed  to  lie  on 
or  a  chair  to  sit  on — without  casts  or  prints,  because  the  world 
thought  it  impossible — was  to  my  mind  a  cause  of  fiery  ex- 
citement. I  would  have  gloried  in  doing  it,  and  would  have 
done  it.  But  by  painting  lately  only  paltry  things,  I  have 
ceased  to  excite  the  enthusiasm  I  once  lived  in,  because  I 

*  The  fifteenth  volume  of  the  Journals  opens  at  this  date,  with  the 
motto,  "  For  I  have  eaten  ashes  like  bread,  and  mingled  my  drink 
with  weeping." — Psalm  cii. 
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have  ceased  to  feel  it  myself.  How  all  this  will  turn  out, 
God  knows — for  though  I  do  not  pray  to  Him  as  I  used,  I 
trust  in  His  mercy,  as  1  ever  shall.  I  dread  blindness  in  my 
old  age,  but  I  hope  my  God  will  spare  me  this  calamity.  His 
will,  not  mine,  be  done. 

"  March  2d.  I  got  up  melancholy  in  the  extreme,  and  sal- 
lied forth  to  call  on  Brougham,  in  order  to  come  to  .some  con- 
clusion. I  saw  him  in  the  pa5.?age.  His  carriage  was  at  the 
door — a  gentleman  was  eagerly  talking — Brougham  had  his 
foot  on  the  stairs,  and  could  not  get  up  for  the  importunity  of 
this  man.  Brougham's  hand  was  full  of  papers,  and  his  whole 
appearance  was  restless,  harassed,  eager,  spare,  keen,  sarcas- 
tic, and  nervous.  The  servant  did  not  hear  me  ring,  and  the 
coachman  called  from  his  box  iu  a  state  of  irritable  fidget, 
'  Why,  George,  don't  you  see  a  gentleman  here  ?  He  has 
been  here  these  five  minutes.'  Up  came  George,  half  dressed, 
and  showed  me  right  in.  The  moment  Brougham  saw  me, 
he  seemed  to  look,  '  Here's  Haydon — at  such  a  moment — to 
bore  me.'  Brougham  never  shakes  hands,  but  he  held  out  his 
two  fingers.  '  Mr.  Haydon,  how  d'ye  do  ?  I  have  no  appoint- 
ment with  you.  Gall  on  Wednesday  at  half  past  five.  I 
can't  spare  you  two  minutes  now.'  I  never  saw  such  a  set 
out.  The  horses  were  not  groomed.  "The  coachman  not  clean. 
The  blinds  of  the  coach  Avere  not  down,  and  gave  me  the  idea 
as  if  inside  the  air  was  hot,  damp,  foul,  and  dusty.  There  the 
horses  were  waiting,  half  dozy — the  harness  not  cleaned  or 
polished — their  coats  rough  as  Exmoor  ponies  ;  and  inside 
and  outside  the  house,  the  whole  appearance  told  hurry- 
scurry,  harass,  fag,  late  hours,  long  speeches,  and  vast  occu- 
pation. Since  I  saw  him  last  he  seems  grown  ten  years  old- 
er— looks  more  nervous  and  harassed  a  great  deal.  He  tried 
to  smile,  by  way  of  saying,  '  Don't  be  hurt ;'  but  I  never  am 
hurt  by  such  things.  When  a  man  calls  on  another  in  that 
way,  he  must  expect  the  consequences  of  breaking  in.  I 
wish  any  body  was  as  considerate  for  me." 

Haydon  now  proceeded  to  turn  to  further  account  his  King's 
Bench  experiences.     The  tragi-cornedy  of  which  ho  had  de- 
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lineated  the  first  act  in  his  Mock  Election,  furnished  him  with  a 
second,  under  the  title  of  Chairing  the  Member.  I  append 
the  painter's  own  account  of  the  picture  at  this  point,  as  it 
will  render  intelligible  many  subsequent  entries  in  his  Journal 
between  the  commencement  of  the  work  and  its  conclusion 
towards  the  end  of  August. 

"  The  scene  now  painted  and  represented  to  the  public  is 
The  Mock  Chairing,  which  was  acted  on  a  water-butt  one 
evening,  but  was  to  have  been  again  performed  in  more  mag- 
nificent costume  the  next  day  ;  just,  however,  as  all  the  act- 
ors in  this  eccentric  masquerade,  High  Sheriff,  Lord  Mayor, 
Head  Constable,  Assessor,  Poll  Clerks,  and  Members  Avere 
ready  dressed  and  preparing  to  start,  the  Marshal  interfered 
and  stopped  the  procession  I      Such  are  human  hopes  ! 

"  The  Marshal  sent  word  he  wished  to  speak  with  those 
he  named  ;  they  went  directly,  anticipating  admonishment  if 
their  innocent  frolic  was  irregular,  and  resolving  to  submit  to 
Mr.  Jones's  wishes;  but,  after  a  few  words,  the  whole  who 
had  obeyed  his  desire  were  ordered  to  be  closely  confined  in  a 
room,  to  which  the  Black  Hole  at  Calcutta  was  a  palace. 

"  Those  who  were  thus  treated  were  gentlemen,  one  of 
whom  had  been  member  of  the  House  of  Commons  for  two 
years.  They  had  been  guilty  of  nothing  but  an  innocent  and 
harmless  frolic,  that  relieved  their  own  anxieties,  and  con- 
tributed very  materially  to  assuage  the  anxieties  of  others  ; 
they  had  trespassed  on  no  privilege  of  authority,  they  had 
shown  no  disrespect  to  their  superiors,  there  had  been  no  wil- 
ful violence,  no  riot,  no  drunkenness  ;  in  fact,  during  the  con- 
tinuance of  this  extraordinary  scene,  there  had  been  less  of 
what  was  improper  or  abandoned  ;  for  the  minds  of  the  un- 
happy had  for  a  time  been  excited,  and  they  forgot  their 
troubles,  and  their  usual  methods  of  burying  the  recollection 
of  them. 

"  The  Marshal  now  sent  for  some  others,  whom  he  had  for- 
gotten in  the  first  instance  ;  but,  dreading  a  similar  fate  to 
their  companions,  they  refused  to  go  ;  speeches,  expostulations, 
and  messages  took  place,  and  the  Marshal  was  advised  to  send 
for  the  Guards  ! 

"  About  the  middle  of  a  sunny  day,  when  all  was  quiet 
save  the  occasional  cracking  of  a  racket-ball,  while  some  were 
reading,  some  smoking,  some  lounging,  some  talking,  some  oc- 
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cupied  with  their  own  sorrows,  and  some  with  the  sorrows  of 
their  friends,  in  rushed  six  fine  grenadiers,  with  a  noble  i'el- 
low  of  a  sergeant  at  their  head,  with  bayonets  fixed,  and  sev- 
eral round  of  ball  in  their  cartouches,  expecting  to  meet  (by 
their  looks)  the  most  desperate  resistance  I 

"  However,  those  are  questions  out  of  my  province  ;  I  mere- 
ly state  what  I  saw,  and  that  I,  as  an  Englishman,  felt  bit- 
terly wounded  that  the  most  heroic  troops  on  earth,  the  Guards 
of  the  Sovereign,  should  have  been  sent  for  to  outflank  Har- 
ry Holt,  and  cut  oft"  the  retreat  of  four  gentlemen  in  dressing- 
gowns  I 

"  The  materials  thus  afforded  me  by  the  entrance  of  the 
Guards  I  have  combined  in  one  moment,  as  I  did  those  in  the 
last  picture.  In  that  picture,  the  dandy  in  yellow  and  the 
dandy  in  rags,  the  characters  in  one  corner  and  the  charac- 
ters in  the  other,  were  not  all  assembled  at  the  same  moment 
at  the  same  place.  Some  of  the  materials  existed,  others  I 
invented.  So,  in  this  picture  of  the  Chairing,  I  have  com- 
bined in  one  moment  what  happened  at  difterent  moments. 
The  characters  and  soldiers  are  all  portraits.  I  have  only 
used  the  poet's  and  painter's  license,  '  quidlibet  audendi,'  to 
make  out  the  second  part  of  the  story — a  part  that  happens 
in  all  elections,  viz.,  the  chairing  the  successful  candidates. 

"  In  the  corner  on  the  left  of  the  spectator  are  three  of  the 
Guards,  drawn  up  across  the  door,  standing  at  ease,  with  all 
the  self-command  of  soldiers  in  such  situations,  hardly  sup- 
pressing a  laugh  at  the  ridiculous  attempts  made  to  oppose 
them  ;  in  front  of  the  Guards  is  the  commander  of  the  enemy's 
forces,  viz.,  a  little  boy  with  a  tin  sword,  on  regular  guard 
position,  ready  to  receive  and  oppose,  with  a  banner  of 'Free- 
dom of  Election'  hanging  on  his  sabre  ;  behind  him  stands 
the  Lord  High  Sheriff,  affecting  to  charge  the  soldiers  with 
his  mop-stick  and  pottle,  but  not  quite  easy  at  the  glitter  of  a 
bayonet.  He  is  dressed  in  a  magnificent  suit  of  decayed 
splendour,  with  an  old  court  sword,  loose  silk  stockings,  white 
shoes,  and  unbuckled  knee-bands  ;  his  shoulders  are  adorned 
with  white  bows,  and  his  curtain-rings  for  a  chain,  hung  by 
a  blue  ribbon  from  his  neck.  Next  to  him,  adorned  with  a 
blanket,  is  a  character  of  voluptuous  gayety,  helmeted  by  a 
saucepan,  holding  up  the  cover  for  a  shield,  and  a  bottle  for 
a  weapon.  Then  comes  the  fool,  making  grimaces  with  his 
painted  cheeks,  and  bending  his  fists  at  the  military  ;  while 
the  Lord  Mayor,  with  his  white  wand,  is  placing  his  hand  on 
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his  heart  with  mock  gravity  and  wounded  indignation  at  this 
violation  of  Magna  Charta  and  civil  rights.  Behind  him  are 
different  characters,  with  a  porter-pot  for  a  standard,  and  a 
watchman's  rattle  ;  while  in  the  extreme  distance,  behind 
the  rattle,  and  under  the  wall,  is  a  ragged  orator  addressing 
the  burgesses  on  this  abominable  violation  of  the  privileges 
of  election. 

"  Right  over  the  character  with  a  saucepan  is  a  turnkey 
holding  up  a  key  and  pulling  down  the  celebrated  Meredith, 
who,  quite  serious,  and  believing  he  will  really  sit  in  the 
House,  is  endeavouring  to  strike  the  turnkey  with  a  Cham- 
pagne glass.  The  gallant  member  is  on  the  shoulders  of  two 
men,  who  are  peeping  out  and  quizzing. 

•'  Close  to  Meredith  is  his  fellow-member,  dressed  in  Span- 
ish hat  and  feather,  addressing  the  sergeant  opposite  him, 
with  an  arch  look,  on  the  illegality  of  his  entrance  at  elec- 
tions, while  a  turnkey  has  got  hold  of  the  member's  robe,  and 
is  pulling  him  off  the  water-butt  with  violence. 

"  The  sergeant,  a  fine  soldier,  one  of  the  heroes  of  Hougou- 
mont,  is  smiling  and  amused,  while  a  grenadier,  one  of  the 
other  three  under  arms,  is  looking  at  his  sergeant  for  orders. 

"  Two  of  the  three  soldiers  are  only  seen,  the  third  is  sup- 
posed to  be  behind  the  member. 

"  In  the  corner,  directly  under  the  sergeant,  is  a  dissipated 
young  man  and  his  distressed  family,  addicted  to  hunting  and 
sports  Mathout  adequate  means  for  the  enjoyment.  He,  half 
intoxicated,  his  only  refuge  left  his  bottle,  has  just  drawn  a 
cork,  and  is  addressing  his  only  comfort,  while  his  daughter 
is  delicately  putting  the  bottle  aside,  and  looking  with  en- 
treaty at  her  father. 

"  The  harassed  wife  is  putting  back  the  daughter,  unwill- 
ing to  deprive  the  man  she  loves  of  what,  though  a  baneful 
consolation,  is  still  one ;  while  the  little  shoeless  boy,  with  his 
hoop,  is  regarding  his  father  with  that  strange  wonder  with 
which  children  look  at  the  unaccountable  alteration  in  feat- 
ures and  expression  which  take  place  under  the  effects  of 
intoxication. 

"  Three  pawnbrokers'  duplicates,  one  for  the  child's  shoes, 
Is.  6fZ.,  one  for  the  wedding-ring,  55,  and  one  for  the  wife's 
necklace,  £7,  lie  at  the  feet  of  the  father,  with  the  Sporting 
Magazine  ;  for  drunkards  generally  part  with  the  little  nec- 
essaries of  their  wives  and  children  before  they  trespass  on 
their  own. 
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"  At  the  opposite  corner  lies  curled  up  the  Head  Constable, 
hid  away  under  his  bed-curtain,  which  he  had  for  a  robe,  and 
slyly  looking,  as  if  he  hoped  nobody  would  betray  him  I  By 
his  side  is  placed  a  table,  with  the  relics  of  luxurious  enjoy- 
ment, while  a  washing-tub  as  a  wine  cooler  contains,  under 
the  table,  a  pine,  hock.  Champagne,  and  Burgundy. 

"  Directly  over  the  sergeant,  on  the  wall,  are  written, 
'  The  Majesti  of  the  Peepel  forever — huzza  I'  '  No  milita- 
ry at  Elections  I'  and  '  No  Marshal  I'  On  the  standards  to 
the  left  are  '  Confusion  to  Credit,  and  no  fraudulent  Cred- 
itors,' In  the  window  are  a  party  with  a  lady  smoking  a 
hookah  ;  on  the  ledge  of  the  window,  '  Success  to  the  detain- 
ing Creditor  I'  At  the  opposite  window  is  a  portrait  of  the 
painter,  looking  down  on  the  extraordinary  scene  with  great 
interest ;  underneath  him,  '  Sperat  infestis.' 

"  On  a  board  under  the  lady  smoking  is  written  the  order 
of  the  Lord  Mayor,  enjoining  Peace,  as  follows  : 

"  Banco  Regis. 
"  Court  House,  July  16, 
"  In  the   Sixth  year  of  the 
"  Reign  of  George  IV. 
"  Peremptorily  ordered  : 

"  That  the  special  constables  and  head-boroughs  of  this  an- 
cient bailwick  do  take  into  custody  all  persons  found  in  any 
way  committing  a  breach  of  the  peace  during  the  procession 
of  chairing  the  members  returned  to  represent  this  borough. 
"  SiPu  Robert  Birch  (Collegian),  Lord  Mayor. 

"  '  A  New  Way  to  pay  old  Debts,'  is  written  over  the  first 
turnkey  ;  and  below  it,  '  N.  B. — A  very  old  way,  discovered 
3394  years  B.C  ;'  and  in  the  extreme  distance,  over  a  shop, 
is,  '  Dealer  in  every  thing  genuine  ;'  while  the  man  beating 
the  long  drum,  at  the  opposite  end,  another  the  cymbals,  and 
the  third  blowing  a  trumpet,  with  the  windows  all  crowded 
with  spectators,  complete  the  composition,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  the  melancholy  victim  behind  the  High  Sheriff. 

"  I  recommend  the  contemplation  of  this  miserable  creature, 
once  a  gentleman,  to  all  advocates  of  imprisonment  for  debt. 
First  rendered  reckless  by  imprisonment — then  hopeless — then 
sottish,  and  last  of  all,  i'rom  utter  despair  of  freedom,  insane  I 
Round  his  withered  temples  is  a  blue  ribbon,  with  '  Didce 
est  pro  patria  morV  (it  is  sweet  to  die  for  one's  country) ; 
for  he  is  baring  his  breast  to  rush  on  the  bayonets  of  the 
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Guards,  a  willing  saciitice,  as  he  believes,  poor  fellow,  to  a 
great  public  principle  I  In  his  pocket  he  has  three  pamphlets, 
On  Water  Drinking,  On  the  Blessings  of  Imprisonment  for 
Debt,  and  Adam  Smith's  Moral  Essay.  Ruffles  hang  from 
his  wrists,  the  relics  of  former  days ;  rags  cover  his  feeble  legs  ; 
one  foot  is  naked,  and  his  appearance  is  that  of  a  being  de- 
caying, mind  and  body." 

''March  \&th.  Lough's  private  day  to-day.  He  had  a 
brilliant  one,  but  no  orders,  though  the  Musidora  is  the  most 
beautiful  of  his  productions. 

"Lough  is  delicate,  sensitive,  and  will  be  short-lived  ;  but 
what  a  mighty  genius.  He  dined  with  me  to-day.  What  a 
gaunt,  fiery  eagle  he  looks.     He  complained  of  palpitations.  " 

"  His  having  no  orders  affected  him,  though  1  told  him  it 
was  the  consequence  of  fashion.  I  propped  him  up,  and  re- 
stored his  spirits  ;  but  he  is  still  depressed.  If  he  goes  through 
one  quarter  of  what  I  have  gone  through,  he  will  die. 

"  God  grant  him  hfe,  for  the  sake  of  the  art.  What  a  pure, 
virginal,  shrinking,  chaste,  delightful  creature  is  Musidora. 

"  March  24:tJi.  I  am  in  a  very  precarious  state  of  mind — 
in  apathy.  I  can  not  begin  on  any  thing,  do  what  I  will. 
I  feel  a  lassitude  of  mind  and  being  ;  I  hope  it  is  not  the 
symptom  of  some  disease.  I  finished  the  Election  at  the  be- 
ginning of  December  ;  then  Avrote  the  catalogue,  and  fell  ill. 
By  the  time  I  was  well,  Frank  was  ill ;  and  now  he  is  well, 
dearest  Mary  is  ill,  so  that  I  have  continual  anxiety.  But 
one  must  make  the  most  of  one's  situation,  let  the  difficulties 
be  what  they  may. 

"  Ma?'ch  25th.  Lough  has  not  had  one  order  for  the  Mu- 
sidora. My  God  I  to  hear  on  the  private  day  people  saying, 
'  Very  promising  young  man' — at  works  before  which  Michael 
Angelo  would  have  bowed.  '  Why  does  he  not  do  busts  ?' 
Why  does  not  the  state  give  him  sufficient  employment  to 
prevent  the  necessity  ? 

"  March  26th.  My  greatest  weakness,  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
is  the  expectation  I  form  of  every  picture.  T  am  then  disap- 
pointed— grow  angry  and  foreboding — wander  about,  and  do 


1828.]  DEPRESSION    AND    DIFFICULTY.  11 

not  return  to  my  pursuits  till  drawn  by  conscience.  Shee  (to 
whom  I  strolled  for  comfort,  and  who  made  me  worse)  said 
yesterday  '  that  an  artist  was  always  miserable  in  reality  or 
in  imagination  ;  in  reality  if  he  fancies  he  is  perfect,  in  im- 
agination if  he  have  a  perfect  idea  he  can  never  realize.' 
(This  was  the  day  Shee  said  to  me,  on  my  saying  to  him  the 
Academy  was  founded  for  historical  purposes,  '  That  never 
entered  their  heads.  It  was  most  likely  founded  on  in- 
trigue.')" 

Haydon  ought  now  to  have  been  employed  on  the  Eucles, 
for  the  purchase  of  which  his  friends  had  subscribed  at  the 
time  of  his  imprisonment.  But  he  hung  back  from  beginning 
it  for  .some  reason  he  could  not  explain  to  himself.  The  cause 
was  probably  that  depression  which  is  apparent  in  the  pre- 
ceding extracts  from  the  Journal,  the  result  of  disappointment 
and  ever-recurring  difficulty,  from  which  he  at  this  moment 
despaired  of  being  able  to  extricate  himself,  and  which  drove 
him  to  apply  to  his  friends,  high  and  low,  for  money — a  prac- 
tice which  he  frequently  laments  that  he  ever  had  recourse 
to,  and  from  which  earlier  "  condescension"  to  portrait  paint- 
ing and  pictures  of  the  cabinet  size  might  have  saved  him. 
Now  that  he  was  willing  to  do  any  thing  for  money,  patrons 
were,  naturally,  less  eager  to  employ  one  who,  in  the  heyday 
of  his  reputation,  had  refused  to  undertake  such  commissions 
as  they  were  ready  to  give. 

On  the  8th  of  March  he  writes,  "  Sent  in  a  study  of  a 
child's  head  to  the  Academy,  and  worked  hard  at  copying  an 
old  head  from  a  miniature.  What  an  employment  I  After 
painting  the  head  of  Lazarus,  to  think  at  forty-two  years  of 
age  I  am  compelled  to  do  this  for  bread — pursuing  my  art  as 
I  have  pursued  it,  with  all  my  heart  and  all  my  soul,  for  the 
honour  of  my  country.  The  fact  is,  England  is  strictly  and 
decidedly  commercial,  and  the  highest  gifts  of  genius  are  con- 
sidered more  in  the  light  of  curses  than  blessings,  if  a  man 
puts  forth  his  powers  on  any  principle  incompatible  with  the 
commercial  basis  of  sale  and  returns. 

•'  10th.  In  the  city  on  business.     Met  my  old  fellow-stu- 
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dent  L last  night  at  Buckingham's  conversazione.      He 

had  been  in  Rome  thirteen  years.  Went  out  in  enthusiasm, 
and  of  course  in  Rome  and  Italy  had  increased  it  by  coming 
in  contact  with  the  works  of  the  departed  great.  He  has 
brought  his  large  picture  to  exhibit,  and  was  full  of  all  sorts 
of  hopes,  and  quite  inexperienced  in  the  apathy  of  the  great. 
I  felt  for  him,  but  did  not  repress  his  feelings." 

There  is  much  probability  (admitting  his  claims  to  the  title 
of  a  man  of  high  genius)  in  the  reasons  he  gives  in  the  fol- 
lowing extract  for  the  sympathy  shown  for  him  in  his  misfor- 
tunes, and  the  apathy  which  followed. 

"  IQth.  The  nobility  were  touched  by  my  sorrows  last  year, 
not  because  I  was  a  man  of  genius  in  sorrow,  but  because  I 
was  a  husband  shut  up  from  my  wife  at  a  time  of  approach- 
ing confinement,  and  they  felt  for  my  dreadful  situation  as 
jnen  and  human  beings.  If  it  was  from  sympathy  for  talent, 
why  am  I  not  employed  ?  Why  ?  Because  they  do  not  care 
about  my  talents,  and  w^ould  rather,  conscientiously,  if  put  to 
the  test,  not  be  cursed  with  any  who  have  powers  in  a  style 
of  art  they  do  not  comprehend,  and  wish  not  to  encourage 
because  they  do  not  comprehend  it.  In  short,  a  man  of  high 
genius  is  an  encumbrance  on  the  patrons  of  this  country,  a 
nuisance  to  the  portrait  painters,  and  an  object  of  sympathy 
to  the  public. 

"  The  above  is  a  bitter  truth,  but  it  is  a  truth." 

But  a  stroke  of  great  and  unexpected  good  fortune  was  at 
hand,  which  swept  away  the  gloom  from  his  path,  and  quick- 
ened into  new  life  the  sanguine  expectations  of  a  nature 
which  no  experience  of  adversity  ever  really  schooled  into 
either  prudence  or  submission  to  circumstances.  This  piece 
of  unlooked-for  happiness  occurred  on  the  18th  of  this  month, 
and  is  thus  recorded. 

''21th  to  ?>\st.  This  morning,  to  my  surprise,  the  King, 
George  IV.  (whom  God  preserve  I)  sent  Seguier  to  say  he 
would  wish  to  see  the  Mock  Election.  For  my  part,  I  am 
so  used  to  be  one  day  iu  a  prison  and  the  other  in  a  palace, 
that  it  scarcely  moved  me.     God  only  have  mercy  on  the  art, 
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and  make  me  a  great  instrument  in  advancing  it  by  any 
means,  suffering  or  happiness.  Oh  have  mercy,  and  grant 
this  lot  of"  fortune,  under  Thy  mercy,  may  turn  out  profitable 
to  my  creditors. 

"  I9th.  This  morning  I  moved  the  Mock  Election  to  St. 
James's  Palace.  I  rang  the  bell,  and  out  came  a  respect- 
able-looking man,  dressed  in  black  silk  stockings.  I  was 
shown  into  a  back  room,  and  the  picture  moved  in.  In  a 
short  time  livery  servants,  valets,  and  the  devil  knows  who, 
crowded  around  it.  At  eleven,  Seguier  came  :  the  picture 
was  moved  up  into  the  state  apartments.  I  went  into  the  city 
to  my  old  friend  Kearsey,  one  of  those  who  had  supported 
me  during  the  struggle.  He  was  gone  to  a  funeral.  '  Man 
groweth  up  and  is  cut  down  like  a  flower.'  '  Dust  to  dust, 
and  ashes  to  ashes,'  was  a  very  proper  rap  to  me  in  my  su- 
perhuman elevation. 

"When  1  came  back  Seguier  called  me  aside.  The  room 
was  in  a  bustle.  '  Well,'  said  he,  '  the  King  is  delighted  with 
your  picture.  When  it  was  brought  in,  he  looked  at  it  and 
said,  "  This  is  a  very  fine  thing."  To  the  figures  on  the  left 
hand  he  said,  "  This  is  our  friend  Wilkie  out-and-out."  He 
then  turned  to  Campbell  in  the  corner.  "  That's  a  fine  head  ; 
it's  like  Bonaparte."  "Your  Majesty,  Mr.  Haydon  thinks 
it's  like  Bonaparte  and  Byron."  "  Can  I  have  it  left  to- 
day ?"  "  Mr.  Haydon  will  leave  it  with  your  Majesty  as  long 
as  you  desire." ' 

"  Seguier  declared  the  King  was  highly  delighted,  and  said, 
'  Come  to  me  to-morrow.'  Seguier  said  he  really  was  aston- 
ished at  the  tact  of  the  King.  He  told  some  stories  about 
his  father  so  capitally,  and  laughed  so  heartily,  that  the  pages 
were  obliged  to  go  out  of  the  room.  (Exquisite  flattery  of 
the  pages.) 

"Seguier  said,  '  Can  the  King  have  it  directly?'  'Di- 
rectly,' said  I.  '  Meet  me  at  the  British  Gallery  at  twelve 
on  Monday.'  '  That  I  will,  my  hero,'  said  I.  What  desti- 
nies hang  on  twelve  on  Monday  I 

"  Lackington  (my  landlord)  said,  '  D — n  it,  I  hope  he  will 
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let  you  have  it  again,  as  you  will  pay  your  creditors  10s.  in 
the  pound  I'  vrai  Jean  Bull!  As  I  went  down  I  dreaded 
all  sorts  of  disappointments.  '  Might  not  the  King  be  ill  ? 
Might  not  the  palace  catch  fire  ?  Might  not  Seguier  have 
overruled  his  expectations  V 

"  Thus  it  is  ;  when  we  are  young,  from  our  ignorance  of 
evil,  we  dash  on,  expecting  flowers  to  bloom  at  every  step; 
at  maturity,  from  our  dread  of  evil  in  consequence  of  suffer- 
ing, no  pleasure  is  felt  unmingled  with  apprehension. 

"  20th.  I  thought  in  the  morning,  Shall  I  go  to  church 
and  pour  forth  my  gratitude  ?  Will  it  not  be  cant  1  Will  it 
not  be  more  in  hopes  for  what  is  coming  than  in  gratitude 
for  what  is  past  ?  Yes.  But  my  Creator  is  merciful.  He 
knows  the  weaknesses  of  human  nature.  To  give  up  trying 
to  do  our  duty  because  we  can  not  do  it  perfectly,  is  more 
criminal  than  trying  to  do  it  sincerely,  however  imperfectly. 
I  went.  I  laboured  in  prayer  to  vanquish  vain  aspirations. 
I  poured  forth  my  gratitude,  and  felt  the  sweet  assurance 
which  prayer  only  brings. 

"  21st.  To-day  has  been  a  bright  day  in  the  annals  of  my 
life.  The  King  has  purchased  my  picture,  and  paid  me  my 
money.  I  went  to  the  British  Gallery  at  half  past  eleven  ; 
at  twelve  Seguier  came,  with  a  face  bursting,  and  coming  up 
to  me,  said,  '  Get  a  seven  and  sixpenny  stamp.'  *  My  dear 
fellow,  I  have  only  got  5s.  in  my  pocket  I'  Seguier  looked 
mischievously  arch  as  he  took  out  2^.  6d.  Away  I  darted 
for  a  stamp.  '  Threepence  more,'  said  the  girl.  I  ran  back 
again,  got  the  3d.,  took  the  stamp,  signed  it,  and  received  the 
money. 

"  Seguier  was  really  rejoiced,  and  verily  I  believe  to  him 
I  owe  this  honour." 

Elated  by  his  good  fortune,  it  required  all  the  cool  good 
sense  of  his  friend  Seguier  to  restrain  Haydon  from  writing 
to  the  King  a  letter  of  gratitude,  in  which,  we  may  be  sure, 
he  would  not  have  missed  the  opportunity  of  inculcating  that 
duty  of  encouraging  art  by  public  patronage  which  he  so  per- 
severingly  forced  upon  ministers.    But,  though  occasional  sus- 
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picions  of  his  friend's  motives  in  imploring  him  to  be  quiet 
crossed  his  mind,  his  better  judgment  bowed  to  the  force  of 
the  advice,  and  he  abstained. 

The  purchase  of  his  Mock  Election  by  the  King  sent  him 
with  fresh  spirit  to  the  companion  picture  of  the  Chairing. 

On  the  28th  I  find  in  his  Journal :  "  On  Friday  week  at 
the  palace  of  my  sovereign — to-day  in  his  prison.     I  called 

on  C ,  and  found  him  much  improved.     His  face  had 

lost  that  desperate  look.  He  expected  to  be  restored  to  the 
Avorld.      Such  was  the  effect  of  hope. 

"  After  sketching  heads  worthy  of  Shakspeare,  1  had  a  de- 
sire to  throw  the  possessors  off  their  guard.  I  sent  out  for 
lunch  and  wine,  and  ate  and  drank  with  them.  What  a 
scene  I  What  expressions  I  What  fiery,  flashing  vigour  of 
diabolism  I  It  was  eight  months  since  I  had  seen  them,  and 
the  weather-beaten  sailor,  who  boasted  he  drank  twenty-six 
glasses  from  sunrise  to  sunset,  was  completely  altered — flabby 
— nervous — gouty.  The  young  bearded  Canadian  was  feeble 
— hesitating — tired — weak.  Meredith's  death  seemed  to  have 
touched  them. 

"  I  now,  I  hope,  take  my  leave  of  the  King's  Bench  forever. 

"  I  completed  all  my  studies,  and  am  ready.  To-morrow 
the  High  Sheriff  sits.  I  met  him  as  I  was  coming  home, 
loitering  about  the  detestable  neighbourhood  as  if  enchanted. 

"  The  Bench  is  the  temple  of  idleness,  debauchery,  and 


vice." 


Sir  Walter  Scott  was  now  in  town,  and  visited  Haydon. 

"  30th.  Began  the  High  Sheriff's  head,  and  succeeded.  Sir 
Walter  Scott  called.  I  introduced  him  to  the  High  Sheriff. 
Sir  Walter  kissed  dear  Frank's  forehead  and  blessed  him, 
and  hoped  he  would  be  a  clever  man.  It  was  highly  inter- 
esting to  see  Sir  Walter,  with  his  fine  head,  kissing  little 
Frank,  who  watched  and  scrutinized  him.  He  promised  lo 
let  me  have  a  sketch  of  his  head  before  he  went.  Sir  Wal- 
ter laughed  heartily  at  the  subject  of  Chairing  the  Member. 
'  The  Marshal  should  have  let  the  poor  fellows  finish  it,' 
said  he. 
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''May  5ih.  Sir  Walter  came  to  breakfast  according  to  prom- 
ise. Talfourd,  Eastlake,  and  a  young  surgeon  met  him,  and 
we  had  a  very  pleasant  morning.  He  sat  to  me  afterward 
for  an  hour  and  a  half,  and  a  delightful  sitting  it  was.  I  hit 
his  expression  exactly.  Sir  Walter  Scott  seems  depressed. 
He  came  up  to  be  happy  with  his  family,  to  be  among  them  ; 
and,  said  he,  '  They  are  all  scattered  like  sheep.  My  daugh- 
ter expected  a  fine  season  at  the  Caledonian  Ball  and  Al- 
niack's ;  packed  up  her  best  gown,  and  she  found  her  sister 
so  anxious,  she  has  given  it  all  up  !'  I  myself  was  touched. 
I  had  not  seen  him  so  long,  and  when  I  saw  him  last,  Laz- 
arus towered  behind  us.  I  had  been  imprisoned  ;  he  had 
lost  <£42,000  ;  he  was  getting  older  ;  I  could  not  be  younger. 
In  short,  the  recollections  of  life  crowded  on  my  mind. 

"  He  told  some  admirable  stories,  but  still  was  quieter  than 
before.  He  is  such  a  native  creature.  I  told  him  of  an  Irish- 
man in  St.  Giles's,  who,  coming  by  where  there  was  a  great 
row,  seized  his  stick,  looked  up  to  heaven,  and  saying,  '  The 
Lord  grant  I  may  take  the  right  side  !'  plunged  in,  and  began 
to  thump  away.  'Ah  I'  said  Sir  Walter,  '  he  showed  more 
discretion  than  the  rest  of  his  countrymen  ;'  and  then  he  be- 
gan to  look  up  with  an  arch  look,  and  pretending  to  spit  in 
his  hands  and  seize  a  club,  like  Paddy,  told  us  of  an  adven- 
ture he  met  with  in  Ireland  himself;  but  directly  after  re- 
lapsed into  a  musing,  heavy  sadness. 

"  I  started  ghosts,  quoting  Johnson's  assertion  in  Easselas. 
He  told  us  some  curious  things,  affecting  to  consider  them 
natural,  but  I  am  convinced  he  half  thought  them  supernatu- 
ral. Sir  Walter  Scott  has  certainly  the  most  penetrating  look 
I  ever  saw,  except  in  Shakspeare's  portraits. 

"  C.  H.  Townshend,  the  author  of  The  Reigning  Vice,  be- 
ing in  an  agony  of  desire  to  see  Sir  Walter,  I  called  W'ith  him. 
^\Y  Walter  came  out  with  his  usual  simplicity  of  manner  and 
chatted.  Townshend  came  away  quite  happy,  and  triumph- 
ant over  a  maiden  aunt,  who  laughed  at  him  for  having  such 
a  desire. 

"  '  Mr.  Townshend,'  said  I,  '  is  a  great  admirer  of  your  gen- 
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ius,  Sir  Walter.'  *  Ah,  Mr.  Haydon,  we  won't  say  a  word 
about  that.  At  any  rate,  I  have  amused  the  public,  and 
that  is  something.'  We  talked  of  all  sorts  of  things.  In 
speaking  of  the  Thames  Tunnel,  he  said,  '  Mr.  Brunei  should 
take  care  of  the  river,  for  he  has  proved  he  is  capable  of  burst- 
ing in.' 

"  But  there  was  a  heaviness  about  him,  of  which  I  never 
saw  a  symptom  before." 

Time  has  done  something  to  correct  Hay  don's  judgment  of 
more  than  one  of  his  contemporaries  in  art ;  and  his  criticism 
of  one  at  least  of  the  two  painters  referred  to  in  the  following 
entry  will  scarcely  be  accepted  now. 

"  May  9th.  Worked  till  two,  and  then  went  out  to  the  pri- 
vate days  of  Martin  and  Lane.  How  completely  my  private 
days  and  exhibitions  have  bit  them  all. 

"  Martin  and  Danby  are  men  of  extraordinary  imagina- 
tions, but  infants  in  painting.  These  pictures  always  seem 
to  artists  as  if  a  child  of  extraordinary  fancy  had  taken  up  a 
brush  to  express  its  inventions.  The  public,  who  are  no 
judges  of  the  art,  as  an  art,  overpraise  their  inventions,  and 
the  artists,  who  are  always  professional,  see  only  the  errors  of 
the  brush. 

"  I9th.  My  portrait-day.  By  devoting  a  day  to  portraits 
without  interruption,  I  find  my  dislike  waning.  I  then  make 
it  a  study,  and  find  it  useful  and  delightful,  and  go  to  my  pic- 
tures the  day  after,  improved  by  it. 

"  20th.  Hard  at  work  on  High  Sheriff's  hands  ;  finished 
them.  How  every  part  in  nature  is  in  harmony.  These 
hands,  bony,  venous,  long,  and  Irish,  wonld  suit  no  other 
head  ;  returned  to  my  picture  with  delight.'" 

There  is  truth,  which  has  now  a  chance  of  being  admitted, 
in  this  criticism  of  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence's  portraits. 

"  22d.  Spent  a  whole  morning  at  the  Exhibition,  Law- 
rence's flesh  has  certainly  no  blood ;  Jackson's  is  flesh  and 
blood. 

"  Lawrence  sacrifices  all  for  the  head  ;  and  what  an  ab- 
sence of  all  purity  of  tint,  in  comparison  with  Vandyke  or  Rey- 
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nolds  I  His  excellence  is  expression,  but  it  is  conscious  ex- 
pression ;  whereas  the  expression  of  Reynolds,  Vandyke,  Ti- 
tian, Tintoretto,  and  Raphael  is  unconscious  nature. 

"  Lawrence  is  not  a  great  man  ;  indeed,  posterity  will 
think  so.  Lady  Lyndhurst's  hands  are  really  a  disgrace  in 
drawing,  colour,  and  every  thing.  He  affects  to  be  careless 
in  subordinate  parts,  but  it  is  not  the  carelessness  of  conscious 
power  ;  it  is  the  carelessness  of  intention. 

"  Since  he  went  to  Italy  his  general  hue  is  greatly  im- 
proved, but  his  flesh  is  as  detestably  opaque  as  ever. 

"  The  whole  Exhibition  was  lamentably  deficient.  Con- 
stable and  Jackson  are  the  only  colourists  left. 

"Why  are  there  no  historical  pictures?  Hilton  has  had 
no  commissions,  Etty  has  had  no  commissions,  I  have  had 
no  commissions.  Why  are  there  so  many  portraits  ?  Law- 
rence has  had  commissions,  Jackson  has  had  commissions, 
Shee  has  had  commissions,  and  a  hundred  others  have  had 
commissions,  and  that  is  the  reason  there  are  so  many  por- 
traits. 

"  If  Lawrence  dies,  there  is  nobody  to  give  an  air  of  fash- 
ion and  taste  to  the  room.  In  fact,  I  regret  I  went.  There 
was  no  one  single  thing  I  learned  any  thing  from,  but  many 
thousand  things  I  deeply  regret  remembering. 

"  I  afterward  went  to  L 's  and  Martin's.     The  group 

of  Joseph  and  Mary  is  very  fine,  and  there  is  really  nothing 
like  Martin's  picture  (Nineveh)  in  the  world. 

"  22d  and  2od.  Hard  at  work  making  pen  sketches  of  the 
heads  in  the  Mock  Election,  and  writing  a  great  many  anec- 
dotes in  a  catalogue  handsomely  bound,  which  I  mean  to  re- 
quest His  Majesty's  acceptance  of.  Left  it  with  Lord  Mount- 
charles. 

"  27th.  Portrait  day  ;  a  day  of  coats,  waistcoats,  cheeks, 
lips,  and  eyes — for  themselves  alone.  The  moment  the  last 
sitter  went,  I  turned  his  head  to  the  wall,  pulled  out  my  his- 
torical easel,  placed  the  Chairing  on  it,  and  soon  forgot  the 
turn-up  nose. 

"  June  8th.   Hard  at  work.     The  young  man  who  sat  for 
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the  sportsman  in  the  Mock  Election  had  spent  two  handsome 
fortunes;  and  (as  a  specimen  of"  the  benefit  derived  by  a 
creditor  from  imprisoning  a  debtor)  swore  his  creditor  should 
never  get  a  sixpence,  and  in  a  reckless  feeling  of  defiance 
and  disgust  gave  seventy  guineas  for  a  case  of  pipes  a  short 
■time  after  he  was  in.  I  ordered  up  a  bottle  of  wine,  which 
excited  him,  and  his  face  got  that  keen  relish  and  fiery  flush 
■which  is  visible  in  a  debauchee  w'hen  temptation  is  near. 
He  drank  it  all,  as  if  the  devil  was  at  his  elbow.  He  had 
served  in  Spain,  and  was  up  to  every  thing.  He  had  once,  for 
fun,  joined  a  strolling  company.  The  actors  all  boarded  with 
the  manager,  and  one  day,  at  dinner,  he  addressed  them  thus  : 
'  Gentlemen,  them  as  can  act  Thelley  or  Argo  must  eat  taties  I' 

"  I  could  not  help  thinking  what  a  pity  it  was  that  those 
qualities  w^hich  were  so  engaging  and  disinterested  generally 
led  to  ruin,  while  the  meanest  vices  realized  fortunes. 

''June  24:th.  Worked  hard  at  the  wife,  and  succeeded; 
but  how  superior  was  nature.  Left  off  depressed  at  my  own 
ineffective  attempt,  when  in  came  some  one  and  admired  my 
effort  at  imitation,  because  he  had  not  seen,  as  I  had,  superior 
nature. 

"  26th.  Hard  at  work  on  the  fool's  head,  and  succeeded. 
Walked  in  the  evening  in  my  old  haunts  in  the  Kilburn 
meadows,  where  I  have  walked  so  often  with  Keats  ;  went 
on  to  Hampstead  to  Well- Walk,  and  home  in  a  state  of  mus- 
ing quiet.  The  grass,  and  hay,  and  setting  sun,  and  singing 
birds,  and  humming  bees  entered  into  my  soul,  and  I  lay  doz- 
ing in  luxurious  remembrances  till  the  evening  star  began  to 
glitter  dimly  in  the  distance." 

Wilkie  had  now  returned  to  England  after  his  three  years' 
quest  of  health,  and  the  old  friends  met  again  and  renewed 
acquaintance,  but  with  little,  I  fear,  of  the  cordiality  of  their 
student  days.  Their  natures,  in  fact,  were  antagonistic,  and 
each  secretly  distrusted  the  other  for  the  qualities  in  which 
they  differed  respectively. 

''June  21th.  Worked  till  two,  and  then  went  to  Lord 
Grosvenor'S;  where  I  met  Wilkie  after  an  absence  of  three 
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years.  He  was  thinner,  and  seemed  more  nervous  than  ever. 
His  keen  and  bushy  brow  looked  irritable,  eager,  nervous,  and 
full  of  genius.  How  interesting  it  was  to  meet  him  at  Lord 
Grosvenor's,  where  we  have  all  assembled  these  twenty  years 
under  every  variety  of  fortune  I  Poor  Sir  George  is  gone,  who 
used  to  form  one  of  the  group.  Wilkie,  Seguier,  Jackson,  and 
I  are  left.      Lord  Mulgrave  is  ill. 

"As  usual,  Wilkie  started  a  new  theory — about  the  pic- 
tures in  Spain  not  being  varnished.  He  says  he  saw  a  Titian 
in  a  convent  that  had  evidently  not  been  touched  since  it  was 
i^ainted.  We  saw  one  together  at  Malmaison,  belonsino-  to 
Josephine;  which  was  evidently  pure,  the  blues  in  harmony. 
Wilkie  said  it  was  now  in  Russia. 

"  I  was  deeply  interested  at  seeing  my  old  fellow-student 
and  friend  ;  but  Wilkie  chills  every  body  ;  it  is  his  unfortu- 
nate nature.  He  told  me  he  never  ate  animal  food  till  he 
came  to  Edinbro' — his  father  was  too  poor.  Perhaps  this 
laid  the  foundation  of  his  unhappy  debility  of  constitution. 
Whether  the  energy  of  England  will  recover  him,  I  do  not 
know.     I  hope  so.     He  looks  radically  shaken. 

"  29th.  Called  on  Wilkie — found  him  better.  He  said 
Newton's  Vicar  of  Wakefield  looked  like  Goldsmith  in  a 
dress  of  Moliere's.  It  had  not  got  the  simplicity  of  Gold- 
smith. He  was  afraid  to  talk  much  ;  but  he  will  recover. 
He  seemed  more  impressed  with  Spain  than  either  Italy  or 
Germany.  The  whole  world  has  had  such  a  rattle,  that  the 
highest  as  well  as  the  lowest  have  abated  of  their  pretensions. 

"  30^/i.  Completed  the  group.  L dined  with  me  yes- 
terday ;  already,  poor  fellow,  cut  up,  as  I  predicted  three 
months  ago.  He  has  resolved  to  relinquish  historical  paint- 
ing, and  turn  to  portraits. 

"  July  9th.  The  moment  I  quit  my  canvass,  I  get  into  all 
sorts  of  messes. 

"  Whether  it  is  the  activity  of  my  mind,  or  that  trifles 
press  more  heavily  on  me  when  not  occupied,  I  can't  tell  ; 
but  the  children  seem  to  cry  more  than  usual  ;  the  postman 
knocks  harder  than  his  wont ;  the  dustman's  bell  makes  more 
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noise  ;  and  I  get  restless,  yawn,  gape  at  the  clock,  stroll  into 
the  fields,  get  weary  of  my  existence.  What  a  life  an  idle 
man  of  fortune's  must  be. 

"  12^/i,  13^/i.  Better.  Worked  faintly  at  the  fool.  Every 
body  who  called  exclaimed,  '  What  a  melancholy  sot,  with  a 
touch  of  insanity.'     This  was  the  very  thing. 

13  days  gone.     Six  ill — idle — business. 
6 

7  at  work. 
Eighteen  days  left.  Let  us  see  whether,  if  I  work  with  pru- 
dence and  attention  to  my  health,  I  can  keep  up  the  whole 
eighteen.  The  misfortune  with  me  is,  I  do  too  much  at  par- 
ticular times.  But  it  can't  be  helped  ;  impulses  must  be  at- 
tended to.  My  delight  in  my  art  is  so  interwoven  with  my 
nature,  that  I  envy  the  very  fellow  who  grinds  my  colours. 
I  could  be  always  in  my  painting-room  when  once  there.  I 
ahvays  leave  my  work  with  difficulty,  dwell  on  it  till  I  return, 
and  recommence  in  pleasure.  I  would  not  let  pupils  set  my 
palette,  or  grind  my  colours,  or  aid  my  designs.  I  love  it  all 
too  much.  Business,  anxieties,  and  sickness  take  their  turns 
of  retardation  ;  but  my  heart  is  anchored,  and  it  is  only  a 
slackening  of  the  cable  for  a  time.  It  is  never  loose,  and 
when  the  sea  is  calm  and  the  winds  are  high,  I  haul  taut 
up,  and  ride  fearless,  in  delight  and  triumph. 

"  l^th.  At  work  successfully,  but  not  long.  Rather  mel- 
ancholy from  my  state  of  personal  health. 

"  I6th.  At  the  moment  I  opened  my  window  a  magnifi- 
cent white  cloud  was  passing.  I  rushed  in  for  my  palette, 
and  dashed  it  into  my  picture  before  it  had  passed.  It  does 
exactly. 

"  Instead  of  getting  better,  I  got  worse,  and  dear  Mary  ad- 
vised me  to  go  out  of  town  for  a  few  days.  I  flew  ofl^  direct- 
ly, and  instead  of  forming  one  of  the  vulgar  idlers  at  a  wat- 
ering-place, determined  to  make  a  pilgrimage  to  Stratford-on- 
Avon.  Happy,  indeed,  am  I  that  I  did  so.  A  more  delight- 
ful jaunt  I  never  had  in  all  my  life.  It  will  be  a  bright  spot 
in  my  imagination  for  years  and  years. 
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"  The  first  day  I  went  to  Oxford.  I  got  in  late,  and  peep- 
ed into  some  of  the  colleges.  After  the  bustle,  anxieties,  fa- 
tigue, and  harass  of  a  London  life,  the  peace  and  quiet  of 
those  secluded,  Gothic-windowed,  holy  chambers  of  study, 
came  over  one's  feelings  with  a  cooling  sensation,  as  if  one 
had  mounted  from  hell  to  heaven,  and  been  admitted  on  re- 
prieve from  the  tortures  and  fierce  passions  of  the  enraged, 
the  malignant,  the  ignorant,  and  the  lying,  to  the  beautiful 
simplicity  of  angelic  feelings,  where  all  was  good,  and  holy, 
and  pious,  and  majestic. 

"  I  need  not  say  it  was  vacation,  or  very  likely  my  feelings 
in  peeping  in  would  not  have  been  so  very  holy. 

"  1  left  Oxford  next  morning  outside,  and  got  to  Stratford 
at  two.  I  ordered  dinner,  and  hurried  away  to  Henley  Street. 
The  first  thing  I  saw  was  a  regular  sign,  projecting  from  a 
low  house.  '  The  immortal  Shakspeare  was  born  in  this 
house.'  ]  darted  across,  and  cursed  the  door  for  keeping  me 
out  a  moment,  when  a  very  decent  and  neat  widow-looking 
woman  came  from  a  door  that  entered  from  the  other  house, 
and  let  me  in.  I  marched  through,  mounted  an  ancient 
staircase,  and  in  a  moment  was  in  the  immortal  room  Avhere 
Shakspeare  gave  the  first  puling  cry,  which  announced  he  was 
living  and  healthy. 

"  It  is  low  and  long,  and  has  every  appearance  of  having 
been  in  existence  long  before  Shakspeare's  time.  The  large 
old  chimney  has  a  cross-beamed  front.  There  is  a  document 
to  the  effect  that  his  father  bought  the  house  when  Shaks- 
peare was  ten  years  old,  and  a  tradition  he  occupied  it  be- 
fore ;  so  that  there  is  perhaps  little  doubt  he  was  born  in  it, 
and  as  people  generally  are  born  in  bed-rooms,  why  this  up- 
stairs room  probably  gave  birth  to  the  poet. 

"  The  present  possessor  complains  bitterly  of  the  previous 
tenant,  who,  after  promising  not  to  injure  the  names  of  all  the 
illustrious  visitors  for  the  last  eighty  years,  in  mere  spite,  be- 
cause she  was  obliged  to  leave,  whitewashed  the  whole  room. 
His  Majesty's  name,  as  Prince  of  Wales,  can't  be  found  ; 
Garrick's,  and  the  whole  host  of  the  famous  of  the  last  can- 
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tury,  are  forever  obliterated  ;  and  hundreds  on  hundreds  of 
immortal  obscure,  who  hoped  to  cut  out  a  little  freehold  of 
fame,  are  again  and  forever  sunk  to  their  natural  oblivion. 

"  The  name  of  this  old  beldame  is  Hornby,  and  let  her  be 
damned  to  eternal  fame  with  her  worthy  predecessor,  Mr. 
Gastreli.  Illustrious  pair,  hail  and  be  cursed.  When  she 
thought  she  was  dying,  she  confessed  she  had  imposed  on  the 
visitors  with  her  absurd  relics,  and  begged  they  might  be 
burned.  Now  she  is  well  again,  she  swears  by  them  as 
much  as  ever.  Those  who  sat  up  by  her  told  the  present 
occujDant  this. 

"  A  squinting  Cockney  came  in  while  I  was  there,  so  I  left, 
and  walked  to  the  sequestered  and  beautiful  spot  where  the 
dust  of  this  great  genius  lies  at  rest.  A  more  delightful  place 
could  not  have  been  found.  It  is  Shakspeare  in  every  leaf. 
It  must  have  been  chosen  by  himself  as  he  stood  in  the  chan- 
cel musing  on  the  fate  of  the  dead  about  him,  and  listening 
to  the  humming  murmur  and  breezy  rustle  of  the  river  and 
trees  by  which  it  stands.  The  most  poetical  imagination 
could  not  have  imagined  a  burial-place  more  worthy,  more 
suitable,  more  English,  more  native  for  a  poet  than  this — 
above  all,  for  Shakspeare.  As  I  stood  over  his  grave  and  read 
his  pathetic  entreaty  and  blessing  on  the  reader  who  revered 
his  remains,  and  curses  on  him  who  dared  to  touch  ;  as  I 
looked  up  at  his  simple,  unaffected  bust,  executed  while  his 
favourite  daughter  was  living,  and  put  up  by  her  husband  ; 
as  I  listened  to  the  waving  trees  and  murmurinof  Avon, 
saw  the  dim  light  of  the  large  windows,  and  thought 
I  was  hearing  what  Shakspeare  had  often  heard,  and  was 
standing  where  he  had  stood  many  times,  I  was  deeply 
touched.  The  church  alone,  from  the  seclusion  of  its  situa- 
tion, with  the  river  and  trees,  and  sky  and  tombs,  Avas 
enough  to  call  out  one's  feelings  ;  but  add  to  this  that  the  re- 
mains of  Shakspeare  were  near  me,  prostrate,  decaying,  and 
silent  in  a  grave  he  had  himself  pointed  out,  in  a  church 
where  he  had  often  prayed,  and  with  an  epitaph  he  had 
himself  written  while  living,  audit  is  impossible  to  say  where 
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on  the  face  of  the  earth  an  Englishman  should  be  more  af- 
fected, or  feel  deeper,  more  poetical,  or  more  exquisite  emo- 
tions, I  would  not  barter  that  simple  sequestered  tomb  in 
Stratford  for  the  Troad,  the  Acropolis,  or  the  field  of  Mara- 
thon. 

"  The  venerable  clerk,  whose  face  looked  as  if  not  one  vi- 
cious thought  had  ever  crossed  his  mind,  seeing  me  abstract- 
ed, left  me  alone  after  unlocking  the  door  that  leads  to  the 
church-yard,  as  much  as  to  say,  'Walk  there,  if  you  please.' 

"  I  did  so,  and  lounging  close  to  the  Avon,  turned  back  to 
look  at  the  sacred  inclosure.  The  sun  was  setting  behind  me, 
and  a  grolden  liu^ht  and  shadow  checkered  the  ancient  Goth- 
ic  windows,  as  the  trees,  moved  by  the  evening  wind,  alter- 
nately obscured  or  admitted  the  sun.  I  was  so  close  that  the 
tower  and  steeple  shot  up  into  the  sky  like  some  mighty 
vessel  out  at  sea,  which  you  pass  under  for  a  moment,  and 
which,  with  its  gigantic  masts,  seems  to  reach  the  vault  of 
heaven. 

"  I  stood  and  drank  in  to  enthusiasm  all  a  human  being 
could  feel — all  that  the  most  ardent  and  devoted  lover  of  a 
great  genius  could  have  a  sensation  oi^ — all  that  the  most  ten- 
der scenery  of  river,  trees,  and  sunset-sky  together  could  ex- 
cite. I  \va*s  lost,  quite  lost,  and  in  such  moment  should  wish 
my  soul  to  take  its  flight  (if  it  j)lease  God)  when  my  time  is 
finished.  As  soon  as  I  recovered  from  my  trance,  I  was  sorry 
to  walk  back  to  the  town,  to  talk  to  waiters  and  chamber- 
maids of  tea  and  bread  and  butter.  To  feel  they  were  req- 
uisite, to  think  of  eating  and  drinking  at  all,  was  a  bore  and  a 
disgust. 

"  However,  gratified  I  had  lived  to  enjoy  such  feelings,  I 
left  this  delightful  seclusion.  I  dozed  all  night  in  a  dream  ; 
I  returned  to  bed  but  could  not  sleep,  and  early  the  next  morn- 
ing got  up  to  set  ofi'for  Charlecote. 

"  To  Charlecote  I  walked  on  foot  as  last  as  miy  legs  could 
carry  me,  and  crossing  a  meadow,  entered  the  immortalized 
park  by  a  back  pathway.  Trees,  gigantic  and  umbrageous, 
at  once  announce  the  growth  of  centuries.    While  I  was  stroll- 
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ing  on,  I  caught  a  distant  view  of  the  old  red-bricked  house, 
in  the  same  style  and  condition  as  when  Shakspeare  lived, 
and  going  close  to  the  river  side,  came  at  once  on  two  enor- 
mous old  willows,  with  a  large  branch  aslant  the  stream,  such 
as  Ophelia  hung  to.  Every  blade  of  grass,  every  daisy  and 
cowslip,  every  hedge-flower  and  tuft  of  tawny  earth,  every 
rustling,  ancient,  and  enormous  tree  which  curtains  the  sunny 
park  with  its  cool  shadows,  betvieen  which  the  sheep  glitter- 
ed on  the  emerald  green  in  long  lines  of  light — every  ripple 
of  the  river  with  its  placid  tinkle, 

"  *  Giving  a  gentle  kiss  to  every  sedge 
It  overtaketh  in  its  pilgrimage,' 

announced  the  place  where  Shakspeare  imbibed  his  early, 
deep,  and  native  taste  for  landscape  and  forest  scenery.  Oh, 
it  was  delightful  indeed !  Shakspeare  seemed  to  hover  and 
bless  all  I  saw,  thought  of,  or  trod  on. 

"  Those  great  roots  of  the  lime  and  oak  bursting,  as  it 
were,  above  the  ground,  bent  up  by  the  depth  they  had  struck 
into  it,  Shakspeare  had  seen — Shakspeare  had  sat  on. 

"Wondering  I  had  seen  no  deer,  I  looked  about,  and  saw 
a  rascal,  a  lineal  descendant,  may  be,  of  the  very  buck  Shaks- 
peare shot,  lounging  on  his  speckled  haunches  and  staring  at 
me.  This  completed  the  delightful  delusion,  and  crossing  a 
little  old  bridge  over  a  branch  of  the  Avon,  of  the  same  age 
as  the  hall,  I  came  at  once  on  the  green  before  the  house, 
and  turning  to  the  right  under  an  arched  doorway,  reached 
the  front  entrance  of  another  archway  with  a  tower  at  each 
angle.  In  the  tower  facing  my  left  was  a  clock.  Here  was 
an  iron  gate,  and  inside  a  regular  garden,  the  old  front  of  the 
house  showing  at  the  end  of  it. 

"A  young  lady  and  an  old  one  were  talking  to  a  parrot, 
and  a  gardener  was  shaving  the  grass-plot  with  a  scythe. 
He  referred  me  to  the  housekeeper ;  so,  fearing  I  had  intruded, 
I  returned  to  the  back  entrance,  and  meeting  a  servant,  asked 
to  see  the  house.  By  this  time  chambermaid,  cook,  butler, 
and  all  the  evidences  of  a  full  establishment  peeped  at  me  by 
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turns.  I  sent  the  respects  of  a  gentleman  from  London,  and 
begged  to  see  the  house.  The  butler  shortly  after  showed 
me  to  the  hall,  and  afterward  the  housekeeper  came  in. 

"  The  housekeeper  of  Washington  Irving's  time  was  mar- 
ried. I  saw  the  same  pictures  as  he  saw,  and  am  convinced 
the  hall  is  nearly  the  same  as  when  Shakspeare  was  brought 
to  it.  1  saw  the  old  staircase,  and  a  collection  of  pictures, 
with  a  good  one  or  two  among  them — one  a  genuine  Teniers 
of  his  marriage — a  fine  Hondekoeter,  and  heads  of  Sebastian, 
del  Piombo  and  Hobbima,  all  genuine. 

"  The  Lucy  family  appeared  to  me  shy.  They  may  not  be 
ambitious  of  showing  themselves  as  the  descendants  of  the 
'lousy'  Lucy  :  that  satire  sticks  to  them,  and  ever  must,  as 
long  as  the  earth  is  undestroyed.  They  sent  for  my  card, 
but  nothing  came  of  it.  Perhaps  they  never  heard  of  my 
name. 

"  '  This  is  the  hall,'  said  the  amiable,  good-humoured  house- 
keeper, '  where  Sir  Thomas  tried  Shakspeare.'  This  is  evi- 
dently the  way  the  family  pride  alludes  to  the  fact,  and  I  dare 
say  servants  and  all  think  Shakspeare  a  profligate,  dissolute 
fellow,  who  ought  to  have  been  transported. 

"  In  the  great  hall  window  were  the  Lucy  arms — three 
luces.  I  left  the  ill-bred,  inhospitable  house,  my  respect  for 
the  Lucies  by  no  means  much  higher  than  Shakspeare's  ;  but 
the  park  amply  compensated  me,  for  a  nobler,  more  ancient, 
and  more  poetical  forest  I  never  saw. 

"  Fulbrook  I  could  not  stay  to  see  ;  but  if  I  live,  I  will 
spend  a  week  at  Stratford,  and  ransack  every  hole  and  stream, 
and  no  doubt  shall  find  the  very  place  where  Jaques  solilo- 
quized upon  the  wounded  deer. 

"  Just  as  I  came  again  among  the  venerable  trees,  it  be- 
gan to  rain  with  a  jubilee  vigour,  but  the  invulnerable  foliage 
completely  secured  me.  I  sat  down  on  the  roots  of  an  an- 
cient lime,  and  mused  on  the  house  before  me.  A  misshap- 
en, moss-grown  statue  of  Diana,  on  a  pedestal,  as  old  as  the 
house,  was  at  the  end  of  the  large  trees ;  and  as  I  sat  in 
thought,  a  beautiful  speckled  doe  and  her  young  one,  after  re- 
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garding  me  for  a  moment,  sprang  off  with  a  light  spring,  as 
if  their  feet  were  feathered.  Again  they  stopped,  and  again 
stared,  and  again  they  were  off,  and  dashed  behind  some 
inclosure.  Weary  of  the  rain,  I  saUied  forth,  and  after  cross- 
ing the  meadow,  came  into  the  road  ;  but,  disdaining  the 
beaten  track,  I  plunged  into  a  by-path,  which  brought  me 
to  the  river,  of  which  I  caught  a  long,  placid,  and  willowed 
stretch,  as  lucid  as  a  mirror,  reflecting  earth  and  sky  in 
sleepy  splendour.  I  mounted  the  bank  again,  and  scram- 
bling through  a  damp,  soaking  path,  came  out  on  the  road, 
drenched. 

"  I  could  not  help  remarking  how  short  a  road  is  when  in 
pursuit  of  any  object,  and  how  tedious  after  the  object  is 
gained, 

"  Wet  to  the  knees,  I  passed,  as  I  approached  the  old  bridge, 
an  humble  sign  of  the  Plough  and  Harrow.  In  I  walked,  and 
found  an  old  dame  blowing  a  wood  fire — the  room  and  chim- 
ney of  the  same  age  as  Shakspeare.  On  a  form  with  a  back 
sat  a  countryman  smoking,  and  by  the  window  a  decent  girl 
making  a  gown.  On  the  table  by  the  door  w^as  a  bundle  of 
pipes,  inclosed  in  three  rings,  the  two  end  rings  resting  on  two 
feet.  A  clock  made  by  Sharp  (who  bought  Shakspeare's 
mulberry-tree),  a  chest  of  drawers  on  three  legs,  the  old  fur- 
niture, and  the  whole  room  looking  clean,  humble,  and  honest. 
I  ordered  ale,  which  was  excellent,  and  giving  the  smoker  a 
pint,  asked  him  if  he  ever  heard  of  Shakspeare.  '  To  be  sure,' 
said  he  ;  '  but  he  was  not  born  in  Henley  Street.'  'Where 
was  he  born  ?'  '  By  the  water  side,  to  be  sure.'  'Why,'  said 
I,  *  how  do  you  know  that  ?'  '  Why  John  Cooper,  in  the  alms- 
houses.' 'Who's  he?'  said  I.  'What  does  he  know  about  it  ?' 
said  the  old  hostess.  '  Nonsense  I'  said  the  young  girl.  My 
pot  companion,  giving  a  furious  smoke  at  being  thus  floored 
at  his  first  attempt  to  put  forth  a  new  theory  of  Shakspeare's 
birth-place,  looked  at  me  very  grave,  and  prepared  to  over- 
whelm me  at  once.  He  puffed  away,  and  after  taking  a  sip, 
said,  'Ah,  sir,  there's  another  wonderful  fellow.'  'Who?' 
'5aid  I,  imagining  some  genius  of  Stratford  who  might  contest 
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the  palm.  '  Why,'  said  he,  with  more  gravity  than  ever, '  why, 
John  Cooper.'  'John  Cooper  I'  said  I;  '  why,  what  has  he 
done?'  'Why,  zur,  I'll  tell  'ee ;'  and  then  laying-  his  pipe 
down,  and  leaning  on  his  elbow,  and  looking  right  into  my 
eyes  under  his  old  weather-beaten,  embrowned  hat,  '  I'll  tell 
'ee.  He's  lived  ninety  years  in  this  here  town,  man  and  boy, 
and  has  never  had  the  toothache,  and  never  lost  wan.'  He 
then  took  up  his  pipe,  letting  the  smoke  ooze  from  the  sides 
of  his  mouth  instead  of  puffing  it  out  horizontally,  till  it  as- 
cended in  curls  of  conscious  victory  to  the  ceiling  of  the  apart- 
ment, while  my  companion  leaned  back  his  head  and  crossed 
his  legs  with  an  air  of  superior  intelligence,  as  if  this  con- 
versation must  now  conclude.    We  were  no  longer  on  a  level. 

•'  I  spoke  not  another  word  ;  retired  to  my  inn,  the  Red 
Horse  ;  took  another  sequestered  sigh  at  the  grave,  another 
peep  at  the  house,  got  into  the  garden  where  the  mulberry- 
tree  grew,  heard  the  clock  strike  which  Shakspeare  had  often 
heard,  and,  getting  into  a  Shrewsbury  stage  at  nine  the  next 
morning,  was  buried  in  London  smoke  and  London  anxieties 
before  nine  at  night. 

"  Hail  and  farewell  I  Not  the  Loggie  of  Raphael,  or  the 
Chapel  of  Michael  Angelo,  will  ever  give  me  such  native, 
unadulterated  rapture  as  thy  silver  stream,  embosomed 
church,  and  enchanting  meadow,  0  immortal  Stratford  '" 

Soon  after  his  return  to  town  Haydon  again  saw  Wilkie. 

'■'July  2Ath.  Called  on  Wilkie,  and  saw  his  Italian  pic- 
tures, and  was  much  pleased.  Wilkie  is  getting  better,  and 
as  he  finds  I  am  rising  again,  he  was  not  so  cold.  Parts  of 
Washing  the  Pilgrims'  Feet  w^ere  beautiful.  His  two  studies 
of  the  Sybils  from  Michael  Angelo  were  beautiful,  but  of 
course  his  want  of  knowledge  made  the  drawing  deficient. 

"  Every  feeling  and  theory  of  Wilkie  centres  in  self  His 
theory  now  is  no  detail,  because  he  finds  detail  too  great  an 
effort  for  his  health.  He  said,  'When  you  and  I  began  the 
art,  we  found  every  thing  splash  and  dash.  We  set  about 
reforming  it,  and  we  did  reform  it.'  I  w^as  astonished  at 
the  liberality  of  this  acknowledgment. 
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"  The  King,  with  his  usual  benevolence,  has  bought  two 
of  his  pictures.  I  was  glad  to  see  Wilkie  recovering.  We 
both  talked  of  our  excessive  misfortunes — of  Sir  Walter's  mis- 
fortunes— and  remarked,  if  we  all  got  through,  how  useful 
they  will  have  been  to  the  whole  of  us. 

"  21th.  Wilkie  called.  He  said  I  had  no  idea  of  Fra  Bar- 
tolomeo.  He  said  some  good  things  and  some  weak  things, 
as  usual.  He  said  he  always  stopped  when  he  found  a  diffi- 
culty, and  never  painted  any  thing  but  what  was  perfectly 
easy.  This  was  entirely  on  account  of  his  health,  and  because 
his  health  was  weak,  he  laid  down  as  an  axiom  in  art,  that 
when  you  come  to  a  difficulty  you  should  stop.  A  pretty 
doctrine  to  teach  a  pupil  I  He  said  (which  was  good)  '  that 
behind  any  object  of  interest  there  should  be  repose,  and  a 
flat  shadow.'  I  gave  him  a  catalogue,  and  he  said  he  must 
get  it  read  to  him,  for  he  had  not  strength  to  read  it.  He 
looked  gaunt  and  feeble.  God  knows  what  to  make  of 
Wilkie's  health. 

"  But  I  was  happy  to  see  him.  The  many  early  and  pleas- 
ant associations  I  have  connected  with  Wilkie  always  must 
make  him  interesting  to  me.  His  selfishness  and  Scotch  in- 
dividuality have  chilled,  without  destroying,  my  regard." 

By  close  and  hard  work,  Haydon,  by  the  end  of  July,  had 
finished  his  picture  of  Chairing  the  Member. 

'■'July  oOth.  Hard  at  work,  and  finished  the  soldiers.  It 
is  done,  and  God  be  praised  that  I  have  accomplished  this 
work  in  precisely  the  same  time  as  the  last,  and  that  I  have 
been  blessed  with  health,  and  competence,  and  happiness. 

"  3lst.  The  Duke  of  Bedford  called  ;  he  was  infirm.  He 
said,  '  I  suppose  the  King  will  have  this  to  complete  the  suite.' 
I  wish  he  may.  He  admired  it  exceedingly ;  but  it  is  a  sat- 
ire touching  so  nearly  on  depravity  that  nobody  but  a  king 
could  sanction  it,  I  passed  the  day  before  my  picture  con- 
templating improvements,  and  with  my  dear  friend  Miss 
Mitford.  I  prayed  gratefully  and  sincerely,  and  have  been 
quiet,  serene,  and  contented." 

The  point  was  now  the  exhibition  of  the  picture.     Where 
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was  the  money  to  be  found  for  a  frame  and  for  advertising  ? 
"  I  wrote  to  two  or  three  friends,"  he  says, "  I  hope  successfully. 
Till  I  am  out  of  debt,  I  shall  be  still  obliged  to  pester  my 
friends  occasionally."  His  application,  in  one  quarter  at  least, 
was  successful.  Joseph  Strutt,  of  Derby,  was  ready  again  in 
this  emergency.  It  is  but  one  instance  of  assistance  so  given 
by  this  benevolent  man,  out  of  many  of  which  records  are 
preserved  in  the  journals  of  Haydon,  and  in  all,  the  manner 
of  conferring  the  aid  is  as  noble  as  the  aid  itself  is  munifi- 
cent. 

The  exhibition  opened  (at  the  Western  Bazaar  in  Bond 
Street),  and  was  moderately  successful.  Besides  the  new  pic- 
ture, it  included  Solomon,  Christ's  Entry  into  Jerusalem,  and 
the  drawings  for  the  two  prison  pictures.  The  Mock  Elec- 
tion was  not  there,  as  it  had  before  this  been  removed  to  Wind- 
sor. From,  many  letters  of  congratulation,  I  select  this  from 
Charles  Lamb.  The  half-profane,  half-reverent  allusion  to- 
wards the  end  of  it  seems  intended  as  a  hint  that  it  was  ques- 
tionable taste  to  introduce  into  the  same  exhibition  of  a  sin- 
gle painter's  works  subjects  of  broad  humour  and  of  religious 
solemnity,  and  the  motive  of  this  hint,  to  my  mind,  excuses 
the  manner  of  it. 

"  Dear  Haydon, — I  have  been  tardy  in  telling  you  that 
your  Chairing  the  Member  gave  me  great  pleasure — 'tis  true, 
broad  Hogarthian  fun,  the  High  Sheriff  capital.  Consider- 
ing, too,  that  you  had  the  materials  imposed  upon  you,  and 
that  you  did  not  select  them  from  the  rude  world  as  H.  did, 
I  hope  to  see  many  more  such  from  your  hand.  If  the  former 
picture  went  beyond  this,  I  have  had  a  loss,  and  the  King  a 
bargain.  I  longed  to  rub  the  back  of  my  hand  across  the 
hearty  canvass,  that  two  senses  might  be  gratified.  Per- 
haps the  subject  is  a  little  discordantly  placed  opposite  to  an- 
other act  of  Chairing,  where  the  huzzas  were  Hosannahs  ! 
but  I  was  pleased  to  see  so  many  of  my  old  acquaintances 
brought  together,  notwithstanding. 

"  Believe  me,  yours  truly,  C.Lamb." 

The  Chairing  of  the  Member  being  at  length  off  the  easel, 
Eucles  was  fairly  begun.     Here  is  the  painter's  own  descrip- 
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tion  of  that  picture  (which  was  exhibited  next  year  in  an  un- 
finished state),  introduced  here  to  render  more  intelligible  sub- 
sequent references  to  it  while  in  progress. 

**  Eucles  M'as  a  Greek  soldier,  who  ran  from  Marathon  to 
Athens  as  soon  as  the  victory  over  the  Persians  was  decided, 
and  died  from  fatigue  and  wounds  just  as  he  entered  the  city. 

"  It  is  supposed  (in  the  manner  of  treating  the  subject)  that 
after  Eucles  had  announced  the  victory  to  the  primates,  he 
ran  bleeding  and  exhausted  to  his  own  home,  and  dropped 
just  as  he  reached  it. 

"  His  wife  and  children  are  rushing  out  to  welcome  him, 
not  knowing  his  condition  :  a  man  is  springing  from  a  step 
to  catch  him  as  he  drops,  a  woman  is  hiding  her  face,  and  her 
daughter  clinging  to  her,  while  a  man  on  horseback  is  huz- 
zaing to  those  behind. 

"  In  the  background  is  the  Acropolis,  with  the  Propylaeum, 
the  Parthenon,  and  the  statue  of  Minerva  Promachus. 

"  It  is  wished  to  express  in  the  figure  of  Eucles  the  condi- 
tion of  a  hero,  fresh  from  a  great  battle — his  crest  torn — his 
helmet  cleft  in — one  greave  lost,  and  the  other  loose  —  all 
military  array  disorganized,  and  the  whole  figure  announcing 
struggle,  triumph,  and  approaching  death  I 

"  Every  caution,  criticism,  and  remark  are  courted.  The 
intention,  expression,  composition,  and  action  are  as  they  are 
meant  to  be  ;  the  colour  alone  is  unfinished,  and  not  a  sub- 
ject for  criticism.  To  show  a  picture  in  this  state  is  an  ex- 
periment, but  it  is  to  let  the  subscribers  see  it  is  advancing, 
and  that  it  will  soon  be  done. 

"  As  remarks  have  been  made  in  consequence  of  this  pic- 
ture not  being  finished  before  the  Mock  Election,  Mr.  Haydon 
begs  to  say  he  had  leave  of  the  principal  subscribers  to  paint 
the  Election  first," 

During  the  latter  months  of  1828,  Haydon  was  actively 
engaged  in  writing  on  the  old  subject — public  patronage  for 
art — to  influential  members  both  of  the  Lords  and  Commons. 
The  Duke  of  Wellington  being  now  at  the  head  of  aflairs, 
Haydon  addressed  himself  to  him,  as  he  had  done  to  Mr. 
Robinson,  Mr.  Vansittart,  and  Mr.  Canning,  but  with  no  bet- 
ter eflect- 

'^  December  13th.  I  wrote  the  Duke,  begging  his  leave  to 
dedicate  a  pamphlet  to  him  on  the  causes  which  have  ob- 
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structed  the  advance  of  High  Art  in  England  for  the  last 
seventy  years, 

"  Here  is  his  answer,  in  his  own  imniortal  hand  : 

"  '  London,  12th  December,  1828. 

"  '  The  Duke  of  WelHngton  presents  his  compliments  to 
Mr.  Haydon,  and  has  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  his  letter. 

"  '  The  Duke  has  long  found  himself  under  the  necessity  of 
declining  to  give  his  formal  permission  that  any  work  what- 
ever should  be  dedicated  to  him. 

"  'The  Duke  regrets  much,  therefore,  that  he  can  not  com- 
ply with  Mr.  Haydon's  desire.'  " 

Nothing  daunted,  Haydon  returns  to  the  charge. 

"December  21st.  Wrote  the  Duke,  and  stated  the  leading 
points  of  a  system  of  public  encouragement.  God  in  heaven 
grant  I  may  interest  him.     Ah,  if  I  do  I" 

On  the  23d  came  the  prompt  and  decisive  answer  : 

'•  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr. 
Haydon,  and  will  readily  peruse  and  attend  to  his  work,  but 
he  is  much  concerned  again  to  repeat  that  he  must  decline 
to  give  permission  that  any  work  should  be  dedicated  to  him." 

On  the  25th  Haydon  again  wrote,  and  thus  recapitulates 
the  points  of  his  letter  : 

"  According  to  the  Duke's  permission,  I  sent  him  the  lead- 
ing points.  I  pointed  out  how  a  practical  plan  could  be  im- 
mediately put  in  force  by  adorning  the  Admiralty,  Chelsea 
Hospital,  House  of  Lords,  &c.  I  said  I  have  been  asked  by 
members  of  both  Houses  what  practical  plan  I  could  propose. 
Encouraged  by  such  a  question,  I  have  replied,  let  the  great 
room  at  the  Admiralty  and  Chelsea  Hospital  be  adorned  with 
the  leading  points  of  naval  and  military  glory,  and  the  House 
of  Lords  with  four  subjects  to  illustrate  the  best  government, 
the  first  showing  Horror  of  Democracy  (Banishment  of  Aris- 
tides),  the  second,  Horror  of  Despotism  (Burning  of  Rome  by 
Nero),  the  third.  Blessings  of  Law  (Alfred  establishing  Trial 
by  Jury),  and  the  fourth.  Limited  Monarchy  settled  (the  King 
returns  crowned  to  Westminster  Hall,  welcomed  by  the  shouts 
of  beauty  and  rank). 

"  What  finer  accompaniment  to  the  graceful  magnificence 
of  His  Majesty? 

"  Between  each,  portraits  of  the  great,  Alfred,  Bacon,  Nel- 
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son,  "Wellington,  &c.,  and  all  those  who  established  our  great- 
ness." 

"  I  concluded  a  strong  letter  by  pointing  out  all  the  causes 
of  the  failure  of  historical  painting,  in  the  preponderance  por- 
trait got  at  the  Reformation  ;  and  the  remedy,  the  patronage 
of  the  state  and  the  sovereign.  I  finished  by  saying,  '  En- 
cumbered by  laurel  as  the  Duke  is,  there  is  yet  a  wreath  that 
would  not  be  the  least  illustrious  of  his  crown.' 

"  As  this  was  an  extract,  and  not  addressed  to  him,  I  apol- 
ogized for  the  allusion. 

"  But  I  suspect  the  Duke  is  innately  modest :  he  was  not 
pleased,  and  sent  the  following  cold,  official  reply,  so  differ- 
ent from  his  other  letters. 

"  *  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr. 
Haydon,  and  begs  leave  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  his  let- 
ter of  the  25th  inst. 

"'London,  December  26,  1828.' 

**  I  know  his  character.  I  questioned  the  policy  of  saying 
it,  but  still,  after  my  explanation,  I  trusted  he  would  have 
understood  the  nature  of  my  mind,  and  my  eager  enthusiasm. 

"At  any  rate,  the  truth  has  gone  unto  him,  and  though  he 
may  be  angry  with  my  obliging  him  to  see  it,  he  can't  for- 
get it.  I  have  put  him  in  possession  of  the  ground.  Time 
will  develop  all." 

On  the  last  day  of  the  year  a  purchaser*  was  found  for  the 
Chairing  at  £300,  "  £225  less  than  its  worth,"  says  Haydon, 
but  the  offer  was  accepted  from  sheer  necessity.  The  net 
receipts  from  these  two  pictures,  including  the  produce  of  the 
exhibition  and  the  sale  of  drawings,  amounted  to  £1396,  a 
sum,  as  he  observes,  which  in  better  circumstances  and  with 
less  expense  would  have  been,  a  comfortable  independence  for 
the  year. 

1829. 

The   first   month  of  this  year  ushered  into  the  world  a 
pamphlet,  in  which  Haydon  set  out  for  the  public  the  same 
*  Mr.  Francis,  a  country  gentleman  living  near  Exeter. 

B  2 
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reasons  which  he  had  so  long  been  vainly  urging  on  minis- 
ters, in  favour  of  the  public  employment  of  artists.  The  best 
disposed  of  his  friendly  critics  agreed  that,  admitting  the  truth 
of  his  reasoning,  it  was  hopeless  to  expect  any  realization  of 
what  he  asked  for.  The  Duke  of  Wellington,  with  his  usual 
punctuality,  acknowledged,  with  his  own  hand,  the  receipt 
of  the  pamphlet,  immersed  as  he  was,  at  the  moment,  in  the 
growing  difficulties  of  the  Catholic  question,  which  now  agi- 
tated the  country  and  engrossed  the  Cabinet. 

Haydon  remarks  on  this  striking  proof  of  disciplined  atten- 
tion at  such  a  moment,  "  What  an  extraordinary  man  Welling- 
ton is.  The  day  I  sent  my  letter  his  head  must  have  been  full, 
morning,  noon,  and  night.  Parliament  opens  on  Thursday. 
The  Catholic  question  was  coming  on.  The  Spitalfields  weav- 
ers came  in  procession  with  a  petition.  There  was  a  Council 
till  six.  The  day  before  he  was  at  Windsor.  In  addition  to 
all  this,  consider  the  hundreds  of  letters,  and  petitions,  and 
immediate  duties,  and  yet  he  found  time  to  answer  himself 
my  request,  with  as  much  caution  and  presence  of  mind  as  if 
lounging  in  his  drawing-room  with  nothing  else  to  do." 

On  the  30th  he  wrote  the  Duke  "  to  ask,  with  all  the  respect 
due  to  his  illustrious  character,"  whether,  if  his  plan  for  the 
encouragement  of  historical  painting  by  a  grant  of  a  moderate 
sum  of  money  was  brought  forward  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, it  would  meet  with  any  obstacle  on  the  part  of  His 
Grace,  or  whether,  if  His  Grace  should  be  favourably  dis- 
posed towards  his  prostrate  style  of  art,  he  would  rather  that 
any  plan  of  that  nature  should  emanate  entirely  from  himself? 

His  Grace's  opinion  (Haydon  assured  him)  would  be  held 
sacred  by  him,  and  he  concluded  with  every  apology  for  his 
presumption. 

The  Duke  replied  : 

"  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr.. 
Haydon,  and  has  had  the  honour  of  receiving  his  letters. 

"  The  Duke  begs  leave  to  reserve  his  opinion  upon  the  en- 
couragement proposed  to  be  given  to  historical  painting  until 
he  will  see  the  practical  plan  for  such  encouragement." 
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On  this  Haydon  at  once  submitted  his  practical  plan : 

"  7th  February,  1829. 

*'  May  it  please  your  Grace, — I  beg  respectfully  to  express 
my  deep  sensibility  of  the  high  honour  conferred  by  your 
Grace's  reply,  viz.,  that  you  reserved  your  opinion  till  you 
saw  the  practical  plan  to  be  proposed.  May  it  please  your 
Grace,  it  must  be  admitted  that  historical  painting  has  never 
flourished  in  England  as  in  Italy  or  France,  solely  because 
it  has  never  been  patronized  by  the  state  in  this  country. 

"  It  will  therefore  be  proposed  (not  without  the  sanction  of 
your  Grace),  that  .£4000  be  granted  every  two  years  for  six 
years  for  the  employment  of  historical  painters  ;  and  if,  at  the 
end  of  that  period,  the  works  produced  justify  the  liberality 
of  the  grant, 

"  That  the  £4000  shall  be  continued  annually  for  ten. 
years  more,  to  be  renewed  every  ten  years,  or  abolished  at  the 
end  of  the  first  ten  years,  according  to  the  success  or  failure 
of  the  system  pursued. 

"  It  will  be  proposed  that  a  Committee  of  the  House,  as  in 
the  case  of  the  Elgin  Marbles,  be  selected  to  examine  the 
most  eminent  artists  as  to  the  best  method  of  disposing  of  the 
money  to  be  distributed,  the  plan  to  be  regulated  according 
to  the  report  made. 

"  May  it  please  your  Grace, — The  above  is  the  plan  to  be 
proposed,  provided  your  Grace  approves  of  it  being  brought 
into  the  House  ;  but  if  your  Grace  should  say  £4000  shall 
be  laid  aside  to  try  the  effect  of  commissions  from  the  state 
as  in  France,  and  should  condescend  to  ask  me,  as  an  indi- 
vidual, for  my  opinion  as  to  an  immediate  practical  plan,  I 
should  presume,  encouraged  by  such  a  distinction,  to  say  the 
best  and  most  effectual  plan  would  be  at  once  to  give  four 
commissions  to  four  of  the  most  established  artists  to  paint 
four  pictures  on  an  important  scale,  size  of  life,  viz., 

One  military for  Chelsea  Hospital. 

One  naval for  great  room  Admiralty. 

One  sacred for  an  altar-piece. 

One  civil for  hall  of  justice. 

"  May  it  please  your  Grace, — I  have  received  a  letter  from 
a  distinguished  member  of  the  House  of  Commons  within 
this  week,  saying  historical  painting  will  never  flourish  in 
England  but  from  grants  of  public  money  as  in  France,  where 
the  eflect  of  such  a  system  is  visible,  a  large  school  of  history 
being  solely  supported  by  such  means. 
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"  I  humbly  and  respectfully  hope  that  the  sum  propoeed 
will  be  considered  by  your  Grace  as  so  moderate  as  not  (if 
permitted)  to  interfere  with  the  system  of  rigid  economy  de- 
termined on  by  His  Majesty's  government,  and  that  as  the 
condition  of  historical  painting  is  prostrate,  and  that  it  will 
decay  and  be  extinct  without  the  system  pursued  in  other 
countries  where  it  has  flourished  be  adopted,  that  your  Grace 
will  be  pleased  to  add  to  the  other  glories  of  your  ministry 
the  glory  of  establishing  a  system  of  national  aid  to  the  arts 
in  the  highest  style. 

'*  Anxiously  awaiting  your  Grace's  reply  as  my  sole  guide, 
"  Ever  your  Grace's  humble  servant  and  ardent  admirer, 

"  B.  R.  Haydon  ;" 

which  eager  appeal  was  met  by  this  brief  and  conclusive 
answer  : 

"  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr. 
Haydon,  and  has  had  the  honour  of  receiving  his  letter. 

"  The  Duke  must  again  beg  leave  to  decline  to  give  an 
answer  until  the  plan  shall  be  brought  regularly  before  him. 

"  The  Duke  must,  however,  in  the  first  instance,  object  to 
the  grant  of  any  public  money  for  the  object." 

This  left  no  opening  for  further  correspondence,  even  to 
Haydon's  pertinacity,  and  he  applied  for  advice  to  Mr.  George 
Agar  Ellis. 

"  February  \Uh.  Saw  Mr.  Agar  Ellis  by  appointment, 
and  told  him  all  that  had  passed  between  the  Duke  and  my- 
self. Asked  him  if  I  had  any  chance  by  laying  the  plan 
regularly  before  him  through  the  secretaries.  He  said,  *  Not 
in  the  least;  that  last  year  the  Directors  of  the  Gallery  ap- 
plied to  government  for  X3000,  offering  £3000  of  their  owii 
money  for  a  piece  of  ground  to  extend  the  National  Galler}\ 
Lord  Wellington  would  not  listen  to  it.  And  when  he  grant- 
ed the  Museum  some  money,  he  told  the  trustees  that  next 
year  they  must  go  without.' 

"  Mr.  Agar  Ellis  said  he  would  be  on  the  alert,  and  put 
in  a  word  occasionally  whenever  an  opportunity  occurred, 
but  he  gave  me  no  hope  whatever  at  present.  He  begged 
me  to  continue  my  pamphlets  every  year,  and  whenever  he 
saw  a  prospect  he  would  make  the  motion  requisite,  but,  un- 
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less  sanctioned  by  government,  it  would  be  impossible  to  carry 
it,  because  there  is  a  strong  party  in  the  House  against  it, 
"which,  if  backed  by  government,  would  be  quite  irresistible. 
Well.  The  King  is  my  only  hope  now  ;  and  perhaps  he  is 
afraid  of  the  Duke,  as  every  body  appears  to  be.  I  can  not 
help  expressing  my  astonishment  at  the  masterly  manner  in 
w^hich  the  Duke  has  managed  Peel.  If  he  had  let  him  re- 
sign, he  would  have  been  head  of  in  the  opposition  to  emanci- 
pation, and  safe  to  have  been  minister.  By  persuading  him 
to  stay,  he  has  ruined  the  only  chance  he  ever  had  of  being 
formidable.  All  my  predictions  about  Wellington  are  daily 
coming  true.  He  will  rescue  the  country,  double  its  power, 
and  leave  it  with  its  revenue  flourishing,  feared,  respected, 
and  wondered  at." 

July  22d.  This  matter  settled,  Haydon  now  renewed  his 
intercourse  with  Wilkie.  "  Had  a  very  pleasant  two  hours 
indeed  with  Wilkie,  looking  over  his  Spanish  pictures,  and 
had  one  of  our  usual  discussions  about  art.  The  worst  of  it 
is,  one  never  can  find  out  Wilkie's  genuine  opinion  upon  art. 
He  is  always  influenced  by  his  immediate  interests,  or  con- 
venience, whatever  that  may  be.  Now  it  is  all  Spanish  and 
Italian  art.  He  thinks  nothing  of  his  early  and  beautiful 
efibrts — his  Rent  Day,  his  Fiddler,  his  Politicians.  'They 
are  not  carried  far  enough,'  as  if  any  thing  on  earth,  in  point 
of  expression  and  story,  was  ever  carried  further. 

"We  then,  of  course,  got  on  the  old  subject — my  writing. 
W^ilkie  said,  '  It  is  not  the  most  conducive  to  a  man's  interests 
to  be  too  right.'  (I  thought  this  a  good  touch.)  '  It  is  rather 
better,'  said  he,  '  to  let  others  imagine  they  are  right,  and  you 
wrong,  if  you  want  to  get  on  in  the  world.' 

"  When  an  opinion  of  Wilkie's  can  not  be  traced  to  any  per- 
sonal consideration,  it  may  be  listened  to  with  safety.  In 
composition  he  is  perfectly  infallible. 

"  Italian  art  is  to  him  quite  new,  and  he  comes  out  to  his 
own  astonishment  with  notions  and  principles  which,  to  those 
who  began,  as  I  did,  with  Italian  art,  are  quite  a  settled  and 
old  story.     At  the  same   time,  there  is  great  liberahty  iu 
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Wilkie,  for  he  keeps  nothing  to  himself,  and,  right  or  wrong, 
always  commuuicates  his  thoughts  to  others. 

"  25th.  Wilkie  called,  and  we  had  again  a  long  and  en- 
tertaining conversation.  He  said,  when  he  came  to  Madrid, 
of  course  English  art  had  never  been  heard  of  He  had  a 
character  to  make.  He  began  his  Council  of  War,  which  the 
King  had  bought.  The  artists  called,  and  could  make  noth- 
ing of  his  system  of  art.  At  last,  as  it  began  to  be  completed, 
they  began  to  be  interested,  and  old  Gomez  (Ferdinand's 
painter)  said  to  a  friend  of  Wilkie's,  '  Depend  on  it,  the  En- 
glish don't  know  who  they  have  got  in  Signior  Vix.'  He  nev- 
er could  pronounce  Wilkie's  name. 

"  Wilkie  strenuously  advised  me  to  get  to  Italy,  family  and 
all.  One  can't  depend  on  his  sincerity.  I  have  got  a  char- 
acter, and  made  a  hit  in  satire  ;  got  ground  in  a  style  which 
he  finds  he  can  not  touch  without  being  considered  an  imi- 
tator. God  knows — he  may  be  sincere.  Would  to  God  men 
had  lanterns  in  their  breasts,  as  Socrates  said.  By  staying 
so  long  abroad  he  has  lost  ground,  I  am  convinced  ;  and  I 
am  also  convinced,  if  I  went  now,  I  should  break  up  an  in- 
terest I  could  never  effectually  recover. 

"  By  dunning  all  classes  about  my  misfortunes,  I  have  got 
all  classes  to  lament  that  my  style  of  art  is  not  more  sup- 
ported ;  this  is  a  step.  If  I  go  away  and  break  off,  the  sym- 
pathy will  be  dissipated. 

"  March  1st.  Spent  an  hour  with  Wilkie  very  delightfully. 
Since  his  return  from  Italy  he  seems  tending  to  me  very  much. 
W^e  got  mutually  kind  to-day,  and  mutually  explained.  The 
only  quarrel  we  ever  had  was  about  that  arrest.  I  was  too 
severe,  and  he  too  timid.  We  ought  to  have  made  mutual 
allowance  for  our  respective  peculiarities.  He  had  been  my 
old  friend.  He  had  dined  with  me  the  night  before.  We 
had  drank  success  to  my  marriage.  We  parted  mutually 
friendly.  The  next  morning  I  was  arrested  by  a  printer,  to 
whom  I  had  paid  £l20  that  year,  for  the  balance  of  X60. 
It  was  the  second  time  in  my  life.  The  bailiff  said,  'Have 
you  no  friend,  sir  V     '  Certainly,'  said  I,  and  at  once  drove 
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to  Wilkie's.  Where  ought  I  to  have  driven  ?  Whom  ought 
I  to  have  thought  of?  *  I  thought  it  would  come  to  this,' 
said  Wilkie  ;  and,  after  a  great  deal  of  very  bad  behaviour, 
he  became  my  bail.  When  roused,  I  am  like  a  furious  bard 
of  ancient  days.  I  poured  forth  such  a  dreadful  torrent  of 
sarcasm  and  truth  that  I  shook  him  to  death.  Wilkie  told 
me  to-day  it  sank  deep  into  his  mind,  and  never  left  him  for 
months.  His  journey  to  Italy  has  opened  his  mind  to  the 
value  and  importance  of  my  views  of  art.  I  see  he  thinks 
higher  of  me  than  ever.  We  agreed  to-day  never  to  allude 
to  our  unfortunate  quarrel,  with  a  mutual  desire  of  continuing 
our  friendship,  and  I  hope  it  is  buried  forever.  I  should  hope 
it  is. 

"  His  temperament  is  different ;  but  my  sister  told  me  she 
was  convinced  he  had  more  regard  for  me  than  any  other  per- 
son. He  was  affected  to-day,  and  so  was  I.  I  hope  we  shall 
end  our  lives  as  we  began  them. 

"  We  both  talked  of  Sir  George,  and  of  the  happy  days  we 
had  passed  with  him,  and  bitterly  lamented  him. 

"  '  Real  art  is  that  which  savages  feel  as  well  as  the  re- 
fined,' said  Wilkie.  '  Of  course,'  said  I ;  '  and  the  greatest 
artists  are  those  whose  fame  does  not  depend  on  technicali- 
ties, but  on  intellect  and  expression.  These  form  a  universal 
language.' 

"  He  speaks  very  highly  of  Fra  Bartolomeo,  Michael  An- 
gelo,  and  Titian.  I  do  not  think  Raphael  impressed  him  so 
much.  He  is  quite  altered  in  his  views  of  art,  and  has  got  a 
large  canvass  up,  to  my  infinite  delight. 

'*  When  I  remember  the  rows  we  used  to  have  about  my 
painting  large,  and  to  hear  him  now  say,  '  Ah  !  dear — dear 
— I  wish  my  pictures  were  larger,'  it  is  impossible  to  help 
laughing.     That  is  all  I  fear. 

"  Wilkie's  mind  is  a  mind  of  extreme  simplicity.  For  eight 
years  I  battled  him  about  his  painting  to  please  the  Acade- 
micians. He  now  says  they  nearly  ruined  him.  In  fact,  he 
finds  I  am  right  in  attacking  the  whole  system  of  British  art. 
What  I  did  publicly,  he  is  now  doing  privately.     He  argued 
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"with  me  that  there  was  not  a  man  who  can  colour  in  the  art 
except  Jackson,  and  he  only  occasionally. 

"Wilkie  said  if  Lawrence  did  not  paint  portraits  he  would 
not  get  a  subsistence.  I  agreed  with  him.  What  a  thing 
the  King's  portrait  was  !  We  both  agreed.  Good  God  I 
what  drawing — perspective — composition  I  W  hat  will  for- 
eign artists  think  ?  Was  there  ever  such  a  thing  painted  ? 
The  head  is  the  only  part  my  eye  can  bear. 

"  I  never  saw  any  man  so  ignorant  of  perspective  and 
composition  as  Lawrence.  He  never  puts  his  feet  at  the 
right  angle. 

"Wilkie  wished  me  to  try  subjects  of  more  simplicity.  I 
think  he  is  right.  He  said,  '  Why  paint  subjects  of  humour  ?' 
*Ah,  my  friend,  these  I  have  started  up  in  since  you  were 
abroad  I'  I  may  say  to  him,  '  Why  paint  subjects  of  history  V 
He  said,  *  You  belong  to  a  certain  class  of  art,  and  you  ought 
to  keep  there.'  No  !  no  I  I  will  carry  the  principles  of  a 
higher  class  into  satire,  and,  as  Lord  Gower  said,  '  I'll  found 
a  new  one.' 

"  Master  David,  I  think  I  scent  the  old  human  nature. 
But,  with  all  thy  faults,  I  like  thee  still,  and  can  nowhere 
find  thy  equal. 

"  I  believe  you  think  so  of  me,  and  the  best  way  is  to  for- 
get, and  make  the  remainder  of  our  lives  a's  happy  as  possi- 
ble ;  for  twenty  years  will  make  such  a  vast  advance  towards 
the  grave,  and  then  there  will  be  no  time  to  forget  grievances. 

"  We  have  known  each  other  twenty-four  years — since 
1805 — the  finest  time  of  our  lives.  Now  comes  the  mature 
part,  and  then  the  decaying.  God  grant  we  may  yet  add  to 
our  reputation. 

•'  More  want  of  prints.  I  have  little  Continental  reputa- 
tion ;  but  I  w^ll  have.  And  if  they  cried  per  Baccho  for 
Wilkie  in  Rome,  they  shall  cry  per  Giove  for  me,  they  may 
depend  on  it — when  I  come." 

On  the  6th  of  March,  Haydon  had  another  child  born  to 
him — a  daughter — brought  into  the  world  amid  the  excite- 
ment of  Catholic  emancipation  and  the  distresses  of  her  strug- 


1829.]  POLITICAL    DISTRACTIONS.  41 

gling  and  combative  father,  who  could  not  be  brought  to  com- 
prehend the  indifference  with  Avhich  the  great  bulk  of  the 
Cabinet,  the  Legislature,  and  the  public  viewed  the  whole 
subject  of  art. 

" '  When  the  country  is  quiet,'  he  writes  (March  20th) 
*  something  will  be  done  for  art.'  When  the  country  is  quiet  I 
When  will  that  be  ?  Was  Florence  ever  quiet  ?  Was  Rome, 
or  Pisa,  or  Venice,  or  Athens  ?  No.  Nothing  but  turbu- 
lence and  struggle  in  them,  and  yet  the  arts  advanced  and 
flourished." 

With  all  his  devotion  to  his  pencil,  Haydon  took  a  keen 
interest  in  the  politics  of  the  day,  and  wrote  many  letters  to 
the  newspapers  in  favour  of  Catholic  emancipation,  strenu- 
ously urging  trust  in  Wellington.  Nay,  he  even  wrote  to  the 
Buke  a  letter  of  sympathy  and  respectful  encouragement, 
which  the  Duke  acknowledges  with  his  usual  promptness. 
But,  besides  the  distraction  of  public  events,  Haydon  was  har- 
assed at  this  time  by  the  conduct  of  the  purchaser  of  his  last 
picture — a  young  man,  who,  after  buying  it,  became  alarmed 
at  his  rash  act,  and  it  was  not  till  the  painter  was  on  the  brink 
of  arrest  (from  which,  indeed,  he  was  only  saved  by  his  friend 
Dr.  Darling)  that  he  got  the  price  of  the  picture,  £300,  half 
in  money  and  half  in  bills.  This  saved  him  from  a  prison, 
and  he  began  his  picture  of  Punch. 

''April  15th.  Finished  one  cursed  portrait — have  only  one 
more  to  touch,  and  then  I  shall  be  free.  I  have  an  exquisite 
gratification  in  painting  portraits  wretchedly.  I  love  to  see 
the  sitters  look  as  if  they  thought,  Can  this  be  Haydon's — the 
great  Haydon's — painting  ?  I  chuckle.  I  am  rascal  enough 
to  take  their  money,  and  chuckle  more.  When  a  man  says, 
'  Paint  me  a  historical  picture,'  my  heart  swells  towards  him. 
All  my  powers  rush  forth.  He  seems  at  once  to  have  turned 
the  key  to  my  cabinet  of  invention,  for  I  teem  instantly  Avith 
thoughts.  Yesterday,  when  I  rubbed  in  Punch,  my  thoughts 
crowded  with  delight.  My  children's  noise  hurt  my  brain. 
At  such  moments  no  silence  is  great  enough  ;  but  I  am  never 
\et  alone.     Good  God  1  what  I  should  have  produced  had  I 
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been  let  loose  in  a  great  palace,  and  saved  from  distracting 
embarrassments. 

"  l^th.  Rubbed  in  Punch.     It  should  rather  be  called  Life. 

"  May  2d.  Began  to-day — worked  and  completed  all  my 
portraits.  Now  to  imagination  with  all  my  heart  and  all  my 
soul.  Sir  George  Phillips  called,  and  on  looking  at  my  por- 
traits and  small  Eucles,  said,  'Ah,  you  are  in  the  right  way 
now  I'  i.  c,  I  have  come  down  to  what  artists  and  connois- 
seurs think  so.  God  help  them  I  Give  me  the  dome  of  St. 
Paul's,  and  they  should  see  which  I  think  the  right  one. 

"  3c?.  Called  on  Wilkie,  who  was  at  the  levee  on  Friday. 
On  the  whole,  he  seemed  pleased  with  the  effect  of  his  pic- 
tures at  the  Academy.  Wilkie's  face  expressed  great  feeling 
when  I  wished  him  good-morning. 

"  Uh.  At  the  Exhibition,  Wilkie's  portrait  of  Lord  Kellie 
looked  dark  in  the  flesh,  but  broad  and  wonderfully  fine 
in  effect.  I  agree  with  Seguier.  He  spoiled  it  by  the  cau- 
tion he  put  it  in  with.  His  other  Italian  and  Spanish  pic- 
tures have  not  made  the  impression  he  imagined.  Indeed, 
they  are  in  so  altered  a  style  the  public  can  not  make  them 
out.  The  woman  in  the  Saragossa  is  not  beautiful.  I  am 
not  pleased  they  do  not  look  better. 

"  It  is  no  use  to  affect  what  I  do  not  feel.  I  have  little  or 
no  sympathy  with  the  moderns.  The  communion  I  feel  is 
with  Titian,  with  Rubens,  with  Veronese  for  execution  and 
colour,  with  Raphael  and  Michael  Angelo,  and  the  Elgin 
Marbles  for  form  and  expression,  and  with  Nature  for  all 
these,  with  the  addition  of  humour,  and  fun,  and  satire.  I 
see  nothing  in  modern  exhibitions  from  which  I  can  learn,  and 
which  I  can  look  at  with  that  delight  and  confidence  I  feel 
before  an  ancient  work.  It  is  not  from  conceit,  for  I  rever- 
ence my  superiors  ;  but  there  is  in  English  art  an  inherent 
ignorance  of  the  frame  and  structure — a  vulgar  ruddiness  of 
colour — an  ignorance  of  harmony  of  action  as  well  as  its  con- 
trasts— a  lack  of  repose,  that  leaves  the  mind  in  a  state  of 
excitement  and  fatigue,  till  one  hurries  away  to  a  Titian  or  a 
Claude  for  relief  and  consolation,  as  one  looks  out  of  a  heated 
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ball-room  at  daybreak  and  listens  to  the  lark,  and  scents  the 
cool  freshness  of  the  dewy  grass,  and  forgets  the  passions,  dis- 
gusts, heats,  fatigues,  and  frivolities  within,  in  the  peace  and 
heavenly  repose  of  renewing  nature.  And  yet  what  vast, 
mistaken,  illiterate  power  is  in  an  English  Exhibition,  strug- 
gling like  an  untaught  giant  to  give  vent  to  his  ideas  in  a 
language  he  does  not  scientifically  know  I 

"  But  why  say  all  this  I  Why  not  keep  my  mind  fixed,  and 
in  blessed  quiet  do  my  best  without  interfering  with  others  ? 
This  is  the  best  way,  and  the  only  way.  Paint — paint — 
paint ! 

"  &th  and  1th.  Went  early  to  the  Exhibition,  and  fell  in 
accidentally  with  Lady  Beaumont  and  Mrs.  Phipps.  Wilkie's 
portrait  does  not  preponderate,  as  I  thought  it  would  ;  and, 
except  the  Cigar  picture,  the  Spanish  pictures  do  not  support 
his  reputation.  The  Cigar  picture  is  a  beautiful  thing,  and 
the  best. 

"  Called  on  W ,  who  was  half  distant,  half  disturbed. 

He  told  me  Lawrence  addressed  the  Duke  at  the  dinner,  and 
appealed  to  him  for  aid  to  build  an  academy.  The  Duke 
rubbed  his  face  with  his  hand. 

"  Here  was  Lawrence  owing  the  Duke  £2000  nearly,  which 
he  had  advanced  him  for  a  large  picture  of  all  his  general 
officers  in  Spain,  and  which  he  had  never  touched — to  the 
Duke's  great  anger,  who  expresses  himself  every  where  very 
strongly — here  was  Lawrence  addressing  the  Duke,  both  he 
and  the  Duke  feeling  conscious  of  their  private  relation,  and 
Lawrence  the  merest  tool  of  the  Academicians,  who  had  set 
him  on.  It  is  pitiable  I  I  never  saw  any  man  who  has  so 
subdued  a  look  as  Lawrence,  as  if  he  was  worried  out  of  his 
senses. 

"  \Sth.  Spent  the  day  at  the  British  Museum  in  ecstasy. 
How  the  Elgin  Marbles  looked  after  a  long  time  !  I  bowed 
bareheaded  as  I  entered,  as  I  always  do. 

"  Sketched  from  the  Capitoline,  Clementine,  and  Florentine 
Museums.  How  thoroughly  the  ancients  understood  form,  and 
motion,  and  grace  I     Nothing  they  ever  did  was  imgraceful. 
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"  10th.  Read  prayers  at  home — felt  bitter  remorse  of  con- 
science at  my  late  neglect.  It  is  extraordinary  infatuation. 
I  go  on,  day  after  day,  like  Johnson,  in  hypochondria,  looking 
for  hours  at  my  picture,  without  the  power  to  do  one  single 
thing.  With  ray  family  it  is  dreadful.  I  am  so  often  thrown 
off  my  balance  by  pecuniary  difficulty,  that  it  is  a  perpetual 
struggle  to  get  on  the  road  again.  And  yet  the  only  chance  I 
have  of  getting  out  of  difficulty  is  by  hard  work,  and  now  my 
health  is  so  much  recovered,  I  ought  not  thus  to  dissipate 
the  fine  maturity  of  my  life.  Ten  days  are  gone  in  May  ;  all 
April  and  all  January  I  did  nothing  ;  oh,  it  is  disgraceful  I 
O  God,  assist  me  to  vanquish  this  bitter  delinquency  of  in- 
fatuation. If  I  had  read,  if  I  had  increased  my  knowledge, 
it  would  be  well.  But  to  have  done  nothing  but  sit,  and 
muse,  and  build  castles,  till  I  awoke  and  mused  again  I  I 
can  hardly  read  without  sleeping.  Nothing  keeps  me  alive 
but  painting,  and  that  I  think  of  at  this  moment  with  dis- 
gust.    Strange  creature,  man  I 

"11th.  Went  first  to  the  National  Gallery,  and  studied 
well  the  Gevartius,  the  Titian,  the  Sebastiano,  then  walked 
to  the  Royal  Academy  on  purpose  to  compare  modern  with 
ancient  art.  Wilkie's  portrait  of  Lord  Kellie  looked  blackish 
and  broad.  Clint's  Lord  Spencer  made  the  flesh  suffer.  This 
portrait  has  raised  my  opinion  of  Clint  very  much  indeed  ; 
the  head  is  exceedingly  fine.  Wilkie's  portrait  looks  like  a 
common  person  in  a  lord's  dress  ;  Clint's  like  a  nobleman  of 
literature  and  taste,  dressed  as  he  ought  to  be.  There  is 
something  in  the  eminent  portrait  painters,  from  their  daily 
and  perpetual  intercourse  with  Nature,  that  painters  of  his- 
tory can  always  look  at  with  advantage  and  learn  from.  I 
am  astonished  at  this  portrait  of  Clint's,  for  whom  I  had  once 
a  great  contempt.  Pickersgill  and  Clint  are  instances  of  what 
hard  work  and  diligence  will  accomplish,  without  one  atom 
of  invention  or  genius. 

"  12th.  Partly  breakfasted  with  Wilkie,  and  spent  two  hours 
pleasantly.  The  King  sitting  to  him,  his  being  at  the  levee, 
and  altogether  his  intercourse  at  Court  have  affected  him, 
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though  not  much.  I  dare  say  he  will  be  Sir  David  if  he 
succeed  with  the  King.  He  advised  me  to  be  patient.  God 
knows  I  need  it.  The  more  one  reflects  on  Christianity,  the 
more  one  is  convinced  Christ's  advice  is  the  best  guide. 

"  I4:fh.  Worked  hardish,  and  all  my  depression  vanished. 
I  have  lost  hope  for  history,  and  this  is  a  great  hinderance. 

"  17i/t.  Worked  deliciously  hard;  felt  light,  happy,  and 
invincible.  Walked  in  the  evening  with  Talfourd.  Read 
prayers  with  dear  Frank,  and  slept  tranquilly,  as  if  angels 
were  fanning  me  with  their  wings.  Ah,  could  I  always  feel 
so  I 

"  Succeeded  in  the  head  of  the  mother  of  Eucles.  Talfourd 
said,  before  I  asked,  '  What  a  distracted  and  anxious  beauty' — 
the  very  thing  I  tried  for. 

"  18th.  Made  a  drawing,  but  felt  feeble  in  mind  and  lazy 
in  body.  Called  at  the  Admiralty,  and  saw  Mr.  Riley,  who 
gave  me  hopes  of  placing  my  boy*  in  a  ship.  I  hope  he  will 
distinguish  himself  One  of  the  critics  on  Pharaohf  said, 
*  the  Glueen  and  all  the  family  were  too  much  dressed  for  the 
time  of  night.'  I  had  a  great  mind  to  write,  and  say,  'I  had 
authority  for  stating  that  Pharaoh  and  the  royal  family  were 
too  anxious  that  night  to  take  off"  their  clothes  ;  and  that  there 
is  every  reason  to  infer  from  a  passage  in  Sanconiathon,  lib. 
Mccccccxix.,  chap,  mmmii.,  that  the  ladies  of  the  family  came 
out  of  their  apartments  in  their  tunics  only,  the  elder  sister 
with  only  one  sandal  and  one  ear-ring,  and  that  Pharaoh  had 
his  night-cap  on  w^hen  he  first  got  up  ;  but,  being  reminded 
by  the  eunuch  in  waiting,  took  it  off,  and  put  on  his  crown.' 

"What  criticism  I  If  there  was  time  to  send  for  Moses 
and  Aaron,  surely  there  was  time  to  dress  at  least  decently. 

•'  22d.  At  West's  sale.  I  took  Frank,  and  asked  him  how 
he  liked  the  Christ  in  Christ  Rejected,  and  he  said  it  was 
common.  He  is  six  years  old,  and  this  is  a  capital  evidence 
of  feeling  and  taste.     Nothing  on  earth  could  be  truer. 

"  When  first  I  came  to  town,  West  was  in  the  vigour  of  his 

*  His  second  step-son,  Simon  Hayman. — Ed. 
t  Then  exhibiting. 
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life — tall  and  upright.  He  then  sunk  down,  lost  his  teeth, 
and  died.  His  works,  and  house,  and  all  are  selling,  and 
shortly  not  a  vestige  of  his  house  and  gallery  will  be  left. 

"  Sketched  in  a  print-shop.  Saw  a  print  of  Corregio,  which 
enchanted  me.  Beauty  should  predominate  in  every  thing 
— form,  expression,  colour,  light  and  shadow,  drawing  and 
drapery.  Beauty  in  means  and  pleasure  in  effect  should  be 
the  principle.     Did  not  paint. 

"  23d.  Exceedingly  hard  at  work,  but  after  working  eight 
hours,  was  obliged  to  undress  my  lay  figure,  and  take  her  out 
to  raise  three  pounds  for  my  family.  Something  might  be 
done  to  prevent  this  disgrace. 

.  "  25th.  Hardish  at  work — four  hours.  Went  to  the  last 
day  of  West's  sale.  Studied  his  work.  Titian  took  eight 
years  to  paint  the  Peter  Martyr.  West  would  have  painted 
eight  hundred  in  the  time. 

"  In  drawing  and  form  his  style  w^as  beggarly,  skinny,  and 
mean.  His  light  and  shadow  was  scattered,  his  colour  brick- 
dust,  his  impression  unsympathetical,  and  his  women  without 
beauty  or  heart. 

•'  There  was  not  one  single  picture  of  a  quality  to  delight 
the  taste,  the  imagination,  or  the  heart. 

"  The  block-machine  at  Portsmouth  could  be  taught  to  paint 
as  well. 

"  His  Venuses  looked  as  if  they  never  had  been  naked  be- 
fore, and  were  too  cold  to  be  impassioned — his  Adonises  dolts 
— his  Cupids  blocks — unamorous.  As  I  left  the  room,  I  went 
into  the  dining  parlour,  and  saw  two  delicious  sketches  of 
Rubens.     My  heart  jumped." 

In  July,  Haydon  set  heartily  to  work  on  his  picture  of 
Punch,  and  was  occupied  with  it  continuously  (with  the  in- 
terval of  a  visit  to  Plymouth,  to  vote  for  his  friend,  Captain 
Lockyer)  till  its  completion  in  November.  The  picture  is 
now  in  the  possession  of  his  old  and  tried  friend,  Dr.  Darling. 
Its  character  is  Hogarthian — a  humorous  satire  on  life.  The 
scene  is  near  Marylebone  Church.  In  the  left-hand  corner 
of  the  picture  is  Mr.  Punch's  theatre,  wdth  the  performance 
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in  progress  ;  in  front  of  it,  a  simple  old  farmer,  hat  in  hand, 
and  dog  at  heel,  is  gazing  with  delight  at  that  admirable 
tragi-comedy,  unconscious  that  a  pickpocket's  hand  is  upon 
his  pocket-book,  while  a  flashily-dressed  confederate  holds  the 
victim  in  talk  ;  near  the  farmer,  a  soldier  and  sailor,  a  nurse- 
maid with  a  child,  and  a  street-sweeper,  are  looking  on  in 
delight ;  a  revel  of  May-day  sweeps,  with  Jack-in-the-green 
and  his  lady,  is  in  full  caper  in  the  right-hand  corner  of  the 
composition,  while  behind  the  knot  of  spectators,  a  Bow  Street 
oflicer,  truAcheon  in  hand,  is  stealing,  ferret-like,  upon  the 
pickpocket.  The  extreme  left  of  the  composition  is  occupied 
by  a  charming  figure — an  orange-girl  sleeping  by  her  stall. 
A  carriage,  with  a  newly-married  pair,  is  driving  past  the 
sbow — in  the  middle  distance  a  hearse  issues  out  of  a  cross- 
street.  Just  beyond  Mr.  Punch's  theatre,  a  tub-preacher  is 
energetically  holding  forth,  and  in  the  background  is  an  Ital- 
ian image-boy,  with  casts  of  the  Theseus  and  Ilissus  on  his 
board,  neglected  for  the  more  potent  attractions  of  Punch. 

The  picture  is  remarkable  for  the  force  and  truth  of  ex- 
pression in  the  heads  throughout,  and  the  execution  of  much 
of  it,  particularly  the  old  farmer  and  his  dog,  and  the  sleep- 
ing girl,  leaves  nothing  to  be  desired.  The  canvass  is  about 
8  feet  by  6,  and  the  figures,  of  course,  less  than  life  size. 
"Wilkie  esteemed  the  picture  very  highly.  Dr.  Darling  men- 
tions, in  a  letter  now  before  me,  that  he  saw  Sir  David,  "  no 
mean  judge,  and  not  overmuch  given  to  praise,"  when  this 
picture  was  exhibited,  pass  his  hand  over  the  left-hand  por- 
tion, exclaiming,  "  How  fine,  how  very  fine  that  part  is  !" 
adding,  "  if  that  picture  were  in  Italy,  you  would  see  it  sur- 
rounded by  students  from  all  parts  of  Europe  engaged  in 
copying  it."  The  picture  altogether  impresses  me  with  a  high 
opinion  of  the  painter's  power  of  conceiving  and  delineating 
character.  The  old  farmer  especially,  in  dress,  attitude,  and 
character  at  all  points,  would  do  credit  to  either  Hogarth  or 
Wilkie  himself,  though  it  may  be  doubted  if  either  could  have 
equalled  it  on  the  same  scale. 

The  fault  of  the  picture  is  a  little  over-crowding,  and  a 
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consequent  effect  of  something  like  confusion  in  the  lines  of 
the  composition. 

While  this  picture  was  in  progress,  Haydon  saw  "VVilkie 
from  time  to  time — with  something,  indeed,  like  a  renewal 
of  their  old  intimacy. 

July  30th,  I  find,  "  Called  on  Wilkie,  who  was  finishing 
Holyrood  House  picture  for  the  King.  This  will  be  a  very 
curious  picture.  He  began  it  before  he  went  to  Italy,  when 
detail  and  finish  were  all  in  all  to  him.  He  is  finishing  it 
now,  when  he  has  entirely  changed  his  style.  The  Duke  of 
Argyle,  the  King's  head,  the  man  on  horseback  with  the  crown, 
are  in  his  first  style  ;  the  trumpeters,  the  dress  of  the  Duke  of 
Hamilton,  the  woman,  &c.,  in  his  last ;  and  the  mixture  is  like 
oil  and  water.  He  was  pale  and  rather  depressed.  He  has 
not  made  the  hit  this  season  he  imagined  he  should  make. 
I  sat  with  him  and  his  sister  while  they  dined,  and  he  had 
evidently  sunk  down  into  an  emaciated  old  bachelor.  There 
sat  I,  rosy,  plump,  and  full  of  difficulties,  harass,  and  trouble, 
with  a  large  family  and  a  dear  wife.  I  could  not  help  think- 
ing in  early  life  of  our  occasional  conversations  on  marriage. 
"When  I  marry,'  Wilkie  used  to  say,  '  it  will  be  a  matter  of 
interest.'  '  When  I  marry,'  I  always  said,  '  it  will  be  for  love, 
and  for  nothing  else.'  See  the  result.  He  has  no  household 
anxieties,  no  domestic  harass,  no  large  family  to  bring  up. 
But  he  has  no  sweet  affections,  no  tender  sympathies.  Would 
I  exchange  my  situation  for  David  Wilkie's  ?  No,  no.  If  I 
had  ten  times  the  trouble,  the  anxiety,  the  harass,  the  torture. 

^'August  \st.  Moderately  at  work.  Wilkie  called,  and 
we  had  a  long  confab.  We  both  lamented  the  death  of  Sir 
George  and  Lady  Beaumont.  She  has  left  the  Michael  An- 
gelo  to  the  Academy. 

"  Wilkie  liked  the  Eucles  very  much  indeed.  Now  he  is 
glazing  mad,  he  was  advising  me  what  to  do,  and  I  told  him 
to  take  the  palette  and  do  it  He  then  glazed  and  muddled 
a  head,  just  in  the  style  he  is  doing  now,  which  looked  rich 
and  filthy,  and  I  rubbed  it  out.  I  cautioned  him  as  to  his 
disposition  to  manner  and  excess  from  any  new  idea  in  his 
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head,  which  he  acknowledged.  His  pictures  are  actually  be- 
coming black  and  white  patches,  like  Raeburn's.  Wilkie 
laughed  at  Punch.  We  thought  it  odd  he  should  tumble 
into  history,  and  I  into  burlesque. 

"  2d.  Hard  at  work,  and  finished  the  sailor,  and  then  ad- 
vanced the  whole  picture. 

"  3<rZ.  Moderately  at  work,  and  advanced  the  effect  and 
light  and  shadow.  Wilkie  was  full  of  wax,  and  Lord  knows 
what — restless  thing,  the  human  mind.  His  first  picture  will 
stand  forever,  and  so  will  mine ;  and  now  he  has  almost  tempt- 
ed me  to  quack  as  well  as  himself,  with  his  wax  and  magylp. 
Solomon,  Jerusalem,  Lazarus,  Macbeth,  and  Dentatus  are 
painted  in  pure  oil  ;  so  are  the  Fiddler,  Politicians,  Card- 
players,  Chelsea  Pensioners,  Village  Wake — in  fact,  all  his 
early  works. 

"  When  I  first  began  to  paint  I  executed  a  head,  glazing 
over  pure  colour.  Wilkie  was  pleased,  and  borrowed  it.  He 
had  then  painted  nearly  all  the  Blind  Fiddler,  except  the 
right  hand  of  the  fiddler,  which  he  immediately  began,  leav- 
ing out  yellow,  and  painting  in  white,  red,  and  blue  purely, 
and  glazing  it  into  tone.  Any  painter  will  see  the  difference 
of  colour  and  texture  in  the  right  hand  of  the  fiddler  from  all 
the  other  flesh  in  the  picture. 

"  &th.  Harassed  ;  fagged  about  in  the  heat  and  filth  of  the 
town  to  arrange  money-matters,  and  came  home  exhausted. 
After  some  refreshment,  my  Horse-Guardsman  being  ready, 
I  set  to  work  heartily,  and  finished  him  before  four,  and  a 
capital  fellow  he  is  in  the  picture. 

"  1th.  Harassed  still.  A  severe  pain  in  the  pit  of  my  stom- 
ach from  sheer  anxiety.  Flew  about  the  towui  like  an  eagle. 
Got  things  settled.  Talked  to  this  man,  promised  t'other, 
took  a  cab  and  dashed  home,  and  after  a  lunch,  which  I  de- 
voured like  a  hungry  tiger,  I  set  to  work  at  my  Punch,  and 
vastly  advanced  it.     Thus  so  far  I  have  not  missed  a  day. 

I'll  try  to  go  through  the  month  so,  if  possible.      I  saw  E 

L as  I  came  home,  lounging  through  Bond  Street  on  a 

blood-horse,  with  a  white  hat,  and  all  the  airs  of  a  man  of 

Vol.  II.— C 
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faghion.  There  was  I,  his  instructor  and  master,  trudging  on 
with  seven  children  at  my  back,  and  no  money. 

"  Sth.  Worked  hard  till  one  o'clock  ;  then  sallied  forth  to 
stop  lawyers  and  battle  with  creditors.  The  week  is  over, 
and  I  have  to  thank  God  that,  in  the  mixture  of  good  and 
evil,  good  has  preponderated  largely. 

*'  I  look  for  thorough  rest  to-morrow,  but  I  fear  I  must  not 
take  it. 

"  ^th.  I  took  rest,  and  retired  to  the  windmill  beyond  Kil- 
burn,  where  I  lounged  on  the  grass,  and  read  the  first  volume 
^of  Allan  Cunningham's  Lives  of  the  Painters.  I  am  sorry  to 
gee  cant  rising,  which  I  will  not  demolish  till  it  is  more  ripe, 
viz.,  a  disdain  for  all  education  in  art ;  an  indifference  to  the 
great  who  are  gone  ;  and  a  disposition  to  trust  all  to  the 
*  wild  Academy  of  Nature.'  Hogarth  is  a  specimen  of  the 
one ;  Reynolds,  Rubens,  Titian,  Raphael,  and  Michael  Angelo 
of  the  others.  Reynolds  has  long  settled  the  question,  but 
Allan  Cunningham,  a  disciple  of  Chantrey's,  who  believes 
himself  to  be  Nature's  own  high-priest,  has  laboured  hard  to 
revive  this  exploded  trash. 

"  His  review  in  the  (Quarterly,  and  his  Lives,  shall  undergo 
an  investigation  as  soon  as  I  have  time. 

"  I2th.  Finished  the  shepherd's  dog  (the  farmer's).  Met 
him  by  accident.  I  am  remarkably  fortunate  in  models.  I 
went  out  yesterday  in  a  pet  because  a  model  disappointed 
me.  Just  as  I  came  into  the  New  Road,  down  rushed  a  flock 
of  sheep,  and  a  most  thorough-bred  sheep-dog.  I  hailed  the 
drover,  and  engaged  the  dog  inUanter,  and  to-day  completed 
him.  All  my  dissections  of  the  lion  came  into  play  imme- 
diately, the  construction  being  the  same. 

"  22d.  Ill  and  fatigued,  harassed,  exhausted.  Nature  will 
be  paid  back  in  repose  what  she  has  paid  in  labour.  Napo- 
leon's plan  was  a  good  one,  to  counteract  excessive  labour  by 
excessive  repose." 

Much  of  the  following  criticism  still  applies  to  the  Painted 
Hall  at  Greenwich. 

"  ^^th.  "Went  to  Greenwich,  and   spent  the  day  with  my 


1829.]  PAINTED    HALL    AT    GREENWICH.  51 

friend,  one  of  the  purchasers  of  Solomon.  Saw  the  gallery 
they  are  making.  The  plan  originated  with  me.  Lord  Farn- 
borough  had  the  meanness  to  decline  my  plan  for  the  Admi- 
ralty, and  adopt  it,  without  reference  to  me,  at  Greenwich. 

"  Never  was  the  ignorance  of  the  power,  the  public  power 
of  the  art,  shown  so  completely  as  in  the  arrangement  of  the 
gallery.  Instead  of  making  history  the  leading  feature, 
adorned  and  assisted  by  leading  portraits  of  the  great  and 
illustrious  only,  it  is  a  family  collection  of  portraits  with 
names  one  never  heard  of — men  who  got  commands  through 
borough-mongeries,  and  did  nothing  to  deserve  distinction, 
then  or  now.  Ranged  along  at  the  bottom  are  a  few  paltry 
attempts  at  incidents  of  naval  history,  cabinet  size,  as  if  to 
bring  the  higher  walks  of  art  into  actual  contempt.  No 
figure  in  such  a  gallery  ought  to  be  less  than  life  at  least,  and 
as  to  subjects,  let  them  be  chosen  to  illustrate  the  actors,  and 
not  the  actors  to  be  buried  in  the  scenes  and  shipping. 

"Lord  Farnborough  and  Mr.  Crocker  have  got  unlimited 
power  to  adorn  this  hall,  and,  now  they  have  the  opportunity, 
"we  see  the  extent  of  their  notions  of  the  capability  of  painting. 
All  they  have  done  is  to  unlock  the  garrets  of  old  families 
who  have  had  a  Dick  or  Jack  in  the  navy,  who  once  in  their 
lifetime  burned  a  Terror  bomb,  or  drove  ofi^  a  pirate  from  a 
convoy. 

"  Instead  of  arranging  the  whole  hall  with  reference  to 
one  general  idea,  the  glory  of  the  British  Navy,  their  princi- 
pal object  has  been  to  oblige  my  lord  by  hanging  up  some 
fusty  old  portrait  of  my  lord's  great  grandfather.  In  fact, 
they  have  reversed  the  order  of  the  art,  and  if  they  had  wish- 
ed to  degrade  history,  they  could  not  have  done  it  more  suc- 
cessfully than  by  their  present  plans." 

The  old  hankering  after  the  pen  instead  of  the  pencil  still 
/Occasionally  crossed  Hay  don's  mind  ;  but  experience  had 
taught  a  lesson  even  to  him. 

"  Sej^tember  10th.  I  saw  a  pompous  announcement  in  The 
Times,  which  excited  me  dreadfully  to  be  at  it.  I  got  up — 
Bet  my  palette,  my  imagination  teeming  with  thoughts  of  sar- 
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casm  and  humour.  I  took  up  my  pen,  laid  down  my  brush, 
stopped,  thought,  and  inwardly  said,  '  The  wit,  though  irre- 
sistible, will  be  temporary,  the  injury  lasting  :  paint — paint.' 
After  a  struggle,  I  conquered  my  evil  genius,  and  finished  the 
best  hand  I  ever  painted,  except  the  Christ's  in  the  Lazarus. 

"  llth.  The  safest  principle  through  life,  instead  of  reform- 
ing others,  is  to  set  about  perfecting  yourself  I  triumphed 
yesterday  over  my  evil  passions,  and  this  thought  was  the 
result." 

In  September  Haydon  was  at  Plymouth,  as  passionately 
absorbed  (he  confesses  with  shame)  in  the  bustle  and  strife 
of  a  borough-election  as  if  electioneering  had  been  his  business 
instead  of  painting.  This  interval  of  varied  activity,  how- 
ever, improved  his  health  (which,  during  the  whole  of  this 
year,  had  been  suffering  from  the  harass  of  perpetual  money 
difficulties),  but  threw  him  back  in  his  work. 

"  October  12th.  This  day  month  I  left  town  for  Devon- 
shire, and  have  not  touched  a  brush  till  to-day.  Borough 
squabbles  I  have  nothing  to  do  with,  and  it  will  hardly  be  be- 
lieved how  deeply  this  jaunt  has  cut  into  my  habits  ;  instead 
of  getting  quiet  (to  which  I  was  entitled  after  work),  I  got 
down  among  old  friends,  who  worried  and  distracted  me  : 
gossip,  chatter,  scandal,  idleness,  dining,  toasting,  and  speechi- 
fying interrupted  the  chain  of  my  conceptions,  and  instead  of 
finishing  my  picture,  which  I  should  have  accomplished,  I 
came  back,  and  have  all  to  begin  again,  just  as  I  was  getting 
into  thick-coming  fancies  and  dehghtful  thoughts.  Curse  these 
interruptions  ;  they  may  do  one's  health  good,  but  they  destroy 
one's  thinking. 

"  30^^.  One  should  keep  all  the  traits  and  all  the  stories 
one  can  collect  of  the  times  of  Napoleon.  Monsieur  D'Emb- 
den,  an  old  officer  of  the  Chasseurs  de  la  Garde,  dined  with 
me,  and  in  moments  of  expansion,  by  a  good  fire,  and  over  a 
glass  of  wine,  described  the  deeds  of  vice,  violence,  and  ini- 
quity which  the  soldiers  of  Napoleon  had  done  over  Europe. 
No  wonder  the  world  arose  as  if  by  instinct  against  his  des- 
potism.    "Wherever  the  army  came  convents  were  opened  ! 
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In  Bohemia  the  men  under  D'Embden's  command  escaladed 
a  convent.  The  first  victim  was  a  poor  young  creature  who 
had  been  from  twelve  years  of  age  a  nun.  The  old  abbess 
fell  on  her  knees  and  begged  for  mercy.  The  soldiers  kicked 
her  away,  said  D'Embden,  pretending  to  believe  (with  true 
French  refinement  of  vice)  that  she  was  praying  for  an  em- 
brace. On  a  march  once  they  were  quartered  on  a  gentle- 
man, who  said,  '  Ojjiciers  Fra7igais,  here  is  my  wife  ;  I  trust 
her  to  your  honour.'  His  two  daughters  he  concealed.  The 
soldiers  violated  the  servant-girl,  and  found  out  there  were 
daughters.  At  dinner  the  next  day,  D'Embden  said,  '  I  don't 
dine  without  your  daughters.'  The  master  of  the  house 
brought  them,  blushing  and  confused.  D'Embden  said,  '  You 
have  deceived  me  ;  I  place  you  under  arrest  three  days.' 
The  officers  then  proceeded  to  seduce  wife  and  daughters, 
which  they  accomplished,  while  they  were  drinking  this  man's 
wine,  and  living  in  his  house.  '  Mon  ami  Chauvin,'  said 
D'Embden,  'got  into  a  good  thing.  In  passing  through  a 
town,  we  entered  a  church  as  a  young  bridegroom  and  bride 
just  married  were  coming  out.  The  bridegroom  pushed  a 
French  soldier.  It  was  taken  as  an  insult.  Chauvin  put 
him  instantly  under  arrest,  and  made  a  conquest  of  the 
bride.' 

"  Of  the  Cossacks  he  seemed  to  have  great  horror.  He 
said  they  had  a  way  of  swinging  their  spears,  and  thumping 
the  soldiers  between  the  ribs,  which  took  away  their  breath. 
D'Embden  had  twelve  wounds,  and  lost  four  or  five  toes  in. 
the  Moscow  retreat,  though  he  did  not  go  higher  than  Smo- 
lensko.  After  losing  many  men,  he  came  to  Davoust  with  a 
report  of  his  loss.  'iVe  7ne  j)ciTlez  pas  ties  hommes'  said  Da- 
voust.    '  Coinhien  cle  chevaux  avez-vous  perdu  T  " 

On  the  completion  of  Punch,  the  subject  of  the  first  sight 
of  the  sea  on  the  retreat  of  the  Ten  Thousand  occurred  to 
him  an-d  was  sketched  in.  About  this  time,  too,  I  find  the 
first  sketch  of  a  subject  which  he  afterward  painted,  and  with 
which  the  name  of  Haydon  is  more  identified  than  with  any 
other  of  his  works — I  mean  Napoleon  at  St.  Helena  contem- 
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plating  the  setting  sun.  This  first  sketch  is  marred  by  an 
allegorical  Britannia  with  her  lion,  in  the  clouds,  which  luck- 
ily he  did  not  carry  into  the  picture.  He  now  painted,  also, 
a  small  subject  of"  Lady  Macbeth  listening  on  the  stairs  while 
the  murder  ot  Duncan  is  being  perpetrated. 

''December  6th.  It  is  astonishing  how  unexcited  I  am 
without  an  important  composition.  I  shall  go  on  with  Xen- 
ophon  to-morrow,  or  my  mind  will  rot.  Pecuniai'y  difficul- 
ties bring  a  train  of  harassing  interruptions  which  have  been 
fatal  to  peace  and  study  this  week." 

During  the  last  month  of  1829  Haydon  succeeded  in  get- 
ting his  step-son,  Simon  Hayman,  entered  as  a  midshipman. 
Here  are  the  maxims  for  his  guidance,  pasted  by  his  step- 
father inside  the  lid  of  the  youngster's  sea-chest.  It  is  worth 
noticing  how  he  presses  on  his  observance  the  rule  never  to 
borrow.  He  had  felt  in  his  own  case  the  humiliating  and 
fatal  consequences  of  neglecting  it.  Almost  the  last  words 
he  wrote,  before  his  death,  M'ere  in  solemn  reiteration  to  his 
children  of  the  same  warning. 

Maxims  fo?-  Simon  Hayman  tvhich  1 2^asted  on  the  cover  of 

his  trunk. 

"  Remember  God  is  ever  present  and  witness  of  your  ac- 
tions.    Therefore  always  act  as  if  in  his  presence. 

"  Hold  your  word  as  sacred  as  yonx  oath.  He  who  is  ever 
ready  to  promise  seldom  keeps  his  promise. 

"  Never  purchase  any  enjoyment  if  it  can  not  be  procured 
without  borrowing  of  others. 

"  Never  borrow  money.  It  is  degrading.  Remember  Lord 
St.  Vincent. 

"  I  do  not  say  never  lend,  but  never  lend  if  by  lending  you 
render  yourself  unable  to  pay  what  you  owe  ;  but,  under  any 
circumstances,  never  borrow. 

"  Make  no  man  your  friend  who  is  regardless  of  his  word. 

"  Nelson  said  you  must  hate  a  Frenchman.  There  is  no 
occasion  to  hate  any  man,  but  never  treat  with  a  Frenchman 
till  you  have  beaten  him,  and  then  with  caution. 


1830.]  DEATH    OF    LAWRENCE.  55 

"  Consider  your  life  as  a  trifle  where  its  sacrifice  would 
honour  your  King  or  keep  up  the  character  of  the  navy. 

"  Be  obedient  to  your  superiors,  and  kind  to  those  below 
you. 

"  Alev  dpiareveiv,  always  excel.     Be  this  your  motto. 

"  Honour,  truth,  dependence  on  God,  diligence,  and  docility, 
will  carry  you  through  all  danger  and  difficulties. 

"  Never  be  ashamed  of  being  ignorant,  if  you  wish  to  gain, 
knowledge. 

"  Piety  is  not  cowardice,  nor  boasting  courage. 

"  Vice  is  not  heroism,  nor  drunkenness  virtue. 

"  Remember  a  British  officer  under  all  circumstances  must 
be  a  gentleman.      This  comprises  all.      Remember  this. 

"  Remember  also  that  your  father  would  welcome  your 
dead  body  if  you  died  in  honour,  and  spit  on  you  living,  if 
you  returned  in  disgrace. 

"  Lay  these  things  to  thy  heart,  and  God  protect  thee. 

"  London,  December,  1829." 

He  closes  his  Journal  for  the  year  with  a  summary  as  usual. 
'  January  and  February  I  worked  little.  From  March  to 
November  I  finished  Eucles  and  Punch,  and  since  I  have 
three  small  pictures  nearly  ready,  though  I  have  not  seized 
all  moments  of  study  ;  this  has  often  proceeded  from  harass, 
which  has  thrown  me  oil'  my  balance.  My  children  are  in 
health.  My  dearest  Mary  as  lovely  and  as  tender  as  ever. 
One  of  my  boys  has  begun  life.  God  protect  him  and  make 
him  an  honour  to  the  navy.  I  have  reason  to  hope  for  the 
same  mercies  for  the  year  to  come,  provided  I  still  struggle 
(as  under  God's  blessing)  to  render  myself  equally  deserving. 

"  0  God,  on  my  knees  T  bless  Thee  for  the  mercies  of  the 
year  past.     Still  bless  me  through  the  ensuing  year." 

1830. 

In  January  of  this  year  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence  died.  On 
the  9th  I  find  this  criticism  of  the  painter  and  his  works, 
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much  of  which  has  ah-eady  been  sanctioned  by  the  soundest 
judgments  in  art. 

"  Lawrence  is  dead — to  portrait  painting  a  great  loss. 
Certainly  there  is  no  man  left  who  thinks  it  worth  while,  if 
he  were  able,  to  devote  his  powers  to  the  elevation  of  com- 
monplace faces. 

"  He  was  suited  to  the  age,  and  the  age  to  him.  He 
flattered  its  vanities,  pampered  its  weaknesses,  and  met  its 
meretricious  taste. 

"  His  men  were  all  gentlemen,  with  an  air  of  fashion,  and 
the  dandyism  of  high  life  ;  his  women  were  delicate,  but  not 
modest — beautiful,  but  not  natural.  They  appear  to  look 
that  they  may  be  looked  at,  and  to  languish  for  the  sake  of 
sympathy.  They  have  not  that  air  of  virtue  and  breeding 
which  ever  sat  upon  the  Avomen  of  Reynolds. 

"  Reynolds'  women  seem  as  unconscious  of  their  beauty 
as  innocent  in  thought  and  pure  in  expression — as  if  they 
shrank  even  from  being  painted.  They  are  beings  to  be 
met  with  reverence,  and  addressed  with  timidity.  To  Law- 
rence's women,  on  the  contrary,  you  feel  disposed  to  march 
up  like  a  dandy,  and  offer  your  services,  with  a  cock  of  your 
hat,  and  a  '  d e,  will  that  do  ?'  Whatever  characteris- 
tics of  the  lovely  sex  Lawrence  perpetuated,  modesty  was 
certainly  one  he  entirely  missed. 

"  As  an  artist  he  will  not  rank  high  in  the  opinion  of  pos- 
terity. He  was  not  ignorant  of  the  figure,  but  he  drew  with 
great  incorrectness,  because  he  drew  to  suit  the  fashion  of 
the  season.  If  necks  were  to  be  long,  breasts  full,  waists 
small,  and  toes  pointed.  Sir  Thomas  was  too  well  bred  to 
hesitate.  His  necks  are  therefore  often  hideously  long,  his 
waists  small,  his  chests  puffed,  and  his  ankles  tapered.  He 
had  no  eye  for  colour.  His  tint  was  opaque,  not  livid  ;  his 
cheeks  were  rouged,  his  lips  like  the  lips  of  a  lay-figure. 
There  was  nothing  of  the  red  and  white  which  Nature's 
own  sweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on.  His  bloom  was  the 
bloom  of  the  perfumer.  Of  composition  he  knew  scarcely 
any  thing  ;  and  perhaps,  in  the  whole  circle  of  art,  there 
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never  was  a  more  lamentable  proof  of  these  deficiencies  than 
in  his  last  portrait  of  the  King. 

"  Twenty  years  ago  his  pictures  (as  Fuseli  used  to  say) 
were  like  the  scrapings  of  a  tin-shop,  full  of  little  sparkling 
bits  of  light  which  destroyed  all  repose.  But  after  his  visit 
to  Italy  the  improvement  which  took  place  was  an  honour 
to  his  talents.  His  latter  pictures  are  by  far  his  best.  His 
great  excellence  was  neither  colour,  draAving,  composition, 
light  and  shade,  or  perspective,  for  he  was  hardly  ever  above 
mediocrity  in  any  of  these,  but  expression,  both  in  figure  and 
feature.  Perhaps  no  man  that  ever  lived  contrived  to  catch 
the  fleeting  beauties  of  a  face  to  the  exact  point,  though  a 
little  afl'ected,  better  than  Lawrence.  The  head  of  Miss 
Croker  is  the  finest  example  in  the  world.  He  did  not  keep 
his  sitters  unanimated  and  lifeless,  but,  by  interesting  their 
feelings,  he  brought  out  the  expression  which  was  excited  by 
the  pleasure  they  felt. 

"  As  a  man  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence  was  amiable,  kind, 
generous,  and  forgiving.  His  manner  was  elegant,  but  not 
high-bred.  He  had  too  much  the  air  of  always  submitting. 
He  had  smiled  so  often  and  so  long,  that  at  last  his  smile 
had  the  appearance  of  being  set  in  enamel.  He  indulged  the 
hope  of  painting  history  in  his  day,  but,  as  Romncy  did,  and 
Chantrey  will,  he  died  before  he  began  ;  and  he  is  another 
proof,  if  proof  were  wanting,  that  creative  genius  is  not  a 
passive  quality  that  can  be  laid  aside  or  taken  up  as  it  suits 
the  convenience  of  the  possessor. 

"  How  would  Raphael  or  Michael  Angelo  have  laughed  to 
hear  C.  L.  and  R.  talk  of  doing  great  things,  but  not  till  they 
were  rich  I 

"  He  was  not  educated,  and  once  gave  me  a  long  lecture 
about  the  head  of  Olympias,  the  mother  of  Alexander,  calling 
her  Olympia. 

•'  The  election  of  Sir  Thomas  to  the  chair  of  the  Royal 
Academy  was  a  blow  to  High  Art  it  has  never  recovered,  and 
never  will,  unless,  indeed,  this  opportunity  be  seized  by  the 
members  of  the  Academy — unless  the  historical  painter,  the 

C  2 
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sculptor,  the  architect,  the  low  life,  or  landscape  artist,  make 
a  stand,  and  bring  in,  as  they  ought,  some  man  of  genius  in 
some  one  of  these  walks,  to  the  exclusion  of  any  portrait  paint- 
er, whoever  he  may  be.  If  they  do  not,  they  will  sign  the 
death-warrant  of  the  arts  in  England. 

"  But,  alas  I  in  public  bodies  the  majority  are  too  lazy  to 
take  an  active  share  ;  and  any  chattering,  talking  person,  who 
can  make  a  plausible  speech,  however  impotent  in  his  art, 
will  in  all  probability  get  their  suffrages. 

"  To  think  of  Shee  occupying  the  throne  of  Reynolds  I" 
The  election  of  Sir  M.  A.  Shee  as  President  of  the  Acade- 
my was  certain  to  elicit  a  burst  of  bitterness  from  Haydon. 
During  the  preceding  year  a  correspondence  had  passed  be- 
tween them,  in  which,  if  Haydon  was  coarse  and  offensive, 
Shee  retorted  in  terms  of  such  contempt  as  no  man  can  ever 
forget  or  forgive.  I  give  Haydon's  remarks  on  the  election, 
which  contain  much  truth — conveyed,  it  is  true,  in  the  harsh 
and  irritated  tone  M'hich  invests  truth  with  some  of  the  worst 
features  of  falsehood — not  for  the  sake  of  showing  the  feeling 
with  which  he  regarded  the  Academy,  which  is  already  evi- 
dent enough,  but  rather  as  an  illustration  of  the  way  in  which 
prejudice  will  colour  a  man's  inferences  from  fact,  and  an  ex- 
ample of  how  little  dependence  can  be  placed  on  predictions 
influenced  by  dislike.  How  astonished  would  Haydon  have 
been  could  it  have  been  foreshown  to  him  that  the  successor 
of  this  obnoxious  portrait  painter  would  be  that  friend  and 
pupil  of  his  own  (as  he  delighted  to  call  him)  who  now  fills 
the  President's  chair  in  the  Royal  Academy  I  How  he  would 
have  stormed  against  any  one  who  had  maintained  that  the 
tendency  of  English  art,  even  at  this  inauspicious  moment, 
was  from  portraiture  towards  subjects,  if  not  historical  in  Hay- 
don's sense  of  the  word,  still  partaking  more  of  the  character 
of  history  than  of  portraiture.  I  extract  the  following  pas- 
sage, because  its  most  acrimonious  expressions  will,  I  believe, 
be  read  even  by  the  Academicians  of  the  present  day  without 
irritation,  largely  altered  as  the  composition  of  the  Academy 
has  been  since  the  time  the  passage  was  written,  while  there 
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is  still  much*  in  it  which  may  profitably  be  laid  to  heart  by 
artists.  It  can  not  be  doubted  that  if  artistic  claims  be  those 
on  which  alone  should  rest  the  choice  ot"  a  President  of  the 
Academy,  Wilkie  was  the  man  rather  than  Shee  ;  but  the 
theory  that  seemed  to  Haydon  so  entirely  beyond  dispute,  may, 
no  doubt,  be  disputed,  and  on  very  strong  grounds  too.  A 
president  has  ceremonial  duties  to  perform  ;  and  erudition, 
eloquence,  and  personal  acceptableness  may  be  quite  as  im- 
portant qualifications  for  the  post  as  skill  and  success  in  art. 
I  oiler  no  opinion  of  my  own  on  the  point,  but  I  can  not  help 
seeing  that  Haydon's  view  is  far  from  incontestable.  Nor 
should  it  be  Ibrgotten,  in  estimating  his  opinions,  that  the 
public  encouragement  of  art,  which  he  urged  so  importunately 
and  so  long,  has  at  length  been  conceded  by  the  Legislature, 
and  that  we  can  not  measure  the  fruits  of  that  encourage- 
ment  by  the  limits  within  which  it  has  hitherto  been  confined. 

With  this  preface  I  think  there  is  no  reason  for  withhold- 
ing Haydon's  comments  on  the  election  of  a  successor  to  Sir 
Thomas  Lawrence. 

''January  29th.  In  the  private  history  of  the  art  of  the 
country  the  last  three  weeks  have  been  interesting  beyond  all 
calculation.  Lawrence's  sudden  death  threw  the  Academy 
into  the  most  bitter  puzzle  ;  the  intrigue,  the  bustle,  the  van- 
ity, the  nervousness,  the  fidget,  and  the  fear  evident  among 
the  whole,  were  beyond  expression  or  description. 

"  I  called  immediately  on  Wilkie,  and  found  him  quiescent- 
ly at  breakfast.  His  aflected  grief  for  Lawrence,  and  his  sor- 
row for  the  loss  the  art  had  sustained,  were  doled  forth  un- 
der an  air  of  conscious  power  that  was  amusing. 

"  In  the  midst  of  other  conversation,  I  dashed  out  at  once, 
'  I  hope  they  will  elect  you.'  He  became  agitated,  and  af- 
fected not  to  hear  me  ;  but  I  saw  in  the  expression  of  his 
face  enough  to  convince  me  that  he  had  no  distant  hopes. 
On  going  up  stairs  to  look  at  the  picture  of  the  King  at  Holy- 
rood  House,  I  repeated  it.  He  put  his  hand  on  my  shoulder, 
as  much  as  to  say,  '  Be  quiet.'  *  Very  well,'  said  I  ;  '  not  a 
word  more.' 
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"All  sorts  of  reports,  all  sorts  of  surmises,  every  species  of 
'  hum'  and  *  ha,'  and  '  Who  d'ye  think  V  went  on  in  the  gos- 
sip of  the  art  till  Lawrence  was  buried,  and  the  awful  time 
approached. 

"  On  Monday  the  election  took  place,  and  on  Monday  morn- 
ing out  came  in  the  Gazette,  from  the  Lord  Chamberlain's 
office,  the  King's  appointment  of  Wilkie  as  his  sergeant  paint- 
er. The  moment  I  read  it,  I  said,  '  This  will  destroy  Wil- 
kie's  chance  of  success  ;'  and  in  the  evening  the  Academicians 
rushed  in,  as  the  time  approached,  with  a  heat,  and  fury,  and 
violence,  and  passion,  quite  a  disgrace  to  the  feelings  of  gen- 
tlemen, or  even  the  lowest  members  of  the  lowest  clubs.  So 
fearful  were  they  of  some  message  from  the  King,  that  it 
would  be  pleasing  to  his  feelings  if  Wilkie  were  elected,  that, 
without  regular  balloting,  they  made  every  member  write 
down  the  name  of  the  man  he  wished,. and  at  each  successive 
knock  they  ran  down,  and  hurried  their  friend  above  stairs, 
without  allowing  him  to  take  off  his  great-coat.  Wilkie  had 
one  or  two  votes — some  tell  me  one,  some  the  other — and  Shee 
eighteen,  the  announcement  of  which  was  received  with  a 
hurra  I 

"  Wilkie  is  a  man  of  the  greatest  genius,  and  a  hatred  of 
superiority  had  no  small  share  in  adding  to  the  apprehension 
of  the  Academicians.  Wilkie  had  just  that  day  been  ap- 
pointed the  first  painter  to  the  King,  and  this  spark  was  only 
wanting  to  explode  the  magazine. 

.  "  Shee  is  an  Lishman  of  great  plausibility — a  speechify- 
ing, colloquial,  well-informed,  pleasant  fellow,  conscious  of  no 
high  power  in  art,  and  very  envious  of  those  who  have. 

"  Such  a  man  is  sure  to  be  popular,  and  he  will  be  the 
most  popular  president  that  the  artists  have  ever  had  ;  but 
the  precedent  established,  viz.,  that  high  talent  is  not  neces- 
sary to  the  highest  rank  in  the  art,  is  one  of  the  most  fatal 
blows  ever  inflicted  on  the  dignity  of  the  Academy  since  it 
has  been  established,  and  will  lower  it  in  English  and  Conti- 
nental estimation.  Here  was  David  Wilkie — the  greatest 
genius  in  his  walk  that  ever  lived — the  only  living  artist  who 
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has  a  picture  in  the  National  Gallery — the  only  painter  who 
has  a  great  European  reputation — honoured  by  his  sovereign, 
respected  by  the  nobility,  modest,  discreet,  upright,  diligent, 
and  highly  gifted — from  whose  existence  an  epoch  in  British 
art  must  be  dated — to  whose  works  our  present  high  rank  is 
owing  in  the  opinion  of  Europe — David  Wilkie  had  two  votes  I 
And  Martin  Archer  Shee,  the  most  impotent  painter  in  the 
solar  system — a  man  who  for  forty  years  has  never  painted 
any  human  creature  without  making  him  stand  on  his  tip- 
toes from  sheer  ignorance — in  short,  the  great  founder  of  the 
tip-toe  school — had  eighteen  I 

"  The  present  unhappy  mistake  in  the  art  was  predicted 
forty  years  ago.  Reynolds  said  a  party  was  gaining  ground 
which  would  ruin  the  institution,  and  he  was  obliged  to  re- 
sign, finding  himself  thwarted  in  every  thing.  West,  Opie, 
and  Fuseli  said  the  same  thing. 

"  'Ah  I  but  Wilkie  is  a  Scotchman,  and  we  shall  have  noth- 
ing but  Scotch.' 

"  Here's  an  acknowledgment  I  What  would  the  world  say 
if  Sir  Walter  Scott  had  contended  for  the  presidency  of  litera- 
ture, and  had  been  denied  because  he  was  a  Scotchman  ? 

"  The  cause  is  very  simple.  Portrait  painters  have  all 
their  wealth  and  employment  from  the  domestic  sympathies 
of  one  of  the  most  domestic  nations  on  earth.  Against  the 
influence  of  this  important  body  historical  painters  have  to 
struggle  without  employment,  without  patronage,  and  in  face 
of  prejudices  which  portrait  painters  with  great  art  keep  up. 

"  There  is  only  one  remedy,  viz.,  a  moderate  annual  vote 
frorai  Parliament,  distributed  by  a  committee  of  the  House, 
which,  by  placing  historical  painters  on  a  level  with  portrait 
painters,  will  enable  them  to  hold  their  ground,  and  save  the 
art." 

The  concluding  passage  expresses  in  brief  the  doctrine 
which  Haydon  was  preaching  all  his  life  from  1810.  It  may 
contain  some  truth,  but  it  certainly  does  not  explain  what  it 
professes  to  do.  Whether  portrait  painters,  on  the  whole, 
earn  larger  incomes  than  their  fellows  in  the  painters'  call- 
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ing,  is  matter  of  dispute.  And,  whatever  may  have  been 
the  case  when  this  was  written,  it  is  not  true  now  that  por- 
trait painters  are  dominant  in  the  Academy,  or  the  most 
highly  remunerated  class  among  artists.  The  painters  of 
landscape,  and  what  are  called  "  genre"  pictures,  stand  on  a 
level  with  them  at  least,  on  these  points.  But  if  Haydon's 
remark  be  limited  to  the  painting  of  large  pictures,  it  is  un- 
doubtedly true  that  for  these  private  galleries  in  England 
afford  no  room,  and  that  public  employment  alone  can  provide 
for  High  Art  on  a  large  scale. 

Wilkie  was  now  working  on  his  picture  of  the  King  at 
Holyrood,  and  Haydon  thus  records  a  visit  to  the  picture  in 
company  with  an  old  courtier  and  personal. friend  of  the  King 
in  the  "  salad  days"  of  the  Regency. 

"  February  22d.  Went  in  the  morning  with  Sir  Thomas 
Hammond  to  see  Wilkie's  portrait  of  the  King.  Sir  Thomas 
Hammond,  who  had  been  one  of  the  King's  most  intimate 
friends,  found  fault,  and  justly,  with  the  legs  and  feet,  which 
are  really  wretched,  and  a  disgrace  to  the  picture.  He  liked 
the  head  very  much,  and  it  is  line.  After  we  came  out.  Sir 
Thomas  Hammond  said  to  me, '  There  is  no  getting  on  with  a 
Scotchman — there  really  is  not  I'  I  afterward  dined  with 
him,  and  spent  a  very  delightful  evening  :  we  got  into  most 
familiar  and  confidential  conversation  about  the  Court. 

"  I  never  knew  till  last  night  that  the  crown  at  the  Coro- 
nation was  not  bought,  but  borrowed.  Rundell's  price  was 
X70,000,  and  Lord  Liverpool  told  the  King  he  could  not  sanc- 
tion such  an  expenditure.  Rundell  charged  £7000  for  the 
loan,  and  as  some  time  elapsed  before  it  was  decided  whether 
the  crown  should  be  bought  or  not,  Rundell  charged  £3000 
or  £4000  more  for  the  interval. 

"  Sir  Thomas  Hammond  said  that  once,  after  a  long  ab- 
sence, when  the  King,  who  had  sent  for  him,  received  him 
before  a  brilliant  assembly,  he  put  his  hand  to  his  mouth  side- 
ways, and  whispered,  '  Well,  d — n  ye,  how  are  ye  ?'  and  then 
looked  grave  before  the  company.  Sir  Thomas  Hammond 
complained  that  the  manner  of  young  men  and  women  of 


1830.]     COURT  ANECDOTES  OF  GEORGE  TV.  63 

fashion  was  altered.  Everything  now  was  slang  and  impu- 
dence, and  not  elegance  and  grace,  as  it  was  when  the  Prince 

was  in  his  prime.*    Young  Lord  C came  in — a  fine  fellow. 

What  fine,  high-minded,  brave  creatures  there  are  among  the 
young  nobility."  Eucles  and  Punch  were  now  exhibited,  and, 
to  the  painter's  delight,  an  order  came  to  send  the  latter  down 
to  Windsor  for  the  King's  inspection.  In  a  flutter  of  expect- 
ation, the  picture  was  dispatched.  Much  depended  on  its 
sale.  Haydon's  difficulties  had  accumulated  afresh,  till  the 
shadow  of  the  King's  Bench  was  again  darkening  upon  him. 
On  the  6th  the  picture  was  dispatched.  On  the  8th  it  came 
back  unbought. 

"  8th.  The  Punch  came  back  to-day.  I  called  on  Seguier 
in  the  morning,  but  I  saw  by  the  girl's  face  at  the  door  the 
King  had  not  bought  the  picture, 

"  Few  men  have  courage  to  say  they  believe  in  dreams  ; 
last  night  I  dreamed  the  King  told  Seguier  he  did  not  like 
the  picture,  and  would  not  have  it. 

"  I  got  up  this  morning  greatly  distressed  in  mind  about 
it,  and  said,  '  If  this  prove  true,  is  there  not  something  in 
dreams  ?' 

'  "  It  has  proved  true.  The  King  thought  there  was  too 
much  in  Punch.  He  admired  the  apple-girl  excessively,  but 
thought  the  capering  chimney-sweeper  too  much  like  an 
opera  dancer  I" 

Now  that  the  publication  of  confidential  memoirs  and  let- 
ters has  been  sanctioned  by  so  many  high  examples,  I  do  not 
feel  that  the  following  passage  of  private  history  need  be 
withheld. 

"  15th.  Spent  the  evening  with  Hammond — a  delightful 
one.  He  opens  his  cabinet  of  past  times  to  me  with  great 
confidence. 

"  He  said,  when  it  was  quite  uncertain  whether  Napoleon 

would  or  would  not  make  peace  at  Chatillon,  he  dined  with 

the  Prince  of  Conde  (who  was  getting  quite  childish)  and  the 

Duchess  D'Angouleme.     Their  anxiety  was  lest  peace  should 

*  Take  the  above  anecdote  as  an  example ! — Ed. 
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be  made.  Every  horn  that  blew,  the  Prince  of  Conde  sent 
out  for  the  Gazette.  Frightened  out  of  his  life,  he  kept  say- 
ing, 'Ah,  Monsieur  le  General,  la  paix  est  faite — la  loaix 
est  faite  r  Hammond  said  he  tried  to  keep  their  spirits  up, 
but  the  Duchess  kept  declaring,  '  NoTi,  9ion,  nous  sommes  des 
pauvres  mish'ables — cen  est  fait  de  nous.' 

"  The  next  morning  he  was  with  the  King  privately,  and 
they  were  talking  about  Napoleon,  when  Sir  Thomas  Ham- 
mond said,  '  If  the  fellow  does  not  sign  the  treaty,  it  would 
be  no  bad  time  to  shove  in  the  Bourbons.'  '  Ah,'  said  the 
Prince,  '  you  like  them  better  than  I  do.  Little,  I  fear,  can 
be  done.'  The  next  day  he  saw  the  Prince  again,  and  the 
Prince  said,  ''Gad,  Hammond,  I  have  been  thinking  of  what 
you  said,  and  I'll  see  if  something  can't  be  done  for  them. 
Say  not  a  word.'  Hammond  then  went  down  to  M'Mahon, 
who  was  writing  in  his  (Hammond's)  room.  M'Mahon  went 
up  to  the  Prince,  and  shortly  after  came  down,  and  (as  he 
told  Hammond  all  the  state  secrets)  said,  *  What  do  you  think  ? 
There  is  the  devil  to  pay  up  stairs — Lord  Liverpool  will  re- 
sign. The  Prince  says  he  will  restore  the  Bourbons — Lord 
Liverpool  won't  hear  of  it.'  At  this  instant  Lord  Liverpool 
crossed  the  yard  in  the  dumps,  and  went  away.  Hammond's 
window  looked  into  the  yard,  and  up  St.  Alban's  Street,  op- 
posite (before  Regent  Street  was  built).  Sir  Thomas  declared 
solemnly  to  me  this  was  the  beginning  of  the  return  of  the 
Bourbons,  and  the  Prince  always  said  '  Hammond  was  their 
best  friend.'  " 

Despite  of  desperate  difficulties,  Haydon  had  now  once 
more  got  to  work  on  a  historical  picture. 

''March  20th.  I  shall  now  date  my  Xenophon,  for  to-day, 
God  be  praised  I  I  begin,  having  got  a  breathing  day.  I 
dashed  in  the  effect.  My  mind  teemed  with  expressions  : 
the  enthusiasm  of  Xenophon  cheering  on  his  men,  with  his 
helmet  towering  against  a  sea-sky — a  beautiful  woman  in 
her  husband's  arms,  exhausted,  hearing  the  shout  of  '  The 
sea,  the  sea,'  languidly  smiling  and  opening  her  lovely  eyes 
— (good  God  1  what  I  could  do  if  I  were  encouraged  I) — a 
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wounded  and  sick  soldier  raising  his  pale  head,  and  waving 
his  thin  arm  and  hand  in  answer  to  the  cheer  of  his  com- 
mander— horses  snorting  and  galloping — soldiers  cheering 
and  hiizzainjT,  all  strutrffling  to  see  the  welcome  sight.  I'll 
read  all  the  retreats  ;  Napoleon's,  Charles  XII. 's,  Moore's, 
Antony's,  &c.,  &c.      God  spare  my  life  and  eyes  ;  I  fear  the 

intrigues  of  S have  destroyed  all  prospects  with  my  King. 

I'd  inspire  him  if  I  Avas  near  him.  They  all  know  this,  and 
from  him  they  will  keep  me.     In  my  Protector  I  trust. 

"  26th.  Took  down  a  large  canvass,  and  looked  with  long- 
ing eyes.  At  last  I  thought  it  no  harm  to  draw  in  Xenophon 
Avith  chalk.  Then  a  little  Vandvke  brown  would  be  such  a 
pretty  tone  ;  and,  Avhile  I  was  deliciously  abstracted,  in  walk- 
ed my  love  and  said,  '  Why  do  you  not  do  it  that  size  ?'  '  Shall 
I.'  '  Yes,'  said  she  ;  '  I  know  you  are  longing.'  I  only  want- 
ed this  hint ;  so  I  will  risk  it,  at  any  rate.  God  bless  it,  be- 
ginning, progression,  conclusion. 

''27th.  Worked  hard  these  three  days;  but  for  what  pur- 
pose ?  To  die  and  leave  my  children  starving,  for  that  will 
be  the  end. 

"  Sunday  28th.  Went  into  my  painting-room,  and  felt 
my  heart  swell  at  the  look  of  Xenophon.  An  overwhelming 
whisper  of  the  muse  urged  me  again  and  again  to  go  on.  I 
set  my  palette,  put  on  my  jacket,  and  after  reading  prayers 
to  my  children,  completed  the  rubbing  in.  Oh  I  I  was  hap- 
py— deliciously  happy.  I  am  just  come  down  from  poring 
over  the  picture  (nine  o'clock),  with  all  my  old  feelings  of 
glory.  I  have  been  impelled  to  do  this.  God  knows  how. 
In  Him  I  trust,  as  Job  trusted,  forever. 

"  29th.  I  am  this  moment  (half  past  eight)  come  into  my 
painting-room,  and  the  effect  of  Xenophon  is  absolutely  irre- 
sistible.    Go  on  I  will. 

"  O  God,  on  my  knees  I  humbly,  humbly,  humbly  pray 
Thee  to  enable  me  to  go  through  it.  Let  no  difficulties  ob- 
struct me,  no  ill  health  impede  me,  and  let  no  sin  displease 
Thee  from  its  commencement  to  its  conclusion.  Oh,  save  me 
from  prison,  on  the  confines  of  which  I  am  hovering.     I  have 
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no  employment,  no  resources,  a  large  family,  and  no  hope.  In 
Thee  alone  I  always  trust.  Oh,  let  me  not  now  trust  in  vain. 
Grant,  0  God,  that  the  education  of  my  children,  my  duties 
to  my  love  and  to  society,  may  not  be  sacrificed  in  proceeding 
with  this  great  work  (it  will  be  my  greatest).  Bless  its 
commencement,  its  progression,  its  conclusion,  and  its  effect, 
for  the  sake  of  the  intellectual  elevation  of  my  great  and 
glorious  country. 

"  31st.  I  looked  over  my  picture  with  longing  eyes.  Had 
a  half  hour,  which  I  devoted  before  going  to  a  lawyer  for  <£10, 
and  <£6  expenses.  I  had  £.3,  and  wanted  time.  I  left  my 
dear  picture  and  saw  him.  He  gave  me  time,  and  away  I 
rati  M'ith  all  the  freshness  of  youth  to  my  painting-room.  I 
am  now  returned,  and  after  two  letters  to  defer,  still  I  hope 
to  complete  the  rubbing  in.  before  dinner. 

"  Rubbed  in  the  whole  picture. 

'■'■Aj)Til  4:th.  Made  drawings  for  Xenophon,  but  I  actually 
tremble  at  the  thought  of  concluding  it,  with  my  family,  and 
no  encouragement.  God  guide  me,  for  I  hesitate  ;  let  me 
recollect  Xenophon  after  the  death  of  Cyrus,  and  Cortez  in 
South  America. 

"April  6th.  Eucles  was  raffled  for  this  day.  The  three 
highest  numbers  were  28 — Duke  of  Bedford,  Mr.  Strutt  of 
Derby,  and  Mr.  Smith  of  Dulwich.  They  all  three  tTirew 
again,  when  Smith  threw  28,  the  Duke  25,  and  Mr.  Strutt  17. 

"  Before  the  meeting.  Lord  F.  L.  Gower  promised  to  take 
the  chair,  but  as  the  time  approached  he  apologized. 

"  All  the  people  of  fashion  seemed  ashamed  to  sanction  this 
raffle,  as  if  the  necessity  reflected  on  their  patronage.  A  great 
deal  of  pretty  coqueting  passed  between  us." 

Xenophon  M^as  now  progressing,  under  the  usual  difficul- 
ties, which  I  sometimes  fear  will  prove  as  fatiguing  to  read 
of  as  saddening  to  record. 

April  13th.^  The  advertisement  in  the  notef  published 

*  At  this  date  opens  the  seventeenth  volume  of  the  Journals,  with 
the  motto  ij.4ya  (ppovewv. 

t  "  Mr.  Haydon's  Eucles.     As  the  pledge  given  at  the  public  meet- 
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about  this  time,  refers  to  these  difficulties,  and  shows  how 
anxious  Haydon  was  that  the  public  should  know  his  exact 

ing,  1827,  with  respect  to  Eucles,  has  been  kept  satisfactorily  to  all 
parties,  Mr.  Haydon  takes  the  liberty  of  laying  before  his  creditors  the 
correct  amount  of  his  receipts  and  expenses  from  July  1,  1827,  to 
April  1,  1830,  as  a  great  many  notions,  erroneous  and  unjust,  exist, 
to  his  injury,  of  what  he  has  received  and  what  he  must  now  possess. 

Received  from  July  1,  1827,  to    |  Expenditure  in  the  same  time  : 
July  1,  1828  :                    Restoring  Mr.  Haydon 
Subscription  for  Eucles  £338  17  0      to  his  family £137 


Exhib.  of  Mock  Elec- 
tion    321  11 

A  commission 100 

Three  portraits 78 

Sale  of  Mock  Election  525 


7     0 


Expenses     of     Mock 

Election  exhibition  270  1  6 
0  0  Divds.  and  debts  paid  400  0  0 
0  0  Living,  profession,  &c.  510  19  10 
0  0  Advertising      Eucles' 


Sketch 


£1372     2  6 


Received  from  July  1,  1828,  to 
July  1,  1829  : 

Balance  from  last  year. £32  10  2 

Subscription  of  Eucles.  191  3  0 

Exhib.  of  Chairing  Mem.  167  8  0 

Exhibition  of  Pharaoh . .    61  7  0 

Studies  of  Mock  Election    60  0  0 

Sale  of  Chairing 300  0  0 

Sale  of  Sketches 62  0  0 


8  14  0      subscriptions 21     4    0 

£1339  12     4 
Expenditure  in  the  same  time  : 

Expenses  of  exhibition 

of  Chairing £168  6  0 

Ditto  of  Pharaoh 83  13  6 

Paid  creditors 133  10  0 

Living,  &c 500  0  0 


£874     8  2 


£885     9  6 


"Receipts  from  July  1,  1829,  to  April  1,  1830. —  Sale  of  Sketch, 
£25 ;  Napoleon  and  Uriel,  £50  ;  receipts  of  Eucles'  exhibition,  £77 
75.— total,  £152  7*. 

"  Expenditure. — Eucles'  exhibition,  £76  25. ;  law  expenses  alone, 
on  paltry  debts,  £67  Is.,  independently  of  maintenance. 

"  Mr.  Haydon  now  hopes  that  those  who,  placing  their  own  debts 
against  500  guineas  for  Eucles,  500  guineas  for  Mock  Election,  £300 
for  Chairing,  believe  money  still  to  be  in  his  hands,  will  see  how  the 
expenditure  is  accounted  for,  and  instead  of  suspecting  him  of  having 
saved  money,  will  perceive  that,  from  mere  want  of  employment,  he 
is  verging  fast  again  to  unavoidable  embarrassment.  In  short,  if  his 
friends,  and  those  who  think  he  is  entitled  to  protection,  do  not  in- 
stantly support  the  scheme  for  the  disposal  of  Punch  before  the  first 
day  of  Term  (the  28th),  he  will  be  overwhelmed  by  law,  without  the 
possibility  of  helping  it.     He  appeals  to  the  nobility  and  to  the  public 
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position.  This  fashion  of  trumpeting  his  distresses  did  him  in- 
finite mischief,  but  he  could  not  be  persuaded  to  relinquish  it. 

"  Out  in  the  morning  on  the  old  story  ;  called  on  a  lawyer, 
who  had  orders  to  proceed  ;  he  promised  not  to  do  so  till  he 
wrote  :  this  was  for  Xl9 — my  coal  merchant.  Came  home 
very  tired  ;  lunched  ;  set  to  work.  Dearest  Mary  sat,  and 
before  dinner  I  finished  the  female  head  in  the  Xenophon,  and 
was  fairly  afloat.  I  first  thought  of  making  her  languid  and 
exhausted,  looking  up  with  feeble  joy  ;  afterward  it  came  into 
my  head  to  make  her  a  spirited,  fine  creature,  with  eyes 
sparkling  at  the  sound  of  the  trumpet — in  short,  such  a  creat- 
ure as  would  follow  her  lover  through  peril  of  land  and 
water.  I  think  I  have  succeeded.  Now  I  have  got  both  my 
lay  figures  to  take  out  of  pawn  before  I  can  go  on." 

To  relieve  urgent  necessity,  for  what  in  studio  slang  is  call- 
ed "  pot-boiling,"  portraits  must  occasionally  be  painted,  with 
whatever  loathing. 

''  Aiyril  22d.  Finished  a  rascally  portrait,  the  last  I  have 
got — a  poor,  pale-faced,  skinny  creature,  who  was  biting  his 
lips  to  make  them  look  red,  rubbing  up  his  hair,  and  asking 
me  if  I  did  not  think  he  had  a  good  eye.  My  picture  of  Xen- 
ophon was  put  out  of  the  Avay  for  the  time.  I  could  not  help 
looking  at  the  nape  of  the  heroic  neck.  I  finished  on  Sunday 
with  the  background,  and  trumpets,  and  scenery.  My  breast 
swelled,  my  heart  beat,  and  I  nauseated  this  bit  of  miserable, 
feeble  humanity  I" 

whether,  if  he  deserved  to  be  taken  from  a  prison,  he  has  or  has  not 
proved  since  he  deserves  to  be  kept  from  one.  He  has  had  his  pic- 
ture of  Xenophon  nearly  a  month  in  his  painting-room,  and  has  not 
been  able  to  apply  more  than  four  days  from  sheer  harass,  day  after 
day  racing  the  town,  assuaging  irritability,  begging  mercy,  and  pray- 
ing for  time. 

Subscription  to  the  Punch. 


At  Messrs.  Coutts  and  Co.'s. : 

J.  Godings,  Esq £10  10  0 

Hon.  G.  A.  Ellis 10  10  0 


Lord  F.  L.  Gower £21     0  0 

Earl  Darnley 10  10  0 

J.  P.  Bell,  Esq 21     0  0 


"  His  creditors  may  depend  on  it  that  law  proceedings  will  only 
ruin  him,  and  obstruct  all  hope  of  his  paying  them." 
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But  Haydon  was  compelled  to  acknowledge,  in  an  entry 
of  this  year,  that  this  disgust  proceeded  as  much  from  dissat- 
isfaction with  his  own  want  of  success  in  portraiture  as  from 
the  nature  of  the  work  itself.  "In  spite  of  my  affecting  to 
despise  portraits,  I  am  uneasy  at  my  want  of  success.  I  went 
this  morning  to  look  at  Pickersgill's,  who  has  more  tenderness 
of  execution  than  any.  I  was  much  gratified.  He  is  an  old 
fellow-student,  and  has  a  great  deal  of  independence  and 
noble  feeling.  I  respect  him  excessively.  My  own  portraits 
looked  hard  and  stiff.  There  is  something  in  the  art  I  know 
little  of,  but  I  am  resolved  to  know  it,  and  I  think  the  knowl- 
edge will  give  double  interest  to  my  historical  pictures.  The 
fault  I  find  with  his  heads  is  the  fault  I  find  with  all  the 
English  school.  They  have  not  the  exquisite  purity  of  taste 
of  Vandyke,  Reynolds,  or  Titian,  but  still  there  is  a  great  deal 
of  knowledge  to  be  gained  by  studying  good  English  portrait. 

"  May  10 th.  Harassed  out  of  my  life.  I  want  to  go 
through  this  picture,  if  possible,  without  calling  my  creditors 
together,  but  it  will  be  a  desperate  struggle.  The  back- 
ground on  Sunday  was  a  vast  addition. 

"  May  15th.  An  execution  put  in  for  £10  18s.  6d.  I  had 
paid  £6  155.  on  this  £10  before,  and  now  at  least  £5  will 
be  added.  Since  September  I  have  paid  (with  my  family 
expenses  too)  £93  law  costs." 

At  length  comes  the  catastrophe — he  is  again  arrested  ! 

"  llth,  ISth,  19th.  Harassed,  and  at  last  torn  from  my 
family  for  £15  16s.  in  execution.  Ah  !  what  a  sight.  Mary 
tried  for  a  long  time  to  encourage  me,  but  at  last  tears  burst 
forth.  '  Will  you  be  taken  from  me  ?'  '  Yes,  my  love.' 
'  Can't  I  influence  the  man  ?'  she  went  on,  tears  trickling 
down  her  cheeks;  the  man  was  touched,  but  could  not  yield. 

"  I  went  to  a  house  which  looked  into  a  church-yard. 
"What  a  power  for  one  human  being  to  have  over  another  !" 

On  the  next  page  (on  the  fly-leaf  torn  from  a  volume  of 
Blair's  Sermons)  is  a  sketch  of  a  fellow-prisoner,  a  young 
Russian  merchant,  ruined,  and  sleeping,  worn  out  with  wretch- 
edness. 
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Among  other  demands  on  the  unhappy  painter  were  con- 
siderable ones  for  arrears  of  taxes,  for  recovery  of  which  pro- 
ceedings had  already  been  begun.  In  his  extremity  he  wrote 
to  Sir  Robert  Peel,  praying  his  good  offices  to  stay  these  pro- 
ceedings.    The  reply  was  prompt  as  kind  : 

"  Whitehall,  29th  May. 

"  Sir, — Immediately  on  the  receipt  of  your  letter  of  yester- 
day, I  wrote  to  Mr.  Dawson,  transmitting  that  letter  to  him, 
to  be  laid  before  the  Lords  of  the  Treasury,  and  expressing  a 
hope  that  every  indulgence  consistent  with  the  public  inter- 
est might  be  shown  to  you  under  the  unfortunate  circumstan- 
ces in  which  you  are  placed. 

"  I  send  you  the  letter  I  have  just  received,  and  I  shall  be 
glad  if  you  are  enabled  to  pursue  your  professional  labours, 
and  if  your  wife  and  children  can  be  allowed  to  remain  un- 
molested. I  write  in  great  haste,  and  am,  sir,  your  obedient 
servant,  Robert  Peel. 

"  I  beg  you  will  send  the  inclosed  note  for  ten  pounds  to 
your  wife,  as  she  may  be  in  immediate  difficulty." 

On  the  letter  itself  are  Haydon's  comments.  "  Consider- 
ing that  he  went  to  Windsor  and  had  a  long  conference  with 
the  King,  considering  the  enormous  quantity  of  public  busi- 
ness, this  hasty  snatch  of  time  to  alleviate  my  family's  sorrows 
is  good  and  feeling.  Is  this  letter  a  proof  of  Peel's  frozen 
heart,  as  the  Radicals  call  it  ?" 

This  relief  brought  a  ray  of  hope. 

"  May  29th.  Sir  Robert  Peel's  kindness  has  relieved  my 
mind  greatly.  My  miseries  have  been  great  indeed,  but  I 
feel  a  lightness  of  heart  I  can  not  get  rid  of — a  sort  of  break- 
ing in  of  light  on  my  brain,  like  the  influence  of  a  superior 
spirit.  I  trust  in  God,  who  has  supported  me  so  wonderful- 
ly, with  all  my  heart. 

"  O  Lord,  keep  us  all  in  health,  and  let  me  be  restored  to 
my  dear  children  before  their  dear  mother  is  confined.  Oh, 
grant  me  power  to  accumulate  the  means  of  educating  my 
dear  children  as  I  have  educated  my  sons-in-law,  and  grant 
all  these  afflictions  may  tend  to  the  purifying  of  our  natures, 
and  make  us  worthy  Thy  protection  and  reward.     Grant  that 
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I  may  live  to  see  the  great  object  of  my  life — public  support 
to  art — accomplished.  I  care  not  for  living  to  taste  its  fruits. 
I  want  no  reward,  no  worldly  honours.  I  want  to  live  to  es- 
tablish a  principle  ;  grant  all  my  sufferings  may  tend  to  its 


success." 


Haydon  by  this  time  had  acquired  a  sort  of  home-feeling 
in  the  King's  Bench.  He  had  old  friends,  ^  it  were,  among 
the  inmates,  and  took  such  interest  in  studying  their  ways, 
that,  after  changing  his  quarters  from  a  ground-floor  room  to 
one  higher  up,  he  came  down  again,  that  he  might  be  better 
situated  for  observation.  Here  are  some  of  his  prison  scenes 
and  characters. 

'■'■June  3d.  Col.  L and  Major  B (afterward  dis- 
tinguished in  Portugal),  both  Waterloo  heroes,  and  men  of 
fortune  and  family,  are  here.     "While  I  was  sitting  with  Col. 

L ,  a  thorough-bred  old  soldier  came  in,  every  inch  of 

whose  head  seemed  drilled.  His  nose  could  belong  to  no 
other  than  an  adjutant.  We  talked  of  his  major,  with  whom 
he  had  served  in  the  10th.  '  He  is  in  great  distress,  and  to  be 
sure  how  he  used  to  throw  money  away.  The  whole  regiment 
lived  on  him,  and  he  has  spent  <£150  in  a  day.  When  I 
called  the  other  day,  Colonel,  he  was  washing  his  own  hand- 
kerchiefs because  he  could  not  afford  to  pay  for  them.'  Here 
the  old  weather-beaten  veteran  stopped,  and  seemed  choking : 

tears  filled  his  eyes.     Col.  L was  affected,  and  so  was  I. 

I  thought  instantly  of  going  and  giving  a  sovereign,  though, 
God  knows,  I  was  poor  enough.  I  told  Col.  L I  dread- 
ed his  getting  into  Bench  habits.     He  seemed  fast  sinking 

into  despair.     On  the  racket-ground  at  night,  he,  Col.  L , 

and  I  walked  and  talked.  I  excited  them  about  Waterloo, 
and  I  never  passed  pleasanter  evenings.      '  D — n  me,'  said 

Major  B ,  the  other  night,  '  I  should  like  to  have  another 

shy  at  them.'      Waterloo  heroes  absolutely  abound  here,  but 

L and  his  friend  are  high-bred  and  accomplished  men  ; 

his  friend  became  security  for  his  brother,  who  went  to  India, 
and,  as  a  curious  bit  of  retributive  justice,  Davis,  the  officer, 
to  whose  hoVise  I  was  carried,  came  to  Hounslow  to  arrest  a 
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private.  The  soldiers  enticed  him  into  a  room,  tossed  him  in 
a  blanket,  and  afterward  threw  him  into  a  pool  of  filth  from 

the  mess  kitchen.      Who  should  arrest  Major  B but  this 

very  man,  who  hurried  him  at  once  to  the  county  jail,  and 
told  the  keeper  he  had  attempted  to  run  avi^ay,  and  must  be 
handcuffed. 

"  Here  is  still  G ,  the  man  with  a  kettle  on  his  head 

in  the  Chairing.  In  all  his  attitudes  of  ease  and  jollity,  he 
is  a  perfect  study  for  Falstaff.  I  have  watched  him  through 
the  blinds  for  days. 

"  Alas  I  how  are  the  jovial  of  the  once  famous  Mock  Elec- 
tion fallen  I  The  Lord  Mayor  is  dead,  the  High  Sheriff 
turned  attorney's  clerk,  the  smuggler,  who  carried  the  union 
jack,  has  got  the  gout,  and  C is  dying. 

"  I  called  on  C ,  and  knocked  at  his  door.     Nobody 

answering,  I  walked  in.  There  he  lay  on  his  bed,  sound 
asleep — his  grand  Satanic  head  grander  than  ever.  His 
black  matted  hair  tumbled  about  his  white  pillow ;  his 
cheeks  hollow  ;  his  mouth  firm,  as  if  half  dreaming  ;  while 
his  teeth  grated  a  little.  How  altered  I  I  stood  for  a  mo- 
ment, too  much  affected  to  speak.  I  folded  my  arms,  and 
gazed  at  this  grand  heroic  fellow  fast  sinking  to  the  grave — 
this  victim  of  passion  and  pride. 

"  Would  any  one  believe  that,  in  consequence  of  the  Mock 
Election,  the  King  sent  to  him  by  Sir  Edward  Barnes,  and 
begged  him  to  state  his  services  and  his  wishes,  and  they 
should  be  gratified.  Too  conscious  of  his  fallen  state,  he 
never  replied.  This  is  just  like  him.  His  wounds  have 
opened  afresh,  and  he  is  bent,  crippled,  and  reduced. 

"  To-day  he  dressed  himself  neatly,  put  on  white  gloves, 
and  came  over  to  my  side,  but  did  not  come  in.  As  I  was 
■walking,  he  joined  me,  with  an  evident  fear  in  his  eyes  that 
it  was  a  liberty.  I  did  not  like  it,  I  acknowledge,  but,  poor 
fellow  I  who  knows  his  own  strength  ? 

"  This  man  was  first  imprisoned  for  contempt  of  court,  then 
ran  into  debt,  then  got  exasperated,  and,  having  no  principle 
of  a  regulated  mind,  gave  way  to  every  passion  as  a  species 
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of  revenge.  Alas  I  like  Satan,  he  has  brought  on  his  own 
head  double  damnation. 

"  I  have  not  half  done  justice  to  this  tremendous  scene  ; 
the  pencil  alone  can  do  it. 

"  My  friends  wish  me  to  go  into  the  Rules,  but  heix  is  a 
perpetual  fund  of  character  that  will  break  into  my  mind  at 
after  periods  of  life. 

"  This  man  G is  quite  enough  to  prepare  me  for  Fal- 

stafF.  All  the  positions,  all  the  actions  of  this  fat  man  are 
one  perpetual  balancing  of  one  part  of  his  ponderous  body 
against  the  other,  that  the  whole  may  stand  upright. 

"A  fine  subject  would  be  the  inside  of  the  Bench,  entitled 
'  Profitable  Labourers.     Adam  Smith. ^  " 

As  usual,  Haydon  found  no  want  of  friends  in  his  incarcer- 
ation. He  complains  that  they  were  only  ready  to  relieve 
him  when  in  prison,  but  that  they  w^ould  not  give  him  em- 
ployment when  out.  To  one  who  asked  him  {June  18th) 
why  he  did  not  leave  the  country,  he  answers,  "  Why,  because 
I  love  it.  I  glory  in  its  beef,  its  bottom,  and  its  boxing.  It 
is  the  duty  of  every  Englishman  of  talent  to  stay  and  reform, 
to  combat  or  destroy  the  prejudices  of  his  obstinate  country- 
men. Their  very  virtues  become  their  vices.  The  same  in- 
vincible bottom  which  beat  the  French  at  Waterloo,  induces 
them  to  prepare  to  receive  cavalry  at  every  approaching  in- 
novation. They  look  at  reform  as  at  a  cuirassier.  There 
they  stand  and  bayonet  a  genius  who  ventures  to  tell  them 
they  may  stand  with  more  grace  ;  and  whei;i  they  have  killed 
him,  and  he  shouts  to  the  last,  they  begin  to  admire  his  bot- 
tom, bet  upon  his  life,  and  then  adopt  his  plans  and  refor- 
mation. 

"  Thus  it  is,  and  thus  it  ever  Avill  be.  Mr.  Fox  said  it  v/as 
a  long  time  before  truth  could  sink  into  the  thick  skull  of 
John  Bull.  It  may  be,  but  this  is  no  reason  we  should  not 
keep  it  there  soaking,  till  it  does  find  its  way  at  last. 

"  The  English  have  the  finest  arms  and  the  broadest  chests 
of  any  nation  in  the  world,  and  though  by  far  the  least-look- 
ing men  in  Paris  of  all  the  Allies,  took  up  more  ground  than 

Vol.  II.— D 
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even  the  gigantic  Russian  guards.     This  was  entirely  owing 
to  the  hreadth  of  their  shoulders." 

Meanwhile  he  prepared  another  petition  to  the  House  of 
Commons.  It  was  presented  by  Mr.  Agar  Ellis,  who  imme- 
diately afterward  presented  one  from  St.  Martin's-in-the-Fields 
against  the  Bill  for  Removing  Vagrants,  which  struck  Haydon 
as  "  a  beautiful  combination."     This  petition  runs  : 

"  That  it  is  now  fourteen  years  since  your  honourable 
House,  in  the  Report  on  the  Elgin  Marbles,  recommended  to 
the  attention  of  the  government  the  great  distinction  to  which 
so  small  a  state  as  Attica  had  risen,  principally  by  the  pub- 
lic encouragement  bestowed  by  the  authorities  on  painting, 
sculpture,  and  architecture.  That,  in  every  country  where 
the  arts  have  risen  to  eminence,  the  private  patronage  of  the 
opulent  and  the  public  patronage  of  the  government,  have 
gone  hand  in  hand.  That  in  England  the  arts  have  risen  to 
their  present  excellence  by  private  patronage  alone.  That 
in  every  branch  of  art  which  depends  solely  on  private  sup- 
port, the  greatest  excellence  has  been  the  result ;  and  the 
British  ar.tist  at  present,  in  those  branches,  stands  unrivalled 
in  the  world  ;  but  that,  in  that  important  department,  histor- 
ical painting  (to  advance  which  effectually  a  monarch  or  a 
government  alone  are  able),  there  is  still  the  same  want  of 
support  or  established  system  of  reward,  though  the  Royal 
Academy  has  been  founded  sixty-two  j^ears,  and  the  British 
Gallery  twenty-five.  That,  though  your  honourable  House 
has  most  generously  afforded  the  student  the  most  distin- 
guished examples  ibr  the  improvement  of  his  taste,  in  the 
purchase  of  the  Elgin  Marbles  and  Ang.erstein  pictures,  yet 
the  attempt  of  any  British  artist  to  approach,  however  hum- 
bly, the  great  works  among  those  splendid  productions,  is  as 
much  an  effort  of  uncertain  speculation  and  probable  ruin  as 
before  they  were  purchased — for  no  other  reason  but  from  a 
want  of  a  system  of  public  encouragement,  by  an  annual  vote 
of  money,  as  in  France,  Germany,  Netherlands,  Prussia,  Rus- 
sia, Sweden,  Denmark,  and  Spain.  That,  in  the  late  founda- 
tion of  two  Universities  in  this  metropolis,  no  provision  was 
made  for  cultivating  the  taste  in  art  of  the  student ;  while 
in  France,  on  the  very  first  plan  for  establishing  a  Society 
for  the  Diffusion  of  Useful  Knowledge,  in  imitation  of  one 
founded  in  London,  the  fine  arts  Avere  at  once  placed  with 
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literature  and  philosophy,  thus  affording  a  most  remarkable 
evidence  of  the  relative  estimation  of  art  in  the  two  greatest 
nations  of  the  world.  That  your  petitioner  presumes  to  think 
this  proceeded  not  from  superiority  of  taste,  but  from  the  su- 
perior importance  given  to  the  arts  in  consequence  of  an  an- 
nual sum  bestowed  by  the  government  for  their  cultivation, 
thereby  raising  their  dignity  in  the  opinion  of  all  classes. 
That,  from  his  own  personal  experience,  your  petitioner  is  en- 
titled to  say,  that  no  moderate  vote  of  money  would  be  more 
popular  with  the  educated  middle  classes  than  such  a  vote  for 
such  purposes.  That  your  petitioner  is  even  ready  with  a  plan 
or  plans  for  such  a  system  of  reward  ;  and  respectfully  and  hum- 
bly begs  to  assure  your  honourable  House,  that,  till  the  En- 
glish historical  painter  is  placed  on  a  level  with  the  portrait 
painter — till  he  is  saved  from  the  struggles  of  poverty,  and 
degradation  and  imprisonment  are  not  permitted  to  be  the 
conclusion  of  a  life  of  arduous  labour  and  indefatigable  anxi- 
ety— till,  in  fact,  the  honourable  House  of  Commons,  or  the 
government,  cease  to  think  his  wants  not  worthy  of  national 
consideration — the  arts  of  Britain,  however  high  and  however 
perfect  may  be  the  productions  of  a  domestic  nature,  will 
never  rank  with  those  of  Italy  or  Greece,  and  this  glorious 
country  never  by  foreign  nations  be  estimated  as  capable  of 
producing  painters  who  will  take  their  station  by  the  side  of 
the  poets,  the  philosophers,  the  statesmen,  or  the  heroes  which 
she  has  so  prolifically  produced.  And  your  petitioner  hum- 
bly trusts  your  honourable  House  will,  at  no  very  distant  pe- 
riod, take  this  beautiful  department  of  art  under  your  protec- 
tion, and  in  your  wisdom  devise  such  means  for  its  reward 
as  to  your  honourable  House  may  seem  fit.  And  your  peti- 
tioner will  ever  pray..  B.  R.  Haydon. 
"King's  Bench  Prison,  June  2,  1830." 

In  presenting  the  petition,  Mr.  Ellis  remarked  that  he  be- 
lieved the  petitioner  to  be  a  person  of  great  merit  in  his  pro- 
fession ;  but,  anxious  as  he  felt  to  encourage  the  fine  arts,  he 
could  not  recommend  a  grant  of  money  for  the  purpose. 

"  Anxious  as  he  felt !"  says  Haydon.  "  Divine  I  This  is 
something  like  Pitt's  anxiety  when  Lord  Elgin  applied  to 
him  for  public  aid  to  make  busts  and  drawings  in  Athens. 
Pitt  said,  anxious  as  he  felt  to  advance  the  arts,  he  could 
not  authorize  such  a  use  of  the  public  money,  and  directly 
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after  that  spent  £300,000  in  catamarans  to  blow  up  the 
flotilla  at  Boulogne.  Oh,  our  public  men  !  our  public  men  ! 
A  couple  of  tutors  of  painting  and  sculpture  at  Oxford  and 
Cambridge  would  send  them  into  Parliament  with  juster 
notions  of  what  was  due  to  the  arts  and  the  country." 
June  19th.  Now  came  the  result  of  his  application  to  Peel. 

"  Sir, — From  a  communication  I  have  had  from  the  Treas- 
ury, I  am  induced  to  hope  that  your  wife  and  family  will 
not  be  troubled  on  account  of  the  arrears  of  taxes  due,  and 
that  time  would  be  given  you  to  liquidate  those  arrears  by 
your  own  exertions. 

"  I  am,  sir,  your  obedient  servant,  Robert  Peel." 

"  Kind  and  good — God  bless  him.  Nothing  could  be  kind- 
er but  a  good  commission,  which  would  put  it  in  my  power 
to  pay  my  arrears." 

Here  is  a  Sunday  in  prison.  "  20th.  Passed  the  day  in  all 
the  buzz,  blasphemy,  hum,  noise,  and  confusion  of  a  prison. 
Thoughtless  creatures  !  My  room  was  close  to  theirs.  Such 
language  I  Such  jokes  I  Good  heavens  !  I  had  read  pray- 
ers to  myself  in  the  morning,  and  prayed  with  the  utmost 
sincerity  for  my  dearest  Mary  and  children,  and  to  hear  those 
poor  fellows,  utterly  indifferent  as  it  were,  was  really  distress- 
ing to  one's  feelings.  One  of  them  had  mixed  up  an  enor- 
mous tumbler  of  mulled  wine,  crusted  with  nutmeg,  and,  as 
it  passed  round,  some  one  hallooed  out,  '  Sacrament  Sunday, 
gentlemen  I'  Some  roared  with  laughter,  some  affected  to 
laugh,  and  he  who  was  drinking  pretended  to  sneer  ;  but  he 
was  awfully  annoyed.  And  then  there  was  a  dead  silence, 
as  if  the  blasphemy  had  recalled  them  to  their  senses.  After 
an  occasional  joke  or  so,  one.  with  real  feehng,  began  to  hum 
the  100th  Psalm,  not  in  joke,  but  to  expiate  his  previous 
conduct,  for  neither  he  nor  any  one  laughed  then,  but  seemed 
to  think  it  too  serious  a  subject. 

"  Ju?ie  26th.  The  King  died  this  morning  at  fifteen  min- 
utes past  three. 

"  Thus  died  as  thorough-bred  an  Englishman  as  ever  ex- 
isted in  the  country.     He  admired  her  sports,  gloried  in  her 
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prejudices,  had  confidence  in  her  bottom  and  spirit,  and  to 
him,  and  him  alone,  is  the  destruction  of  Napoleon  owino-. 
I  have  lost  in  him  my  sincere  admirer  ;  and,  had  not  his 
wishes  been  perpetually  thwarted,  he  would  have  given  me 
ample  and  adequate  employment. 

"  The  people  the  King  liked  had  all  a  spice  of  vice  in 
their  nature.  This  is  true.  There  was  a  rehshing  sort  of 
abandonment  about  them  which  marked  them  as  a  peculiar 
class  ;  and  one  could  judge  of  the  King's  nature  by  the  com- 
panions he  seemed  to  like.      Hammond  is  an  exception. 

"  Certainly  there  is  an  interest  about  vice,  when  joined  to 
beauty  and  grace.  The  devil  makes  his  instrument  inter- 
esting. 

"  The  account  of  his  death  is  peculiarly  touching.  There 
must  be  something  terrifically  awful  in  the  moment,  physical- 
ly considered.  His  lips  grew  livid,  and  he  dropped  his  head 
on  the  page's  shoulder,  and  saying,  'This  is  death!''  died. 

"  July  2d.   M ,  the  gunmaker,  is  in  prison  too.     I  met 

him.  He  has  all  the  slang  of  fashion,  without  the  excuse. 
He  said  to  me,  '  My  schedule  was  the  most  beautiful  sched- 
ule you  ever  saw,  d — n  me.'  Good  God,  what  a  state  of 
mind  !  A  gentleman  said  to  me,  '  When  you  are  in  this  place, 
you  must  get  rid  of  all  the  finer  feelings.'  '  Pardon  me,'  said 
I,  '  you  must  struggle  hard  to  keep  them.  This  is  your  only 
salvation.' 

"  5th.  Dear  Frank  came.  His  little  face  seemed  toned  by 
misfortune,  as  if  he  had  been  prematurely  thinking  about 
something  he  could  not  make  out.  Sweet  fellow  I  God  pro- 
tect him,  and  grant  him  virtue  and  genius. 

"  Orlando,  for  whose  schooling  I  have  been  imprisoned 
twice  and  arrested  once,  has  won  a  scholarship  at  Wadham 
College,  Oxford,  at  sixteen.  There  is  some  pleasure  in  suf- 
fering for  a  boy  like  this.      He  was  born  April  14th,  1814. 

"  1th.  There  was  a  report  last  night  that  Prince  Leopold 
had  shot  Wellington.  It  was  extraordinary  how  all  were  af- 
fected. It  was  as  if  our  shield  v/as  taken  from  us,  I  awoke 
in  the  morning,  and  felt  inclined  to  curse  Leopold.     I  never 
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saw  any  thing  like  the  general  feeling.  Notwithstanding  all 
the  abuse  of  Wellington,  we  could  soon  see  how  people  would 
take  his  sudden  death. 

''10th.  B dined  with  me.  A  fine  fellow — a  Water- 
loo hero  in  the  10th — the  picture  of  a  fine,  open,  generous 
soldier. 

"  12th.  In  a  state  of  torpor,  but  hoping  and  trusting  in  my 
Protector  ;  Lord  De  Dunstanville  sent  me  assistance. 

"  These  young  soldiers  are  fine  animals — nothing  more. 
They  talk,  act,  and  think  like  colts  suddenly  gifted  with  the 
power  of  expressing  their  thoughts. 

"  16th.  B married  a  daughter  of  Lord  O 's,  the 

lanthe  of  Byron.  Last  night  I  spent  an  hour  with  her. 
Here's  justice  I  There  sat  a  Waterloo  hero  covered  with 
wounds,  who  had  been  arrested  by  a  rascally  tradesman,  and 
had  every  debt  he  owed  nearly  doubled  by  law  expenses,  aft- 
er having  paid  £1000   to  that  tradesman.      There  sat  his 

accomplished    and   interesting  wife.     Poor  B has    the 

noblest  and  most  amiable  heart.  Many  prisoners  he  has 
paid  out.  They  all  come  to  him  when  they  are  in  want — 
some  to  pay  their  gate-fees — some  for  this,  and  some  for 
that  ;  and  here  he  is,  neglected  by  friends  to  whom  he  has 
lent,  and  by  whom  he  is  now  owed,  thousands,  harassed  by 

lawyers,  and  each  creditor  and  his  solicitor  (because  B 

has  friends)  pushing  their  expenses  to  the  utmost,  for  the  sake 
of  profiting  by  his  troubles. 

"  19th.  Again  put  on  my  trial,  and  again  honourably  ac- 
quitted. At  the  conclusion,  the  Chief  Commissioner  said, 
'  There  has  nothing  passed  this  day  which  can  reflect  in  the 
slightest  degree  on  your  character.' 

"  Throughout  the  whole  of  this  affliction  God  has  indeed 
been  merciful. 

"  20th.  Returned  to  my  family,  and  found  all  the  children, 
with  their  dear  mother,  quite  well,  and  happy  to  see  me.  I 
fell  on  my  knees,  and  thanked  God  with  all  my  heart  and  all 
my  soul.  Now  to  work  like  a  lion  after  a  fast,  as  soon  as  I 
am  settled. 
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"  21st.  Passed  the  day  in  a  dull  stupor,  as  if  recovering 
from  a  blow.  Studied  the  Xenophon,  but  quite  abroad.  The 
same  number  of  the  Times  contains  a  powerful  attack  on  the 
Academy — Kean's  farewell — my  insolvency,  and  the  King's 
funeral. 

"  A  true  picture  of  life.  If  the  Times  takes  up  the  art,  the 
thing  will  be  done. 

"  22d.  Saw  the  King  review  the  Lancers  in  the  Green 
Park.  He  looked  well.  Called  on  Sir  Robert  Peel  and  Lord 
StaHbrd.  After  coming  from  prison,  the  splendour  of  their 
residences  amazingly  impressed  my  imagination.  The  regi- 
ment of  Lancers  was  the  same  of  which was  major.     He 

saw  Napoleon  at  St.  Helena,  and  had  previously  known  Gour- 

gaud.      Gourgaud   wrote  his  name    in  's   pocket-book. 

When  at  St.  Helena,  he  showed  it  to  Bertrand,  who  under- 
stood the  hint.  Letters  were  directly  got  ready.  Lowe  sus- 
pected it — invited  him    to    dine,   and    searched  his   trunks, 

said  his  shirts  had  all  been  tumbled  about.     gave 

the  letters  to  a  lady,  who  sewed  them  in  her  stays.      They 

succeeded  in  bringing  them  over,  and  went  to  Paris, 

and  delivered  them.  They  were  of  the  greatest  consequence. 
When  Lord  B ,  from  parliamentary  influence,  was  pro- 
moted to  the  colonelcy  of  the  Lancers,  called  on  the 

Duke,  told  him  he  was  covered  with  wounds,  and  had  served 
in  the  Peninsular  War.     The  Duke  said,  '  Well,  sir,  you  did 

no  more  than  your  duty,  I  suppose.'     '  Perhaps  not,'  said , 

'  and  I'll  take  d — d  good  care  not  to  do  that  again,'  and  the 
next  morning  he  sent  in  his  resignation,  which  was  refused. 

"  It  aflected  me  to  see  this  gallant  regiment  to-day,  which 
he  had  disciplined,  while  he  himself  was  in  prison,  disgraced 
— at  the  mercy  of  tailors  and  lawyers,  villains  without  heart, 
who  make  use  of  the  law  of  arrest  as  a  means  of  profit. 

"  27th.  My  worthy  landlord,  Newton,  gave  me  a  commis- 
sion to  finish  Mercury  and  Argus  for  twenty  guineas.  So  I 
am  set  ofT.  Darling  gave  me  a  commission  to  paint  a  head 
for  ten  guineas.  Oh,  if  I  can  keep  out  of  debt  and  carry  my 
great  object  I 
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"  31st.  Occupied  in  various  ways,  but  recovered  my  spirits 
and  health.  My  grocer  gave  me  a  commission  to  paint  his 
portrait.  I  could  be  very  moralizing  at  the  end  of  this  month, 
but  I  am  overstrained." 

This  was  the  time  of  the  glorious  Three  Days  in  Paris. 
Haydon  was  certainly  not  open  to  the  reproach  often  urged 
against  artists  of  indifference  to  public  events.  Many  pages 
of  his  Journal  are  filled  with  reflections  on  what  was  passing 
across  the  Channel,  of  which  the  following  may  serve  as  an 
example. 

"August  3d.  The  great  thing  will  be  to  take  care  that  fel- 
low Metternich  does  not  render  nugatory  this  glorious  popu- 
lar burst,  by  tampering,  by  negotiation,  or  by  artifice  ;  and  let 
the  French  depend  on  it,  he  will  attempt  it. 

"  With  respect  to  any  apprehensions  the  people  of  Europe 
may  entertain  that  the  monarchs  will  assemble  to  put  the 
French  people  down,  it  is  futile.  They  can't  do  it  if  they 
would.  The  very  same  reason  which  enabled  the  monarchs 
to  put  down  Napoleon,  because  the  people  were  roused  to  back 
the  monarchs,  will  enable  the  French  now  to  resist  the  mon- 
archs of  Europe  ;  and  if  the  monarchs  of  Europe  are  led 
astray  by  the  supposition  that  the  French  people  were  con- 
quered in  1815,  and  that  they  can  be  conquered  again,  they 
will  find  their  mistake. 

"The  French  people  were  not  conquered.  It  was  Na- 
poleon and  the  army  who  were  conquered.  The  people  never 
moved.  Had  they  done  so,  the  Allies  would  have  had  a  very 
different  result  of  their  efforts.  The  people  were  utterly  in- 
different to  the  fate  of  the  army  or  of  Napoleon.  They  had 
suffered  so  much  from  both  ;  and  they  submitted  with  a  wary 
patience  to  the  dictation  of  the  Allies. 

"  The  only  thing  to  apprehend  is,  that  their  inherent  na- 
tional vanity  will  lead  them  astray,  and  induce  them  to  at- 
tempt to  disturb  Europe  again,  for  the  mere  purpose  of  re- 
covering their  tarnished  military  glory. 

"  If  they  are  too  much  puffed  with  the  result  of  this  at- 
tempt, they  should  recollect  that  both  the  guards  and  the  line 
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did  not  exert  themselves  to  the  full  extent  of  their  power. 
There  was  something  indecisive — something  of  feeling  for  the 
people  they  were  killing — something  of  that  doubt  which  al- 
ways attends  a  bad  cause. 

"  Politics  are  not  my  profession  ;  but  still,  in  such  days, 
when  there  is  evidently  a  struggle  bursting  forth  for  human 
rights,  no  man  can  be  indifferent ;  and  I  conclude  as  I  be- 
gan, by  affirming,  without  fear  of  refutation,  that  no  nation 
will  ever  secure  their  liberty  who  do  not  begin,  as  we  began, 
by  first  shaking  off  the  overwhelming  pressure  of  superstition. 
Till  they  do,  the  enlightened  may  lay  down  schemes  of  right, 
and  law,  and  justice,  but  they  will  never  be  permanent — 
never ;  and  the  battle  will  ever  be  to  fight,  when  it  will  ap- 
pear to  have  been  long  won. 

"  Sth.  Walked  to  Hampstead  with  dear  Frank,  and  en- 
joyed the  air  and  sweet-scented  meadows.     Thought  of  the 

poor  prisoners  in  the  Bench,  B and  others,  who  would 

have  rehshed  this  sweet  smell.  What  I  have  seen  and  what 
I  have  suffered  always  give  a  touch  of  melancholy  to  my  en- 
joyments. 

"  The  recollection  of  these  three  days  haunts  me  like 
Waterloo.  The  same  enthusiasts  who  would  have  made 
us  succumb  to  Napoleon  are  beginning  again  with  their  ad- 
monitions. 

"  IQth.  Thank  God,  the  French  have  settled  their  govern- 
ment, and  the  Duke  of  Orleans  is  king.  What  a  great  point 
for  liberty  over  the  whole  earth  I 

"  How  discreet,  how  active,  how  judicious  are  the  French 
become  I  How  useful  is  adversity.  At  their  first  revolution 
they  acted  like  a  set  of  monsters  just  escaped  from  a  long 
slavery,  who  had  got  hold  of  razors,  and  were  exasperated  at 
seeing  the  marks  of  chains  on  their  limbs.  Now  they  have 
acted  like  just  men,  enraged  at  the  prospect  of  losing  their 
rights,  and  magnanimously  merciful  as  soon  as  they  have  ob- 
tained them. 

"  Still  I  fear  their  character.     Nous  vei'rons. 

'■'■  Wth.  I  hope  the  fools  here  won't  overdo  their  joy.    They 

D  2 
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should  remember  we  can  obtain  our  wished-for  reforms  by 
law;   and  though  we  may  be  longer,  it  is  better  to  be  so 
The  firmness  of  the  English  character  is  such,  that  if  soldiers 
and  people  get  to  loggerheads,  no  matter  for  what  cause,  they 
will  fight  till  both  are  exterminated. 

"  I  hope  Mr.  Hobhouse  will  allow  that,  if  his  darling  Na- 
poleon had  been  victorious  at  Waterloo,  the  present  happy 
prospects  of  France  would  never  have  been  realized.  Wel- 
lington therefore  contributed,  by  the  destruction  of  Napoleon, 
to  this  desired  event.  I  pity  the  Duchess  D'Angouleme. 
Wilkie  and  I  saw  her  in  1814  at  chapel — the  picture  of  cry- 
ing sorrow,  humbleness,  absence  of  mind,  and  meekness  of 
appearance.  The  Duke  was  the  meanest  of  the  mean.  I 
wondered  then  how  such  a  people  as  the  French  could  bear 
such  wretches  as  the  Bourbons  looked,  with  the  exception  of 
Louis,  who  had  a  keen  black  eye,  and  appeared  intellectual. 

"All  the  old  officers  with  crosses  of  St.  Louis  were  a  di- 
minutive, mean  race,  in  comparison  with  the  produce  of  the 
Revolution.  While  Louis  was  praying  I  stood  observing 
them,  when  an  old  bigot  of  an  officer,  on  his  knees,  struck 
mine  twice,  and  said,  '  a  bas,  a  has,  Moiisieur .' 

"  \2th.  Every  thing  goes  on  in  France  as  it  ought  to  do, 
and  I  hope  will  end  so.  But  as  to  attributing  it  to  the  pure 
love  of  the  French  for  liberty — nonsense. 

"  The  principal  feeling  was  mortification,  increasing  for 
fifteen  years,  at  having  the  family  forced  on  them. 

"  I  only  hope  the  French  will  not  exasperate  the  English 
by  attributing  the  English  subscriptions  to  the  widows  to 
our  apprehension  of  their  power.  God  knows  :  such  is  their 
vanity.  However,  they  have  been  well  bled  and  blistered, 
and  are  certainly  improved." 

This  month,  too,  brought  another  mouth  to  feed. 

"  l^th.  At  half  past  five  in  the  morning  was  born  a  fine 
boy,  whom  I  think  I  shall  call  Benjamin  Robert  Haydon. 
God  protect  him  and  his  dear  mother. 

"  As  a  proof  of  Shakspeare's  intense  truth,  while  dearest 
Mary  was  lying  in  agony.  Darling  sitting  quietly  waiting,  and 
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I,  with  my  head  in  my  hands,  listening  to  her  moans,  little 
Frank,  who  was  soundly  sleeping  just  by,  laughed  in  a  dream. 

"  *  There  was  one  did  laugh  in  his  sleep,  and  one  cried 
murder,'  says  Macbeth. 

"  This  has  been  ridiculed  as  too  violent  a  contrast — as  if  it 
was  unnatural  to  bring  in  a  dreamer  laughing  at  the  instant 
a  murder  was  being  committed,  while  here  was  a  dreamer 
laughing  at  the  very  instant  agonies  of  the  bitterest  descrip- 
tion were  going  forward." 

He  had  now  on  hand  an  engraving  from  his  small  pict- 
ure, painted  the  year  before,  of  Napoleon  musing  at  St.  He- 
lena. 

"  28th.  Out  the  whole  day  on  business  connected  with  the 
print  of  Napoleon.  1  saw  Beauvinet,  the  publisher,  who  had 
a  tri-coloured  ribbon  in  his  button-hole.  There  is  a  look  about 
the  French  which  is  insufferable.  While  I  was  talking  I  felt 
my  blood  boil  up,  I  could  not  tell  why.  Wait  a  little — till 
they  get  settled — till  they  are  acknowledged  by  Europe — and 
if  the  great  nations  be  not  forced  to  divide  them  before  100 
years  are  over,  I  am  no  politician.  They  be  at  peace  I  Ab- 
surd. They  can't  be  quiet — they  never  will ;  and  soon  we 
shall  hear  of  the  Rhine  and  Belgium  being  the  natural  bound- 
aries of  France. 

"  2()th.  Out  all  day  about  my  print.  What  a  bore  busi- 
ness is.  I  wonder,  too,  men  of  business  ever  come  to  a  con- 
clusion. The  chicanery,  the  selfishness,  the  petty,  paltry 
meanness  of  their  mutual  attempts  to  overreach  each  other, 
is  enough  to  drive  a  man  out  of  his  senses. 

"  Think  of  coming  from  the  sublime  conception  of  my  head 
of  Lazarus  to  bargain  about  a  print  with  a  French  dealer — 
100  ounces  of  civet ! 

"  September  Sd.  I  sent  the  Duke  the  first  proof  of  Napo- 
leon, and  though  occupied,  as  he  must  be,  with  the  affairs 
of  Europe  at  this  moment,  he  returned  an  answer  directly. 

'' '  London,  September  2,  1830. 
"  '  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compUments  to 
Mr.  Haydon. 
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"  '  The  Duke  begs  leave  to  return  his  thanks  to  Mr.  Hay- 
don  for  his  letter,  and  for  sending  to  the  Duke  a  print.'  " 

His  friend  Dr.  Darling  was  now  sitting  to  him  for  his  por- 
trait. 

"  Ath.  Hard  at  work,  and  made  a  complete  study  of  Dar- 
ling's head,  which  is  a  very  fine  one.  I  am  interested,  and 
will  struggle  hard  to  succeed. 

"  &th.  At  work — painting  one  coat,  one  waistcoat,  one  cra- 
vat, &c. 

"  1th.  A  portrait  painter  should  make  out  his  bill. 

To  two  eyes,  at  10  guineas  each £2\  0  0 

a  nose 5  5  0 

two  lips  (red,  &c.) 6  6  0 

two  cheeks  (fine  complexion,  &c.) 5  5  0 

lobe  of  the  ear 1  1  0 

38  17  0 

To  one  cravat 1  1  0 

half  a  coat 1  1  0 

one  finger 1  1  0 

To  a  white  cloud,  table  and  back  of  chair, 

and  curtain 5  5  0 

48     5     0 
To  altering  mouth  to  a  smile,  and  brown- 
ing g]ray  hair 115     0 

£50     0     0 

"  10^^.  Began  again  Xenophon  on  the  saleable  size  of 
Eucles.  I  could  not  bear  to  look  at  the  two.  If  they  had 
not  put  me  in  prison,  I  should  nearly  have  done  it  the  size 
of  life.  April,  May,  June,  July,  August,  all  fine  months  for 
working  and  light.  I  have  now  September,  October,  Novem- 
ber, December,  January,  February,  March. 

"  \&th.  At  work  on  my  portrait,  but,  alas  !  I  really  lose  all 
inspiration — I  can't  tell  why.  A  leaden  demon  seems  to 
weigh  on  my  pencil ;  and  it  is  a  pang  to  think  my  Xenophon 
was  behind  ;  and,  would  any  man  believe,  I  often  scrawled 
about  my  brush,  and  did  nothing,  while  I  was  studying  Xeno- 
phon through  the  openings  of  my  easel. 


1830.]    PORTRAITS  :  LETTER  FROM  THE  DUKE.       85 

"  I  shall  certainly  be  very  eminent  as  a  portrait  painter, 
not  a  doubt  of  it  I 

"  I  yesterday,  after  a  long  absence,  came  in  contact  with 
the  Last  Judgment  of  Michael  Angelo  ;  perhaps  I  was  better 
qualified  to  judge  than  if  I  had  had  it  constantly  under  my 
eye. 

"  The  swinging  fierceness  of  action  was  astonishing,  but  I 
prefer  the  Theseus,  and  Ilissus,  and  fighting  Metope.  The 
style  is  Florentine  —  grand,  flowing,  ponderous,  imposing, 
sledge-hammering  blackguard. 

"  October  2d.  Out  the  whole  day  on  business.  Heard  from 
Lady  Stafibrd,  who  kindly  interested  herself  in  getting  Lord 
Stafford  to  assist  me  with  <£50  to  get  my  eldest  step-son  ma- 
triculated at  Oxford,  for  which  I  am  to  paint  a  picture.  It 
is  very  good  and  kind  of  Lord  Stafford. 

"  \2th.  I  wrote  the  Duke,  calhng  his  attention  to  the  re- 
port of  Guizot,  who  had  recommended  the  King  to  employ 
the  historical  painters  to  commemorate  the  late  events.  I 
contrasted  the  condition  of  the  art  here.  I  said  that  my  Je- 
rusalem, which  his  Grace  had  admired,  was  in  a  cellar  ;  that 
Etty's  picture  was  in  a  shop  ;  and  that  Hilton  had  had  no 
employment  for  two  years.  I  asked  his  Grace  if  he  would 
suffer  England  to  be  inferior  to  France.  I  sent  my  letter  at 
nine  in  the  morning  to-day  ;  at  two  came  the  following  an- 
swer : 

"  '  London,  October  12th,  1830. 

"  '  Sir, — I  have  received  vour  letter. 

"  '  It  is  certainly  true  that  the  British  public  give  but  little 
encouragement  to  the  art  of  historical  painting.  The  reason 
is  obvious.  There  are  no  funds  at  the  disposal  of  the  Crown 
or  its  ministers,  that  are  not  voted  by  Parliament  upon  esti- 
mates, and  applied  strictly  to  the  purposes  for  which  such 
funds  are  voted. 

"  '  No  minister  could  go  to  Parliament  with  a  proposition 
for  a  vote  for  a  picture  to  be  painted,  and  there  can  be,  there- 
fore, no  such  encouragement  here  as  there  is  in  other  countries 
for  this  art. 

"  *  I  am  much  concerned  that  I  can  not  point  out  the  mode 
in  which  this  want  of  encouragement  can  be  remedied. 
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"  '  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir,  your  most  obedient  humble 
servant,  Wellington.' 

*'  I  can  not  say  his  Grace's  reasoning  is  conclusive.  I  shall 
answer  it.  Canning  shirked  the  question.  Wellington  has 
grappled  with  it,  but  I  think  it  will  give  him  a  squeeze." 

Here  is  a  sad  letter  : 

"  14:th.  This  perpetual  pauperism  will  in  the  end  destroy 
my  mind.  I  look  round  for  help  with  a  feeling  of  despair 
that  is  quite  dreadful.  At  this  moment  I  have  a  sick  house, 
without  a  shilhng  for  the  common  necessaries  of  life.  This 
is  no  exaggeration.  Indulged  by  my  landlord,  indulged  by 
the  Lords  of  the  Treasury  for  my  taxes,  my  want  of  employ- 
ment and  want  of  means  exhaust  the  patience  of  my  dearest 
friends,  and  give  me  a  feeling  as  if  I  were  branded  with  a 
curse.  For  God's  sake,  for  the  sake  of  my  family,  for  the 
sake  of  the  art  I  have  struggled  to  save,  permit  me,  my  Lord 
Duke,  to  say,  employ  me.  I  will  honour  your  patronage  with 
all  my  heart  and  all  my  soul !" 

(No  answer.) 

And  a  sad  sequel.  "  15th.  The  harassings  of  a  family  are 
really  dreadful.  Two  of  my  children  are  ill.  Mary  is  nurs- 
ing. All  night  she  was  attending  the  sick,  and  hushing  the 
suckling  with  a  consciousness  that  our  last  shilling  was  then 
going.  I  got  up  in  the  morning  bewildered — Xenophon  hard- 
ly touched — no  money — butcher  impudent — tradesmen  all  in- 
sulting. 1  took  up  my  book  of  private  sketches  and  two  prints 
of  Napoleon,  and  walked  into  the  city.  Moon  and  Boys  had 
sold  all.  This  was  good  news  to  begin  with.  Hughes,  Kear- 
sey's  partner,  advanced  me  five  guineas  on  the  sketch-book. 
I  sold  my  other  prints,  and  returned  home  happy  with  £S  45. 
in  my  pocket. 

**  How  different  a  man  feels  with  money  in  his  pocket  I  I 
bought  for  sixpence  a  cast  for  the  children. 

"  I  met  a  man  of  £40,000  at  Kearsey's.  He  talked  of 
Virgil  and  art.  I  was  in  no  spirits  to  answer  him.  I  thought 
of  my  dear  Mary  at  home,  harassed,  surrounded  by  little  chil- 
dren, some  ill,  all  worreting." 

In  the  mean  time  he  had  again  written  to  the  Duke  in  the 
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old  strain,  on  the  old  subject,  urging  the  proposal  of  a  grant 
of  public  money  for  the  encouragement  of  art.  His  answer 
came,  prompt  and  decisive  as  ever. 

**  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr. 
Haydon,  and  has  received  his  letter  of  the  14th. 

"  The  Duke  is  convinced  that  Mr.  Haydon's  own  good  sense 
will  point  out  to  him  the  impossibility  of  doing  what  he  sug- 
gests." 

"  Conclusion  for  the  season  I 

"  Impossibility,  from  Wellington's  mouth,  must  be  impos- 
sibihty  indeed.  He  can't  answer  my  letter.  It  is  evident, 
he  is  worried  about  finance.  At  any  rate,  it  is  a  high  honour 
to  hear  from  him  in  this  way.  And  his  letters  this  time 
show  more  thinking  on  the  subject  than  the  last.  At  it  again 
at  a  future  time. 

•*  25th.  Out,  selling  my  prints.  Sold  enough  for  mainte- 
nance for  the  week.  Several  people  looked  hard  at  me  with 
my  roll  of  prints,  but  I  feel  more  ashamed  in  borrowing  money 
than  in  honestly  thus  selling  my  labours.  It  is  a  pity  the 
nobility  drive  me  to  this  by  their  neglect. 

"  2Qth.  Hard  at  work  ;  rubbed  in  Lord  Stafford's  picture 
— Venus  and  Anchises  quarrelling. 

"  21th.  Hard  at  work.  Gave  instructions  to  a  young  writ- 
ing-master in  painting  at  10s.  &d.  a  lesson.  I  painted  in  a 
head  in  black  and  white  for  him.  Showed  him  how  to  mass 
his  lights  and  shadows,  and  then  put  in  his  extreme  darks 
and  lights,  at  which  he  was  enraptured  ;  said  '  scales  had 
fallen  from  his  eyes.'  He  lamented  his  incapacity  to  pay 
more  than  IO5.  6fZ. 

"  2^th.  Provided  shoes  for  my  dear  Mary,  and  a  dinner  for 
my  family.  What  an  extraordinary,  invisible  sort  of  stirring 
is  the  impulse  of  genius.  You  first  feel  uneasy,  you  can  not 
tell  why.  You  look  at  your  picture,  and  think  it  will  not  do. 
You  walk  for  air  —  your  picture  haunts  you.  You  can  not 
sleep  ;  up  you  get  in  a  fever,  "when  all  of  a  sudden  a  great 
flash  comes  inside  your  head,  as  if  a  powder-magazine  had 
exploded  without  any  noise.     Then  come  ideas  by  millions — 
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the  difficulty  is  to  choose.  Xenophon  cheering  on  the  point 
of  a  rock  came  flashing  into  my  head.  It  is  a  hit.  Every 
body  says  it  will  do.  1  am  sure  of  it.  The  world  will  echo 
it.  It  is  the  finest  conception  I  ever  saw.  I  speak  as  my 
own  critic.  I  know  it  is  wrong  to  say  so.  I  care  not.  0 
God  I  grant  me  life  and  health  to  complete  this  grand  work  I 

"  How  mysteriously  I  was  impelled  to  begin  it — by  an  urg- 
ing when  on  the  brink  of  ruin.  Am  I  then  reserved  for  some- 
thing ?  I  know  it  —  I  feel  it.  O  God,  my  Creator,  Thou 
knowest  it.  Thou  knowest  I  shall  not  die  till  I  have  accom- 
plished that  for  which  I  was  born  I 

"  November  \st.  Out  selling  prints.  Brought  home  <£4 
13s.  Od. 

"  2d.  Out  selling  prints.  Brought  home  £3.  The  whole 
of  the  first  impression  is  gone. 

"We  still  have  justice  here.  Every  thing  for  which  I 
used  to  despise  mankind  I  have  been  obliged  to  do.  I  used 
to  despise  Wilkie  for  taking  about  his  prints,  as  if  it  was  not 
honester  and  infinitely  more  respectable  than  borrowing 
money  without  a  certainty  of  paying  it  again. 

"Alas  I  I  was  imperfectly  brought  up." 

All  readers  will  remember  the  anxiety  that  prevailed  this 
year  about  the  sovereign's  visit  to  the  city,  and  the  specula- 
tions that  were  rife  as  to  the  wisdom  or  unwisdom  of  its  be- 
ing put  off'.  The  following  extract  may  throw  some  light 
upon  the  sort  of  fears  that  influence  ministers.  The  inform- 
ation referred  to  was  given  on  the  8th. 

''10th.  The  following  is  a  curious  letter.  My  servant  said 
her  father  knew  the  ringleader  of  a  gang  who  were  determ- 
ined to  attack  the  Duke.  I  wrote  the  Duke  immediately, 
and  received  an  instant  answer.  I  was  not  going  to  turn  in- 
former until  I  had  more  positive  evidence,  or  involve  a  poor 
man  in  trouble  on  mere  ipse  dixit.  I  examined  the  girl,  and 
she  denied  it,  but  this  would  not  do.  I  sent  for  her  father, 
and  he  promised  to  come,  but  he  never  came,  and  it  turned 
out  her  mother  had  scolded  her  for  saying  any  thing  about  it. 
I  have  no  doubt  of  it  myself.     My  object  was  to  set  his  Grace 
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on  his  guard,  and  if  any  thing  more  palpable  had  come  out, 
I  would  have  remitted  the  name  and  address.  I  am  perfectly 
convinced  that,  had  the  King  gone  to  the  city,  most  dreadful 
scenes  would  have  happened,  and  then  Avhat  an  outcry  against 
ministers  for  not  preventing  His  Majesty. 

"  A  Whig  said  to  me,  '  Grey  is  coming  in.'  '  Is  he  ?'  said 
I.  '  When  I  see  Wellington  out,  I'll  believe  it.'  Ah,  little  do 
they  think  what  is  hid  beneath  that  simple  face." 

"  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr. 
Haydon,  and  has  received  his  note  of  this  morning,  for  which 
he  is  very  much  obliged  to  him. 

"  The  Duke  requests  that  Mr.  Haydon  will  be  so  kind  as 
to  call  upon  Mr.  Phillips,  the  Under-Secretary  of  State  at  the 
Home  OMice,  and  state  to  him  in  detail  the  circumstances 
to  which  he  adverts  in  his  note  to  the  Duke,  the  names  of 
the  persons  who  are  determined  to  attack  him,  kc,  inc. 

"London,  November  8th,  1830." 

On  the  3d  Haydon  had  Avritten  to  the  Directors  of  the 
British  Gallery.  It  must  have  been  pressing  necessity  indeed 
which  wrung  this  letter  from  a  high-spirited  man. 

"  Mr.  Haydon  presents  his  respects  to  the  noblemen  and 
gentlemen  who  compose  the  committee  at  the  British  Galle- 
ry, and  begs  to  appeal  to  them  in  his  present  struggling  con- 
dition, with  eight  children  and  nothing  on  earth  left  him  in 
property  but  what  he  is  clothed  with,  after  twenty-six  years 
of  intense  and  ardent  devotion  to  painting,  after  leaving  a 
capital  property  and  handsome  income  from  pure  devotion  to 
historical  art. 

"  Mr.  Haydon  is  well  aware  that  more  discretion  in  his 
early  life  would  probably  have  placed  him  in  a  very  difler- 
ent  condition  ;  and  had  he  borne  what  he  conceived  injustice 
on  the  part  of  the  Royal  Academy  with  more  temper,  such 
bitter  ruin  as  he  has  been  afflicted  with  would  certainly 
never  have  happened  ;  but  still  he  was  never  actuated  by 
any  mean  motive  :  his  love  of  art,  more  than  a  just  regard 
for  his  own  personal  interest,  he  can  conscientiously  affirm 
was  his  great  inducement. 

"  Perhaps  the  Directors  of  the  British  Gallery  will  not 
think  too  severely  of  his  endeavouring,  by  an  appeal  to  their 
feelings,  to  avert  further  calamities  from  his  family. 
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"  The  kindness  of  Lord  Stafford  in  lately  giving  him  a  small 
commission  has  saved  them  from  wanting  the  commonest  nec- 
essaries, and  if  the  committee  would  aid  him  by  a  moderate, 
though  not  unimportant  sum  to  finish  his  Xenophon,  it  would 
perhaps  enable  him  to  keep  out  of  debt  for  the  rest  of  his 
life.  Should  the  committee  feel  sufficient  interest  to  receive 
any  pleasure  from  seeing  the  picture,  Mr.  Haydon  need  not 
say  how  honoured  he  should  be  to  show  it  them  before  they 
decide  whether,  for  the  purpose  of  considering  it,  they  should 
think  him  entitled  to  assistance.  Out  of  the  £14,000  given 
by  the  Gallery,  Mr.  Haydon  has  never  had  but  £200,  and 
out  of  the  £75,000  spent  in  sales,  only  £60.  Mr.  Haydon 
is  quite  aware  that  this  is  no  one's  fault  but  his  own,  yet  he 
can  not  help  asking,  in  conclusion,  whether  the  committee 
think,  should  they  even  honour  him  by  a  commission,  he  is 
likely  now  to  fail,  when  through  life  he  has  ever  exerted 
himself  to  the  utmost  when  such  a  distinction  has  been  con- 
ferred. 

"  Mr.  Haydon  anxiously  apologizes  for  this  intrusion,  and 
hopes  he  may  be  so  happy  as  to  receive  an  answer  which  may 
reanimate  his  labours." 

On  the  11th  came  the  answer — such  an  answer  as  such  a 
letter  was  likeliest  to  produce. 

"British  Institution,  November  11,  1830. 

"  Sir, — I  am  desired  by  the  Directors  of  the  British  Insti- 
tution to  inform  you  that  your  letter  of  the  3d  instant  has 
been  this  day  laid  before  them,  and  further  to  add  that  the 
only  way  in  which  they  can  entertain  the  subject  of  it  is  by 
requesting  your  acceptance  of  £50,  a  draft  for  which  I  have 
now  the  honour  to  inclose. 

"  I  beg  you  to  believe  me,  Sir,  most  faithfully  your  obedi- 
ent servant,  Charles  Beloe,  Secretary." 

The  days  were  gone  by  in  which  he  would  have  spurned 
this  alms,  and  the  £50  was  accepted  with  thanks  for  the 
kindness  of  the  Directors. 

"  I'ith.  I  called  on  Lord  Farnborough.  He  was  grown 
old.  The  interview  was  interesting.  He  seemed  ashamed 
of  the  £50.  He  talked  of  Lawrence.  He  said  his  family 
would  have  nothing  but  the  £3000,  the  result  of  his  exhi- 
bition.    He  wondered  how  it  was.     I  told  him,  the  moment 
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I  got  into  trouble,  I  met  Lawrence  in  all  quarters,  at  which 
he  drew  his  hand  across  his  face,  as  if  shocked  at  my  frank- 
ness in  talking  so  of  a  President.  But  I  was  determined  to 
let-  him  know  I  was  aware  of  Sir  Thomas's  condition,  and 
would  not  be  considered  the  only  embarrassed  gentleman  in 
the  art." 

Now  came  what  but  ten  days  before  seemed  so  improbable 
— the  downfall  of  the  Wellington  administration,  and  the  ad- 
vent of  Lord  Grey  to  power.  Haydon  remarks  on  these  great 
changes  :  "  18^^.  Wellington  is  out  I  Thus  ends  that  im- 
mortal Tory  ministry,  whose  energy  and  true  English  feeling 
carried  them  through  the  most  tremendous  contest  that  ever 
nation  was  engaged  in.  The  military  vigour,  the  despotic 
feeling  engendered  by  twenty-five  years  of  furious  war,  ren- 
dered them  unfit,  perhaps,  to  guide  the  domestic  policy  of 
the  country  ;  and  though  the  Whigs  would  have  sacrificed 
the  honour  and  grandeur  of  Old  England  for  the  sake  of  ad- 
vancing the  abstract  principles  of  the  French  Revolution,  and 
consequently  were  very  unfit  for  the  war  with  Napoleon, 
now  that  the  danger  is  over,  they  are  perhaps  more  adapted 
to  carry  the  country  through  its  present  crisis.  God  grant 
they  may. 

"  22d.  The  Whigs  have  come  in  at  a  tremendous  crisis. 
God  grant  they  may  be  equal  to  the  opportunity.  If  they 
rise  in  proportion  to  the  tide,  they  will  prove  a  blessing  to 
the  world.     I  dread  their  inexperience  in  office.  . 

"  24:th.  But,  after  all,  inexperience  is  soon  got  rid  of  The 
mighty  principle  is  the  thing.  The  Holy  Alliance  is  dashed 
to  atoms  forever — that  incubus  on  independent  impulse. 

"  25th.   Called  to  congratulate  Lord  Brougham. 

"  I  sent  in  my  card  and  begged  one  minute.  The  servant 
came  out  and  said,  '  My  Lord's  compliments  ;  he  can't.'  As 
the  door  opened,  I  heard  the  buzz  of  a  secretary.  The  serv- 
ant, who  knew  me,  looked  arch  as  he  said  '  My  Lord.' 

"  And  now  Brougham  has  the  power,  we  shall  see  if  the 
Whigs  do  any  thing  for  art  I" 

In  December  of  this  year  happened  an  event  which  caused 


92  MEMOIRS    OF    B.   R.    HAYDON.  [1830. 

Haydon  both  pride  and  satisfaction.  Sir  Robert  Peel  gave  him 
a  commission  for  a  picture  of  Napoleon  at  St.  Helena — (the 
subject  he  had  already  painted  in  cabinet  size  the  year  before) 
— nay,  more,  called  on  Haydon  and  received  a  lecture  on  art. 

"  Sth.  Sir  Robert  Peel  called,  and  gave  me  a  commission 
to  paint  Napoleon  musing,  the  size  of  lite. 

"  He  liked  the  Xenophon  much.  He  seemed  greatly  iuter- 
ested.  I  asked  him  to  walk  into  my  plaster-room.  He  mis- 
took the  Ilissus  for  the  Theseus,  and  asked  if  the  fragment  of 
the  Neptune's  breast  was  the  Torso. 

"  Now,  had  I  been  lecturer  on  art  at  Oxford  when  he  was 
a  student,  he,  Sir  Robert,  as  a  minister  oi"  England,  should 
not  have  mistaken  a  fragment  of  the  Elgin  Marbles  for  the 
Torso  of  Apollonius. 

"  He  seemed  very  desirous  of  information,  and  asked  it 
candidly,  but  the  state  of  his  information  was  evidence  how 
Lawrence  must  have  laughed  in  his  sleeve,  and  flattered  his 
ignorance,  to  get  at  his  money.      I  will  not  do  this. 

"  It  is  a  great  point,  his  giving  me  such  a  commission,  and 
his  calling.  He  said,  '  There  is  a  great  opening  for  a  portrait 
painter.'  'Yes,'  I  replied  ;  'but  I  fear  Lawrence's  power 
of  seizing  and  transferring  the  most  beautiful  expressions  of 
people's  faces  is  likely  to  be  unrivalled.'  He  replied,  'What 
do  you  mean  1'  I  explained,  and  added,  that  Lady  Peel  and 
Miss  Croker  were  the  finest  instances  of  female  expression  in 
different  ways  in  art, 

"  I  hope  this  visit  will  lead  to  good.  So  great  a  friend  as 
he  is  of  the  Academy  Avould  hardly  take  such  a  step  without 
some  ultimate  desire  to  do  me  good,  or  to  ascertain  whether 
I  merit  the  obloquy  I  have  met  with.  My  keeping  my  word 
to  him  to  pay  up  my  taxes  has  had  no  bad  effect. 

"  This  commission  will  be  an  interruption.  Sir  Robert 
Peel  asked  me  what  I  had  for  whole-lengths  :  I  said  what 
was  true.  100  guineas.  I  ought  to  have  said  200.  but  100 
was  the  truth.     (It  was  wrong*  of  him  to  take  advantage  of 

*  Haydon  was  ill-judging  enough  to  make  subsequent  allusions  to 
this  in  letters  to  Sir  Robert  Peel,  and  even  to  make  a  demand  of  a 
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this,  and  pay  me  100  guineas  only,  as  if  Napoleon  was  a  com- 
mon  whole-length.      Thirty  he  sent  afterward.) 

"  ^th.  The  interview  yesterday  only  convinces  me  of  the 
necessity  of  lectures  at  Oxford,  and  that  such  a  system  is  the 
only  chance  for  the  art  and  manufactures  of  the  country.  At 
the  same  time,  Peel  showed  fine  natural  taste.  He  said,  '  Do 
the  Elgin  Marbles  deserve  all  that  has  been  said  of  them?' 
*  More,  if  possible.'  '  Why  ?'  '  I  will  tell  you.  These  two 
legs  and  thighs  illustrate  all.  The  foot  of  No.  1  is  turned 
out,  that  of  No.  2  is  turned  in.  These  two  actions  of  the  foot 
make  all  the  difierence  of  marking  in  the  respective  legs  and 
thighs.' 

"  I  showed  him  another  foot.  '  You  can  see  at  once,'  said 
he,  '  the  decided  superiority.     What  beauty  I' 

"  This  was  genuine,  because  on  showing  him  the  Venus  he 
thought  the  instep  fat.  I  showed  him  the  roll  of  skin  under 
Neptune's  arm-pit,  and  proved  to  him  that  the  union  of  the 
accidents  of  Nature  with  ideal  beauty  was  the  great  principle 
of  Phidias,  which  all  subsequent  ages  lost  sight  of  in  search 
of  a  higher  ideal  beauty,  and  made  life  no  longer  visible. 

"  He  saw  this  at  once,  and  I  will  venture  to  say  I  did  him 
more  good  in  ten  minutes  than  ever  Lawrence  did  in  ten 
years. 

"  Wth.  Out  the  whole  day  making  studies  for  Napoleon's 
hat,  with  as  much  care  as  I  would  for  the  anatomical  con- 
struction of  a  limb.  I  know  it  now  as  well.  The  hat  fitted 
me  exactly,  and  my  skull  is,  like  Napoleon's,  twenty-two  inch- 
es in  circumference.  There  was  something  terrific  about  its 
look,  and  it  excited  associations  as  powerful  as  the  helmet  of 
Alexander  I 

"  l^th.  Began  Napoleon  for  Sir  Robert  Peel.  God  bless 
its  commencement,  progression,  and  conclusion. 

"  nth.   Called  on  Sir  Robert  Peel,  who  introduced  me  to 

higher  price.  Sir  Robert  Peel,  was  naturally  annoyed  at  this  after 
the  inquiry  and  answer  given  here.  And  Haydon  himself,  when  the 
sting  of  necessity  was  not  goading  him,  admitted  the  folly  of  his  con- 
duct in  this  particular. — Ed. 
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Lady  Peel,  and  treated  me  with  the  greatest  kindness.  I  do 
not  wonder  at  Sir  George  saying  to  me  once,  '  What  a  day 
we  passed  yesterday  at  Peel's  I  Such  a  wife,  such  children, 
such  a  dinner,  and  such  pictures  I'  Egad,  I  agree  with  him'. 
His  collection  is  quite  exquisite — the  rarest  specimens  of  Dutch 
and  Flemish  power.  He  is  a  fine  creature.  His  conduct  on 
the  Catholic  question  was  a  Roman  sacrifice  of  feeling. 

"  18th.  Moderately  at  work.  Wrote  Sir  Robert  Peel,  stat- 
ing my  wish  to  devote  myself  to  Napoleon,  and  saying  it  was 
impossible  unless  he  aided  me  by  some  portion  in  advance. 
God  knows  if  this  may  offend  him  or  not.  I  hope  not,  but 
the  sure  way  to  get  on  with  people  of  fashion  is  never  to  ask 
them  for  money.  However,  as  Sir  R.o.bert  sent  to  me  in 
prison,  he  will  not  be  angry  at  my  request. 

"' Whitehall,  Dec.  18th. 

"  '  Sir, — I  inclose,  in  pursuance  with  your  request,  a  draft 
for  thirty  guineas  on  account  of  the  picture  which  you  are 
painting  for  me.  I  meant  to  have  offered  it  to  you,  and 
therefore  need  not  assure  you  that  I  can  not  be  in  the  least 
degree  displeased  with  the  application. 

"  '  I  am.  Sir,  your  faithful  servant,  Robert  Peel.' 

"  I  wrote  the  Duke  for  leave  to  sketch  some  part  of  Na- 
poleon's dress  from  one  of  his  pictures.     Here  is  his  answer. 

"  '  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to 
Mr.  Haydon,  and  has  received  his  note. 

"  '  The  Duke  has  four  pictures  of  Napoleon  in  different 
costumes.  On  his  return  to  town,  he  will  desire  that  they 
may  be  brought  together,  and  prepared  for  Mr.  Haydon's  in- 
spection. 

'"Winchester,  Dec.  23d,  1830.' 

"  Read  Moore's  second  volume=^  with  such  intensity  I  for- 
got the  last  day  of  the  year,  a  thing  I  never  did  before  in  my 
life. 

"The  year  is  ended,  but  it  is  too  late  now  to  philosophize. 

"I  am  convinced  Byron's  Italian  excesses  were  not  from 
love  of  vice,  but  experiments  for  a  new  sensation  on  which 
*  Of  Byron's  Life  and  Journals. 
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to  speculate.     After  debauchery,  he  hurried  away  in  his  gon- 
dola, and  spent  the  night  on  the  waters. 

"  On  board  a  Greek  ship,  when  touching  a  yataghan,  he 
was  overheard  to  say,  '  I  should  like  to  know  the  feelings  of  a 
murderer.' 

"  This  contains  the  essence  of  his  moral  character  ;  and  his 
assertion  that  he  relished  nothing  in  poetry  not  founded  on 
fact,  that  of  his  poetical. 

"  For  the  great  mercies  of  the  year  past,  0  Lord,  accept 
my  deep  gratitude  ;  for  the  corrections,  deep  submission  to 
Thy  sacred  will.     Amen." 

And  so  ends  the  Journal  for  1830. 

1831. 

Haydon  opened  this  year  in  diligent  application  to  the 
large  picture  of  Napoleon  for  Sir  Robert  Peel,  though  with 
some  despondency  at  first. 

''January  29th.  All  passed  since  the  11th  in  a  fit  of  en- 
nui and  self-reproach,  which  my  misfortunes  and  the  remeni- 
brance  of  them  sometimes  generate.  I  struggle  and  vanquish 
my  despondency,  but,  in  spite  of  all,  these  fits  hold  dominion 
now  and  then  for  the  time.  By  God's  help  I  will  get  out. 
The  cloud  will  pass,  and  a  successful  day's  hit  will  soon  re- 
store my  faculties. 

"  February  5th.  I  am  like  Wellington's  soldiers,  who,  after 
a  hard  campaign,  got  ill  the  moment  they  moved  into  win- 
ter quarters.  The  moment  that  from  any  cause  I  leave  ofT 
hard  work,  my  fibres  seem  to  relax,  and  I  get  ill  nuilgre  moi. 

"  Thomas  Hope  is  dead,  my  early  patron,  and  the  purchaser 
of  my  first  picture  ;  a  good  but  capricious  man.  He  objected 
to  my  painting  Solomon  the  size  of  life,  though  he  had  given 
a  French  painter  800  guineas  just  before  for  Damocles,  full 
size.  He  got  offended,  yet  when  I  was  ill  he  sent  me  X200 
in  the  noblest  manner,  and  insisted  I  should  not  consider  it 
as  a  debt. 

"  &th.  I  dreamed  Napoleon  appeared  to  me  and  presented 
me  with  a  golden  key.      This  was  about  a  month  since.      It 
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is  curious.  I  have  lately  had  singular  dreams  :  as  Achilles 
says,  the  shades  of  our  friends  must  be  permitted  to  visit  us. 

"  Miss  Edgeworth  called  w^ith  Mrs.  Lockhart.  There  was 
great  simplicity  and  sense  in  Miss  Edgevi^orth.  Mrs.  Lock- 
hart  is  a  Miranda  in  nature. 

"  Sth.  Succeeded  at  last  in  getting  Napoleon  firm  on  his 
legs.  Strange  I  did  it  at  once  in  the  small  sketch,  and  miss- 
ed it  when  meaning  to  be  very  grand  in  the  large  picture. 
Dreamed  Michael  Angelo  came  to  me  last  night  in  my  paint- 
ing-room. I  talked  to  him,  and  he  shook  hands  with  me.  I 
took  him  to  the  small  medallion  over  my  chimney-piece,  and 
said,  '  It's  very  like,  but  I  do  not  think  your  nose  so  much 
broken  as  I  had  imagined.'  I  thought  it  strange  in  my  dream. 
I  could  not  make  it  out  how  he  came  there.  He  had  a  brown 
coat  and  complexion.  I  certainly  think  something  grand  in 
my  destiny  is  coming  on,  for  all  the  spirits  of  the  illustrious 
dead  are  hovering  about  me. 

"  I  dreamed  the  other  night  I  crept  through  a  window  into 
the  Capella  Sistina,  and  thought  the  power  in  the  Prophets 
terrific.  I  saw  a  hand  of  Jeremiah  modelled  with  touches 
which  I  shall  never  forget.  No  man,  I  thought,  has  been 
worse  engraved. 

"  My  eyes  and  health  are  recovered.  I  burn  in  my  feel- 
ings with  some  undefined  anxiousness  of  expectation,  '  some 
unborn  greatness  in  the  womb  of  time,'  which  I  can't  de- 
scribe, but  I  seem  as  if  I  was  seized  with  supernatural  com- 
munication, and  start  up  in  solitude.  I  expect  a  'Dira  fa- 
des,'' or  a  smiling  angel  beckoning  and  pointing. 

"  ^th.  In  my  painting-room  from  a  quarter  past  eight  till 
four  incessantly  glazing  ;  it  is  the  most  nervous  operation  in. 
the  art.  The  sky  is  not  what  I  imagine  it  ought  to  be. 
Titian  would  have  gone  solidly  through  it  as  I  did  first ;  no 
modern  scrambling  and  tricks,  but  a  manly,  fair,  masterly, 
solid  painting,  and  then  skilful,  flat,  concealed  glazing. 

"  \Qth.  Strained  exceedingly  in  my  feelings.  Wound  up 
the  sky  and  sea.     The  sea  I  am  proud  of,  not  the  sky  yet. 

"  Sir  Robert  was  to  have  called,  but  did  not.     One  hund- 
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red  guineas  is  all  I  asked,  but  it  is  too  little.  I  meant  that 
was  my  price  for  a  whole-length. 

"  West  told  me  he  never  knew  what  it  was  to  have  a  head 
or  stomach.  I  should  think  so,  from  his  colour  and  expres- 
sion. They  were  all  by  a  man  who  had  neither  head,  stom- 
ach, or  heart. 

"  lith.  Out  all  day  about  money  and  rooms.  I  called  on 
Sir  Robert  Peel.  I  found  him  sitting  in  his  magnificent  li- 
brary, reading,  and  very  pale.  He  seemed  harassed.  He 
promised  to  call  to  see  his  picture.  In  the  afternoon  he  call- 
ed, and  was  much  pleased.  I  showed  him  all  my  studies  from 
the  Elgin  Marbles.  I  explained  their  principles,  and  what 
gave  them  their  superiority.  He  listened  with  great  atten- 
tion. I  hope  I  have  done  his  mind  good.  But  he  had  a 
cowed  air.  Why,  I  know  not.  Politically  he  is,  I  dare  say, 
harassed  about  this  Reform  Bill,  and  his  party  perhaps  want- 
ing him  to  take  the  lead,  and  he  is  really  unwilling  to  leave 
the  sweets  of  private  life  for  the  turbulence  and  harass  of  a 
public  situation. 

"  What  would  I  not  give  for  such  a  library  I  Sir  Robt.  Peel 
is  a  most  amiable  man,  very  sincere,  diffident,  and  nervous." 

Haydon,  as  usual,  furnished  a  description  of  the  picture 
when  exhibited,  from  which  I  extract  the  passage  which  fol- 
lows. 

"  Napoleon  was  peculiarly  alive  to  poetical  association  as 
produced  by  scenery  or  sound  ;  village  bells  with  their  echo- 
ing ding,  dong,  dang,  all  bursting  full  on  the  ear,  now  dying 
in  the  wind,  affected  him  as  they  affect  every  body  alive  to 
natural  impressions,  and  in  the  eve  of  all  his  great  battles, 
you  find  him  stealing  away  in  the  dead  of  the  night,  between 
the  two  hosts,  and  indulging  in  every  species  of  poetical 
revery. 

"It  was  impossible  to  think  of  such  a  genius  in  captivity, 
without  mysterious  associations  of  the  sky,  the  sea,  the  rock, 
and  the  solitude  with  which  he  was  enveloped  :  I  never 
imagined  him  but  as  if  musing  at  dawn,  or  melancholy  at 
sunset,  listening  at  midnight  to  the  beating  and  roaring  of 
the  Atlantic,  or  meditating  as  the  stars  gazed  and  the  moon 
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shone  on  him ;  in  short,  Napoleon  never  appeared  to  me  but 
at  those  seasons  of  silence  and  twilight,  when  Natm-e  seems 
to  sympathize  with  the  fallen,  and  when,  if  there  be  moments 
in  this  turbulent  earth  fit  for  celestial  intercourse,  one  must 
imagine  these  would  be  the  times  immortal  spirits  might  se- 
lect to  descend  wdthin  the  sphere  of  mortality,  to  soothe  and 
comfort,  to  inspire  and  support  the  afflicted. 

"  Under  such  impressions  the  present  picture  was  produced. 
I  imagined  him  standing  on  the  brow  of  an  impending  cliff, 
and  musing  on  his  past  fortunes — sea-birds  screaming  at  his 
feet — the  sun  just  down — the  sails  of  his  guard-ship  glitter- 
ing on  the  horizon,  and  the  Atlantic  calm,  silent,  awfully 
deep,  and  endlessly  extensive. 

*'  I  tried  it  in  a  small  sketch,  and  it  Avas  instantly  pur- 
chased ;  I  published  a  print,  and  the  demand  is  now  and 
has  been  incessant ;  a  commission  for  a  picture  the  full  size 
of  life,  from  one  well  known  as  the  friend  of  artists  and  pa- 
tron of  art,  followed,  and  thus  I  have  ventured  to  think  a 
conception  so  unexpectedly  popular  might,  on  this  enlarged 
scale,  not  be  uninteresting  to  the  public. 

"  No  trouble  has  been  spared  to  render  the  picture  a  re- 
semblance :  its  height  is  Napoleon's  exact  stature,  according 
to  Constant,  his  valet,  viz.,  five  feet  two  inches  and  three 
quarters  French,  or  five  feet  five  inches  and  a  half  English  ; 
the  uniform  is  that  of  one  of  the  regiments  of  Chasseurs  ; 
every  detail  has  been  dictated  by  an  old  officer  of  the  regi- 
ment ;  and  his  celebrated  hat  has  been  faithfully  copied  from 
one  of  Napoleon's  own  hats  now  in  England. 

"  The  best  description  I  ever  saw  of  Napoleon's  appearance 
was  in  the  letter  of  an  Irish  gentleman,  named  North,  pub- 
lished in  the  Dublin  Evening  Post,  and  as  it  is  so  very  char- 
acteristic, it  may  amuse  the  visitor.  He  saw  him  at  Elba  in 
1814,  and  thus  paints  him  : 

"  '  He  but  little  resembles  the  notion  I  had  of  him,  or  any 
other  man  I  ever  saw.  He  is  the  squarest  figure,  I  think,  I 
ever  remember  to  have  seen,  and  exceedingly  corpulent.  His 
face  is  a  perfect  square,  from  the  effects  of  fat,  and,  as  he  has 
no  whiskers,  his  jaw  is  thrown  more  into  relief;  this  descrip- 
tion, joined  to  his  odd  little  three-cornered  cocked  hat,  and 
very  plain  clothes,  would  certainly  give  him  the  appearance 
of  a  vulgar  person,  if  the  impression  was  not  counteracted  by 
his  soldierly  carriage,  and  the  peculiar  manner  of  his  walk- 
ing, which  is  confident  theatrical  and  a  little  ruffian-like,  for 
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he  stamps  the  ground  at  every  step,  and  at  the  same  time 
twists  his  body  a  httle.  He  was  dressed  that  day  in  a  green 
coat,  turned  up  with  a  dirty  white,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.  His  neck 
is  short,  his  shoulders  very  broad,  and  his  chest  open.  *  *  * 
*  *;  #  Jjis  features  are  remarkably  masculine,  regular,  and 
well  formed.  His  skin  is  coarse,  unwrinkled,  and  weather- 
beaten.  His  eyes  possess  a  natural  and  unaffected  fierce- 
ness, the  most  extraordinary  I  ever  beheld  :  they  are  full, 
bright,  and  of  a  brassy  colour.  He  looked  directly  at  me, 
and  his  stare  is  by  far  the  most  intense  I  ever  beheld.  This 
time,  however,  curiosity  made  me  a  match,  for  I  vanquished 
him.  It  is  when  he  regards  you  that  you  mark  the  singular 
expression  of  his  eyes — no  frown — no  ill  humour — no  affecta- 
tion of  appearing  terrible  ;  but  the  genuine  expression  of  an 
iron,  inexorable  temper.'  " 

The  exhibition  of  the  picture  was  opened  in  April,  but  the 
dissolution  of  Parliament,  and  the  agitation  of  the  Reform 
question,  were  fatal  to  its  success.  The  failure  left  the  paint- 
er once  more  in  embarrassment,  which  had  now,  indeed,  be- 
come normal  with  him.  His  own  powers  of  application  to 
his  art  were  diminished  by  the  political  excitement  of  the 
times,  in  which  he  shared  to  the  full,  writing  letters  on  Re- 
form to  The  Times,  of  which  he  declares  himself  very  proud, 
and  filling  his  journals  with  political  reflections  and  specula- 
tions instead  of  sketches  and  criticism  of  books  or  pictures. 

Haydon's  mind  was  certainly  not  limited  to  the  range  of 
his  art.  I  have  already  pointed  out  that  each  successive 
picture  served  him  as  an  introduction  to  some  distinct  branch 
of  knowledge  or  information,  which  was  keenly  and  search- 
ingly  followed  up.  This  picture  of  Napoleon  suggests  to  him 
long  and  elaborate  reflections  on  the  conduct  and  character 
of  the  Emperor,  with  which  it  does  not  appear  necessary  to 
trouble  the  reader. 

In  April  Wordsworth  was  in  town. 

'^  April  I2th.  Wordsworth  called  after  an  absence  of  sev- 
eral years.  I  was  glad  to  see  him.  He  spoke  of  my  Napo- 
leon with  his  usual  straightforward  intensity  of  diction.  We 
shook  hands  heartily.     He  spoke  of  Napoleon  so  highly  that 
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I  wrote,  and  asked  him  to  give  me  a  sonnet.     If  he  would 
or  could,  he'd  make  the  fortune  of  the  picture. 

"  20th  to  2&th.  All  lost  in  politics,  heat,  fury,  discussion, 
and  battling.  Never  was  such  a  scene  seen  as  in  the  House 
of  Lords  last  Friday.  The  Marquis  of  Londonderry  bent  his 
fist  at  the  Duke  of  Richmond,  and,  if  it  had  not  been  for  the 
table,  w'ould  certainly  have  struck  him, 

"  21th,  28th.  There  was  an  illumination  last  night.  The 
mob  broke  all  windows  which  had  no  lights.  They  began 
breaking  the  Duke's,  but  when  the  butler  came  out  and  told 
them  the  Duchess  was  lying  dead  in  the  house,  they  stopped. 
There  is  something  affecting  in  the  conqueror  of  Napoleon 
appealing  for  pity  to  a  people  he  had  saved. 

"  3Iay  1st.  Since  the  10th  of  March  I  have  done  little. 
The  exhibition,  in  consequence  of  the  dissolution,  fell  to  noth- 
ing. I  closed  it  last  night,  though  there  never  was  a  picture 
so  admired,  or  that  made  so  complete  a  hit  with  the  con- 
noisseurs. 

"Worked  to-day  at  the  Xenophon.  I  have  two  commis- 
sions for  Napoleon,  and  only  wait  for  a  remittance.  God 
bless  my  efforts  again. 

'"21st.  To  day,  after  an  absence  of  some  years,  I  visited 
Lord  Stafford's  gallery,  now  belonging  to  Lord  Francis.* 
There  I  met  Wilkie  and  Colhns,  with  whom  I  associated  for 
twenty  years  in  this  very  place.  Since  we  last  met  here, 
since  we  last  studied  here  the  beautiful  pictures  from  which 
I  originally  gained  all  I  know  in  colour,  we  had  lost  Sir 
George,  who  gave  a  double  relish  to  every  thino-. 

"Wilkie  seemed  duller.  The  pictures  did  not  appear  to 
be  so  fine  as  I  used  to  think  them.  I  strolled  about,  devoid 
of  all  enthusiasm,  and  when  Wilkie  began  to  think  about  the 
composition  of  a  bit  of  Raphael's  drapery,  I  thought  how  un- 
worthy a  subject  to  occupy  any  man  while  the  Poles  were  fight- 
ing for  existence.     The  times  are  too  full  of  impulse  for  art. 

"  22d.  Took  dear  Frank  to  school.  The  pang  of  separa- 
tion from  a  dear  child  born  in  trouble,  and  nurtured  in  con- 

"^  The  Earl  of  Ellesmere. 
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vulsion,  who  had  shared  our  sorrows,  and  reflected  our  joys 
in  his  beautiful  face,  was  pamful.  Mary  cried  bitterly.  The 
children  were  grave,  and  all  night  I  kept  dreaming  he  was 
ill  used  by  the  servants.  I  pray  God  most  sincerely  he  may 
be  able  to  stand  it.  This  dear  boy's  birth  is  recorded  in  my 
Journal  for  1823.  He  was  our  first  child,  and  I  overwhelmed 
him  with  an  eager  interest  which  broke  him  down. 

'■'■June  1st.  Oh  dear — this  is  sad  work  I  Nothing  but  one 
day's  painting,  and  the  rest  sketching — sucking  in  fresh  air — 
basking  in  sunsets — rolling  with  my  children  on  the  grass, 
and  observing  Nature.  But  the  last  summer  was  spent  in 
prison  ;  and  there  is  something  to  be  said  when  I  find  myself 
with  a  guinea  in  my  pocket  and  no  duns  before  me.  How- 
ever, to  work  I  must  go  ;  and  to-morrow,  as  an  earnest,  I 
am  to  select  my  horse  at  the  Guards  for  Xenophon.  It  must 
be  a  mottled  Sienna  horse,  which  will  set  ofT  the  light  on  the 
fair  one. 

"  Since  I  last  wrote,  poor  Jackson  is  gone.  A  more  amiable, 
inoffensive  man  never  lived.  He  had  a  fine  eye  for  colour, 
but  not  vast  power,  and  could  not  paint  women.  He  is  the 
first  of  the  three  to  go.  God  protect  him.  It  is  curious  what 
a  set  came  in  together  under  Fuseli  :  Wilkie,  Mulready, 
Collins,  Pickersgill,  Jackson,  Etty,  Hilton,  and  myself  I 
have  produced  Landseer,  Eastlake,  Lance,  and  Harvey ; 
Wilkie  the  whole  domestic  school. 

"  June  9th.  Mrs.  Siddons  died  this  morning — the  greatest, 
grandest  genius  that  ever  was  born  I  Peace  to  her  immortal 
shade  I  She  was  good,  and  pious,  and  an  afTectionate  mother. 
Posterity  can  never  properly  estimate  her  power,  any  more 
than  Ave  can  estimate  Garrick's.  Hail  and  farewell  I  What 
a  splendid  Pythoness  she  seemed  when  reading  Macbeth  I 
And  when  acting  Lady  Macbeth — what  a  sight  I" 

The  12th  of  June  brought  Wordsworth's  promised  sonnet. 

*'  My  dear  Haydon, — I  send  you  the  sonnet,  and  let  me 
have  your  '  Kingdom'  for  it.  What  I  send  you  is  not  warm, 
but  piping-hot  from  the  brain,  whence  it  came  in  the  wood 
adjoining  my  garden  not  ten  minutes  ago,  and  was  scarcely 


102  MEMOIRS    OF    B.    R.   HAYDON.  [1831. 


more  than  twice  as  long  in  coming.  You  know  how  much 
I  admired  your  picture  both  for  the  execution  and  the  con- 
ception. The  latter  is  first-rate,  and  I  could  dwell  upon  it  for 
a  long  time  in  prose,  without  disparagement  to  the  former, 
which  I  admired  also,  having  to  it  no  objection  but  the  regi- 
mentals. They  are  too  spruce,  and  remind  one  of  the  parade, 
which  the  wearer  seems  to  have  just  left. 

"  One  of  the  best  caricatures  I  have  lately  seen  is  that  of 
Brougham,  a  single  figure  upon  one  knee,  stretching  out  his 
arms  by  the  sea-shore  towards  the  rising  sun  (William  the 
Fourth),  which,  as  in  duty  bound,  he  is  worshipping.  Do  not 
think  your  excellent  picture  degraded  if  I  remark  that  the 
force  of  the  same  principle,  simplicity,  is  seen  in  the  bur- 
lesque composition,  as  in  your  work,  with  infinitely  less  effect, 
no  doubt,  from  the  inferiority  of  style  and  subject,  yet  still  it 
is  pleasing  to  note  the  under-currents  of  affinity  in  opposite 
styles  of  art.  I  think  of  Napoleon  pretty  much  as  you  do,  but 
with  more  dislike,  probably  because  my  thoughts  have  turned 
less  upon  the  flesh  and  blood  man  than  yours,  and  therefore 
have  been  more  at  liberty  to  dwell  with  unqualitied  scorn 
upon  his  various  liberticide  projects,  and  the  miserable  selfish- 
ness of  his  spirit.  Few  men  of  any  time  have  been  at  the  head 
of  greater  events,  yet  they  seem  to  have  had  no  power  to  cre- 
ate in  him  the  least  tendency  towards  magnanimity.  How, 
then,  with  this  impression,  can  I  help  despising  him  ?  So 
much  for  the  id(jl  of  thousands.  As  to  the  Reformers,  the 
folly  of  the  ministerial  leaders  is  only  to  be  surpassed  by  the 
wickedness  of  those  who  will  speedily  supplant  them.  God 
of  Mercy  have  mercy  upon  poor  England  I  To  think  of  this 
glorious  country  lackeying  the  heels  of  France  in  religion 
(that  is  no  religion),  in  morals,  government,  and  social  order  1 
It  can  not  come  to  good,  at  least  for  the  present  generation. 
They  have  begun  it  in  shame,  and  it  wall  lead  them  to  misery. 
God  bless  you.  Yours,  Wm.  Wordsworth. 

"  You  are  at  liberty  to  print  the  sonnet,  with  my  name, 
when  and  where  you  think  proper.  If  it  does  you  the  least 
service,  the  end  ibr  which  it  is  written  will  be  answered. 
Call  at  Moxon's,  Bond  Street,  and  let  him  give  you  from  me, 
for  your  children,  a  copy  of  the  selections  he  has  just  publish- 
ed from  my  poems. 

"  Would  it  not  be  taken  as  a  compliment  to  Sir  Robert 
Peel,  who  you  told  me  has  purchased  your  picture,  if  you  were 
to  send  him  a  copy  of  the  sonnet  beibre  you  publish  it  ? 
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Sonnet  to  B.  R.  Haydoji,  Esq.,  composed  on  seeing  his 
Picture  of  Boncvparte  on  the  Island  of  St.  Helena. 

"  Haydon  I  let  worthier  judges  praise  the  skill 
Here  by  thy  pencil  shown  in  truth  of  lines 
And  charm  of  co-lours ;  /  applaud  those  signs 
Of  thought,  that  give  the  true  poetic  thrill — 
That  unincuuiberd  whole  of  blank  and  still — 
Sky  without  cloud — ocean  without  a  wave — 
And  the  one  Man,  that  labour'd  to  enslave 
The  world,  sole  standing  high  on  the  bare  hill — 
Back  turn'd — arms  folded — the  unapparent  face 
Tinged  (we  may  fancy)  in  this  dreary  place 
With  light  reflected  from  the  invisible  sun, 
Set — like  his  fortunes  !  but  not  set  for  aye 
Like  them — the  unguilty  Power  pursues  his  way. 
And  before  Him  doth  dawn  perpetual  sun." 

'■'■June  12t.h.  I  received  to-day  the  news  of  my  son's  being 
rated,  and  another  great  pleasure,  Wordsworth's  sonnet,  and 
fancied  myself  the  greatest  of  men  when  I  was  returning  from 
my  walk  after  indulging  in  anticipation  of  a  certain  posthu- 
mous fame.  As  I  entered  my  hall  I  found  a  man  sitting  and 
writing.  He  told  me  what  he  wanted,  and  because  I  refused 
to  consent,  he  abused  me  excessively,  and  called  me  '  a  shab- 
by fellow,  a  d — d  shabby  fe-llow.' 

"  This  is  life — a  sonnet  in  the  morning,  and  damned  as  a 
shabby  fellow  in  the  evening. 

"  One  does  not  like  to  be  called  shabby,  and  it  made  me 
uneasy  all  the  evening. 

"  '  A  mingled  yam — a  mingled  yam !' 

"June  I8th.  Went  to  Oxford  about  my  son,  who  had  suf- 
fered great  privations,  and  lived  on  bread  and  water  for  break- 
fast, when  not  invited  out.  This  astonished  the  opulent  war- 
den and  proctors.  Perhaps  there  never  before  was  a  scholar 
who  did  this.  All  my  boys  are  brought  up  to  think  knowl- 
edge, virtue,  and  fame  can  onl^'  be  got  by  privations.  I  call- 
ed on  the  warden,  who  gave  him  the  highest  character.  The 
very  porter  at  the  gate  looked  mild  when  he  spoke  of  him, 
and  while  I  was  talking,  in  he  walked,  looking  good,  pure, 
and  intellectual. 

•'  Haymaii  will  be  distinguished,  I  am  convinced.     College 
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life,  properly  taken  advantage  of,  is  a  delightful  life.  Wad- 
ham  is  the  most  scholastic-looking  place  of  all  the  colleges. 

"  The  warden  looked  horror-struck  when  he  said,  '  I  fear 
he  does  not  always  eat  meat,'  as  if  not  eating  meat  was  the 
ne  ^plus  tdtro.  of  college  privations.  I  never  saw  a  place  that 
has  so  much  the  air  of  opulence  and  ease  as  Oxford. 

"  Orlando  has  behaved  like  a  hero.  I  told  him  he  must 
go  as  the  son  of  a  poor  man  to  make  knowledge  and  virtue 
his  great  objects,  and  to  consider  all  privations  as  the  price. 
He  has  done  so.  He  will  be  an  example  to  all  the  rest  of 
the  children.  No  boy  of  mine  can  go  to  college  but  such  as 
earn  the  means,  as  Orlando  has  done,  by  getting  a  scholar- 
ship at  sixteen. 

"  His  brother  is  rated  on  board  the  Prince  Regent  for  his 
good  behaviour,  and  Frank,  my  own  dear  son,  has  begun  his 
career  at  school.  I  have  now  his  sister,  seven  years  old,  to 
think  about  starting.  Frederick  is  a  fine  boy,  and  swears  he 
will  be  a  soldier.  Alfred,  in  bad  health,  handsome,  peevish, 
and  fretful,  says  he  will  be  a  painter.  (He  is  qualified  now 
for  an  R.  A.)  Harry  is  a  baby  ;  and  Fanny  ill.  God  spare 
my  life  to  see  all  educated,  refined,  and  honourable.  For 
happiness  in  life,  they  must  not  follow  my  example.  I  am 
of  the  Napoleon  species.  Wilkie  is  the  man  I  shall  ever  hold 
up  in  point  of  caution  and  integrity — though  not  of  heart ; 
but  heart  is  not  incompatible  with  prudence.  God  spare  my 
life  and  health  I  I  have  plenty  to  occupy  it — a  large  family 
and  a  large  picture. 

"  I  told  the  warden  I  was  for  a  fortnight  without  eating: 
jiieat  in  concluding  Solomon. 

"  But  for  these  scholarships,  no  poor  man  would  have  a 
chance  for  Oxford.  » 

"  2\st.  Thus  ends  half  the  year.  Finished  one  Napoleon 
— half  finished  another — four  sketches — and  advanced  Xen- 
ophon.  I  have  kept  no  regular  account  of  how  I  have  passed 
my  time.  I  must  begin  again,  or  rny  mind  will  be  injured. 
Saturday,  Sunday,  Monday,  and  to-day,  worked  hard  and  ad- 
vanced.    Horse  nearly  done.     Instead  of  that  detestable  cart- 
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horse  breed  of  Raphael  and  others,  I  have  tried  the  blood 
Arab.     It  seems  to  give  great  satisfaction. 

"  21th.  I  have,  God  be  thanked  I  advanced  Xenophon  this 
week  by  a  mighty  stride.  Worked  hard  and  late,  and  had 
what  I  used  to  call  the  glorious  ^az'^z^  feel.  I  remember  once 
in  1812  making  a  jorum  of  tea,  putting  it  all  into  a  wash- 
hand  basin,  and  dipping  it 'out  in  tea-cups  full — drinking  in 
ecstasy.  Nothing  like  your  tea  to  studious  men.  Nectar  is 
nothing  to  it.  This  was  after  painting  the  wicked  mother 
in  Solomon. 

^^  July  20th.  A  quarter  to  9.  This  moment  I  have  con- 
ceived my  background  stronger  than  ever.  I  strode  about 
the  room  imitating  the  blast  of  a  trumpet  —  my  cheeks  full 
Df  blood,  and  my  heart  beating  with  a  glorious  heat.  Oh, 
who  would  exchange  these  moments  for  a  throne  ? 
"  '  Here  is  my  throne — let  kings  bow  down  to  it !' 

"  Now  for  my  palette — and  then,  canvass,  look  sharp. 

^^ August  28th.  Out  of  town  to  Margate  and  Ramsgate  the 
whole  week.  Never  did  human  creatures  suck  in  sea  air 
with  such  rapture  as  I  and  my  dear  Mary  and  children.  The 
beach  at  Ramsgate  is  superb.  The  steady  blue  sea,  the  glit- 
cering  sail,  the  expansive  and  canopied  sky,  were  treats  that 
literally  overpowered  one's  eyes  and  faculties,  after  being  pent 
ap  in  brick  walls. 

"  It  is  five  years  since  we  were  at  the  sea — some  of  the 
children  never  saw  it.  Twice  I  have  been  imprisoned  ;  and 
I  thought  it  was  a  little  at  the  expense  of  principle  to  go 
without  settling  all  my  bills  ;  yet,  as  my  income  is  current, 
and  all  depends  on  my  talents,  and  the  developing  of  them  in 
health,  it  may  be  excused. 

"  What  a  scene  a  steam-boat  is  !  My  next  comic  picture 
shall  be  'A  Margate  steamer  after  a  gale — Land — Land  I'  I 
engaged  all  the  musicians  to  sit,  and  go  next  week  to  sketch 
the  locale  of  the  vessel. 

"31s^.  Thus  ends  August,  and  thus  end  the  eight  months 
— as  unsatisfactorily  passed  as  any  eight  since  I  began  the 
art.     Peel's  picture,  from  anxiety  to  do  better  than  well,  was 

E  2 
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a  dead  loss  ;  and  though  he  gave  me  130  guineas,  200  would 
hardly  have  paid  me.  I  am  melancholy — can  I  be  other- 
wise ?  After  twenty-eight  years'  work,  and  sincere  devotion, 
not  to  have  saved  one  guinea,  or  to  know  where  to  go  for  one 
in  case  of  sudden  illness,  broken  limbs,  or  fever.  Not  only  not 
to  have  any  property  left,  but  to  have  lost  all  that  I  had  ever 
saved — all  the  school-books  of  my  youth  ;  all  the  accumula- 
tions of  boyhood,  youth,  and  manhood — to  lose  impressions  of 
language  for  want  of  means  of  reference — to  forget  poets — 
to  have  Tasso  slide  from  my  mind,  and  almost  dear  Shaks- 
peare  fade  on  my  memory.  When  I  contrast  my  present  un- 
happy condition,  and  remember  myself  in  my  lather's  shop 
devouring  all  the  new  books,  surrounded  with  all  great  works 
— my  father's  shop  was  a  distinguished  library — when  I  rec- 
ollect it  was  at  my  service,  and  the  happy,  happy  hours  I  have 
spent  poring  over  astronomy,  geography,  and  acquiring  knowl- 
edge in  every  way,  and  then  bring  to  my  mind  the  penury  of 
my  present  condition,  it  forces  tears  to  my  eyes.  I  have  noth- 
ing left  on  earth  I  can  call  my  own  but  my  brains. 

'  Yet  my  landlord  is  benevolent  and  good — my  wife  loving 
— my  children  beautiful.  •  My  two  eldest  boys  are  doing  well 
— my  own  health,  though  not  unshaken,  yet  good — my  fame 
increasing  ;  but,  alas  !  debt  and  ruin  have  touched  the  honour 
of  my  name.  Yet  I  am  not  unhappy.  I  never  lose  the  mys- 
terious whisper,  *  Go  on,'  and  I  feel  that,  in  spite  of  calamity 
and  present  appearances,  if  I  am  virtuous  and  good,  I  shall, 
before  I  die,  carry  my  great  object. 

"  Washington  Irving  says,  '  Columbus  imagined  the  voice 
of  the  Deity  spoke  to  him,  to  comfort  him  in  his  troubles  at 
Hispaniola.'  No,  he  did  not  imagine  it ;  he  did  hear  it,  and 
it  did  speak.  Irving  calls  him  a  visionary.  Oh  no.  Irving 
has  no  such  object — he  has  no  such  communications. 

"Well,  adieu  August.  I  never  concluded  any  month  more 
calmly  melancholy,  or  more  prepared  when  it  pleases  God. 

"  Sept.  15th.    Owing  to  the  plague  of  exhibition,  to  the 
worrit  of  a  subscription,  the  harass  of  a  large  family,  my  in. 
terruptions  have  been  terrific.     It  is  impossible  to  go  on. 
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*'  Two  hundred  and  fifty-eight  days  have  passed,  and  I  have 
only  worked  legitimately  sixty-one,  leaving  197  days,  valua- 
ble days,  unprofitable  and  useless.  This  is  so  dreadful  my 
brain  almost  maddens.  A  picture  might  have  been  done, 
but  necessity  is  half  the  cause.  And  the  treatment  of  Peel, 
which,  to  tell  the  truth,  has  sunk  deep  into  me  ;  but  it  was 
my  own  fault,  though  he  might  have  behaved  more  nobly. 
Only  130  guineas  for  such  a  picture  as  Napoleon  !  I  expect- 
ed from  his  fortune  an  ample  reward.  It  is  no  use  to  despair. 
Oh  that  I  should  ever  speak  the  word — but  my  feelings  are 
very  acute.  He  did  not  behave  as  became  him,  and  I  con- 
ducted myself  w^ith  folly.  These  197  days  will  rise  up  to  my 
mind  at  my  lust  hour.  It  is  a  serious  crime.  Never  since  I 
began  the  art  have  I  been  so  guilty.  It  would  be  better  poli- 
cy to  say  nothing  ;  but  this  is  a  journal  of  my  mind  and  hab- 
its, and  in  conscience  I  can't  conceal  it.  The  state  I  have 
lately  been  in  is  shocking.  My  mind  fatuous — impotently 
drawling  over  Petrarch — dawdling  over  Pausanias — dipping 
into  Plutarch.  Voyages  and  travels  no  longer  exciting — all 
dull,  dreary,  flat,  and  disgusting.  I  seem  as  if  I  never  should 
paint  again.  I  look  at  my  own  Xenophon,  and  wonder  how 
I  did  it — read  the  Bible — jjloat  over  Job — doubt  reliffion  to 
rouse  my  faculties,  and  wonder  if  the  wind  be  East  or  S.S.W. 
— look  out  of  window  and  gape  at  the  streets — shut  up  the 
shutters,  and  lean  my  cheek  on  my  hand — get  irritable  for 
dinner  two  hours  before  it  can  be  ready — eat  too  much — 
drink  too  much,  and  go  to  bed  at  nine  to  forget  existence.  I 
dream  horrors — start  up — lie  down  again,  and  toss  and  tum- 
ble, and  listen  to  the  caterwauling  of  cats,  and  just  doze  away 
as  light  is  dawning  in. 

"  Delightful  life — fit  attendants  on  idleness.  With  my 
ambition  I  my  talents  I  my  energy  I     Shameful. 

"  18th.  Worked  hard.  Called  on  Leslie  in  the  morning. 
Talked  of  Byron.  Rogers  said  Moore  had  scarcely  read  his 
(Byron's)  manuscripts  ;  that  he  was  occupied,  and  lent  it 
about ;  that  the  women  read  the  worst  parts,  and  told  them 
with  exaggeration  ;  that  Moore  got  frightened  at  hearing  it 
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abused,  and  burned  it  without  ever  having  read  it  through. 
Irving  told  Leslie  he  had  read  a  part,  and  there  w^as  exquis- 
ite humour,  though  it  could  not  all  have  been  published, 

"  Belgrave  Hoppner  told  me  that  he  had  read  it,  and  it 
ought  to  have  been  burned. 

"  But  it  would  have  been  but  justice  to  have  heard  what 
Byron  could  say  about  his  marriage,  and  now  my  Lady  has  it 
ail  her  own  way. 

"  Leslie  said  Coleridge  and  Madame  De  Stael  met — each 
furious  talkers — Coleridge  would  talk.  The  next  day  she 
was  asked  how  she  liked  Coleridge.  '  For  a  monologue,' 
said  she,  '  excellent  ;  but  as  to  a  dialogue — good  heavens  I' 

"  She  would  have  been  better  pleased  if  Coleridge  could 
have  said  this  of  her.  For  that  evening,  never  were  two 
people  so  likely  to  hate  each  other." 

The  feelings  of  depression  which  at  this  time  beset  Hay- 
don  translate  themselves  in  the  pages  of  uneasy  questioning 
about  "  fate,  free-will,  foreknowledge  absolute,"  which  fill  the 
journals  of  these  months.  Besides  pecuniary  difficulties,  the 
political  agitation  of  the  time  had  probably  much  to  do  with 
this  mood,  as  it  distracted  the  painter  from  his  work,  and  as 
with  him  interruption  in  his  painting  was  always  a  source  of 
discomfort  and  dissatisfaction  with  himself  and  things  about 
him.  In  this  month  the  picture  of  Christ's  Entry  into  Jeru- 
salem was  sold  by  its  possessor,  for  Messrs.  Childs  and  Inman, 
of  Philadelphia.  Its  departure  from  England  was  a  heavy 
blow  to  the  painter. 

"  September  23d.  My  Jerusalem  is  purchased,  and  is  go- 
ing to  America.  Went  to  see  it  before  it  was  embarked.  Li 
the  room  was  a  very  fine  head  of  a  Pope,  by  Velasquez.  As 
this  opportunity  for  a  lesson  was  not  to  be  lost,  I  placed  it 
immediately  in  the  centre  of  my  picture,  and  compared  them 
closely.  The  head  by  Velasquez  was  fresher,  and  there  was 
evidently  no  yellow  in  it.  In  many  of  my  heads  the  yellow 
predominates  a  little  ;  but  the  penitent  girl,  and  the  Centuri- 
on and  the  Samaritan  woman,  kept  their  ground  triumphantly. 
After  this  I  will  fear  no  competition  with  any  other  work. 
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"  It  was  melancholy  thus  to  look  at  a  work  for  the  last  time 
which  had  excited  so  great  a  sensation  in  England  and  Scot- 
land, the  progress  of  which  had  been  watched  by  all  the  no- 
bility, foreign  ministers,  and  people  of  fashion,  and  on  the 
success  of  which  all  prospect  for  the  historical  art  of  the 
country  at  that  time  appeared  to  hang.  It  was  now  leaving 
my  native  country  forever,  where  I  had  hoped  to  have  seen 
it  placed  triumphantly  in  some  pubhc  building. 

"  However,  I  trust  in  God  it  will  be  preserved  from  fire 
and  ruin,  and  as  it  was  a  work  painted  with  the  most  fer- 
vent prayers  to  Him,  the  author  of  all  things,  for  health  and 
strength  to  go  through  it,  that  He  will  be  pleased  to  gran< 
that  it  may  cross  the  seas  in  safety,  and  do  that  good  in  Amer 
ica  it  has  failed  to  do  here. 

"  Out  the  whole  day  about  this  picture.  Its  condition  if- 
admirable.  It  was  painted  in  pure  linseed  oil,  and  not  a 
single  atom  of  gum  in  it,  or  on  it  since.  God  bless  it,  and 
the  result  of  its  mission.     What  a  disgrace  to  the  aristocracy  I 

"  2Aih.  Out  the  whole  day  on  money  matters.  I  should 
have  returned  without  a  guinea  but  for  the  kindness  of  my 
dear  friend  Talfourd,  who  lent  me  five  sovereigns.  I  wrote 
the  Dukes  of  Bedford  and  Devonshire  to  take  another  share — ■ 
to  no  purpose  yet.  I  am  nearly  through  Xenophon,  but  with 
not  a  shilling  for  the  winter,  and  my  children  literally  in  want 
of  stockings  for  the  cold.  Triumph  I  shall.  It  is  the  dowry 
of  Englishmen  to  contest  and  vanquish  impossibilities.  If 
this  Heform  Bill  passes,  whose  breast  will  not  broaden,  and 
heart  swell  ]  who  will  not  go  down  on  his  knees  and  thank 
God  he  was  born  in  England  ? 

"  28th.  Out  trying  to  arrange  and  defer  the  payment  of 
my  taxes  and  rates  till  Xenophon  was  done,  and  to  endeav- 
our to  get  the  next  month  entirely  clear  for  work.  Succeed- 
ed ;   but  what  time  is  lost. 

"  October  3d.  Hard  at  work  on  the  First  Child  for  my 
friend  Kearsey,  one  of  the  most  infernal  self-willed  devils  (ex- 
cept myself)  that  ever  lived.  This  engagement  is  of  long 
standing.     It  was  my  duty,  but  I  could  not  get  over  a  certain 
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disgust.  This  morning,  Xenophon  being  comparatively  off 
my  mind,  the  whole  of  this  last  subject  darted  into  it.  I  flew 
at  it  like  a  Turk,  and  to-night  (the  4th)  have  got  through  it, 
except  a  trifle  or  two. 

"  ^th.  Worked  from  eight  till  four  with  only  ten  minutes 
interval,  and  got  through  the  First  Child.  I  never  painted 
a  picture  so  quick  in  all  my  life. 

"  5th.  Out  to  get  money  to  pay  the  governess  of  my  chil- 
dren. Succeeded  by  the  kindness  of  my  friend  Clarke,  one  of 
my  trustees.  I  did  not  get  home  till  past  twelve.  One  called 
and  the  other  called,  and  I  then  worked  till  half  past  four, 
three  hours  and  a  half,  and  wound  up  my  small  picture  of 
the  First  Child,  though  I  painted  it  all  yesterday.  I  shall 
paint  some  more  small  pictures. 

"  &th.  After  working  with  intense  anxiety  to  keep  my  en- 
gagement with  Kearsey,  and  having  succeeded,  to  my  con- 
viction, in  producing  a  rapid  and  finished  sketch  with  char- 
acter, colour,  handling,  and  chiaroscuro,  I  took  it  down,  ex- 
pecting praise.  When  he  saw  it,  with  that  air  of  insolence 
money  gives  city  people,  he  said,  '  I  suppose  this  was  done  in 
three  quarters  of  an  hour  V  What  was  that  to  the  purpose  ? 
Were  there  not  all  the  requisites  of  art,  and  all  the  experience 
of  my  life  ?     There  were. 

"  I  took  my  leave,  and  went  to  see  Jerusalem  packed  up, 
which  was  carefully  and  excellently  done.  I  sighed  at  the 
thoughts  of  its  leaving  old  England,  but  it  is  better  in  Amer- 
ica than  in  a  cellar  in  London.  God  grant  it  may  have  a 
safe  passage. 

"  As  I  was  near  the  Bench  I  walked  over,  and  called  on 

poor  D ,  the  victim  of  the  commissioners  for  ten  years. 

He  was  altered,  and  spoke  in  a  voice  sinking  from  exhaustion. 
He  said  he  was  starving.  He  said  he  had  nothing  all  day 
yesterday.  All  his  clothes  were  gone.  I  gave  him  a  trifle, 
all  I  could  afford,  for  really  I  had  not  IO5.  I  felt  it  a  duty  ; 
and,  small  as  the  sum  was,  it  gave  me  a  glow  of  confidence 
in  God.  (The  widow's  mite.)  Well,  I  thought,  my  pros- 
pects of  getting  on  are  uncertain,  but  I'll  trust  where  I  have 
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never  trusted  in  vain.  In  coming  home,  I  took  shelter  from 
rain,  where  I  found  a  poor  Irish  match-woman,  and  a  sick 
boy  under  her  cloak,  crouching.  I  gave  her  a  penny.  It 
was  contemptible,  but  it  caused  me  pleasure.  I  came  home 
in  very  low  spirits.     Kearsey  had  behaved  like  an  ignorant 

brute  about  the  sketch  of  the  First  Child.     D had  made 

me  low,  and  I  did  not  know  where  to  get  a  guinea  myself, 
when  OU'  the  chimney-piece  I  found  a  letter  from  the  Duke 
of  Bedford  inclosing  ten  guineas,  and  begging  another  share. 
It  may  be  said,  whether  you  had  been  charitable  or  not.  the 
ten  guineas  would  have  been  there.  Perhaps  not.  I  like 
to  consider  it  more  than  a  happy  coincidence  I" 

Here  is  an  example  of  the  painter's  political  utterances  in. 
the  shape  of  a  letter  to  the  Times  on  the  rejection  of  the  Re- 
form Bill  by  the  Lords  in  this  month. 

To  the  Editor  of  The  Times. 

"  '  Let  not  England  forget  her  precedence  of  teaching  nations  how 
to  live.' — Milton. 

"  Sir, — The  Bill  is  rejected  ;  but  let  the  nation  remember 
it  has  been  legally  rejected.  The  Lords  are  a  component 
part  of  the  Legislature,  and  have  as  great  a  right  to  decide 
as  they  please  as  any  other  body  of  Britons. 

"  Patience,  sound  sense,  and,  above  all,  perseverance,  have 
ever  been  considered  by  the  world  as  the  great  leading  points 
in  the  character  of  Englishmen.  Earnestly  do  I  hope  it  may 
now  be  proved.  The  Bill  is  lost,  but  only  for  the  time.  From 
the  habits  of  the  Lords,  from  their  separated  society,  their  ig- 
norance of  the  power  of  the  press,  and  their  affectation  of  de- 
spising it,  no  man  who  knew  them  expected  at  first  another 
conclusion.  But  yet,  Sir,  let  us  hope  that  all  classes  M'ill  re- 
member that  riot,  confusion,  fire,  murder,  robbery,  and  exas- 
peration will  not  advance  reform,  but  impede  it — embarrass 
the  government,  and  confirm  the  assertion  of  the  Lords  that 
people  are  not  fit  for  greater  influence.  Let  them  not  give 
their  enemies  such  a  handle. 

"  As  an  Englishman  who  glories  in  his  country,  who  would 
rather  die  on  a  dunghill  in  it  than  be  possessed  of  affluence 
in  any  other,  I  earnestly  appeal  to  the  people  to  do  nothing 
illegal — not  to  hamper  the  King  or  the  ministers  by  distract- 
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ing  their  attention,  but  to  be  quite  certain  that  Lords  Grey 
and  Brougham,  and  His  Majesty  will  do  all  that  can  be  done 
to  obtain  the  nation's  great  determination  by  another  regular, 
legal  attempt. 

"  Let  every  man,  therefore,  attend  to  his  duties,  family  or 
professional.  Let  every  man  in  his  sphere  exert  himself  to 
influence  it,  by  advising  peace,  patience,  and  firmness,  for 
nothing  would  afford  such  pleasure  to  the  enemies  of  reform 
at  home,  or  the  enemies  of  England  abroad,  as  to  see  the 
country  sinking  in  political  and  domestic  influence,  a  prey  to 
civil  broils,  and  fierce  and  senseless  bloody  struggles. 

"  In  a  country  so  regulated  by  the  habit  of  a  long  estab- 
lishment of  law  and  government,  there  is  no  sense  in  proving 
our  love  of  liberty  by  cutting  the  throats  of  our  neighbours; 
or  because  a  noble  Lord  may  have  differed  v/ith  the  advanced 
notions  of  the  people  on  moral  right,  there  is  no  evidence  of 
superior  knowledge  in  destroying  his  house,  burning  his  libra- 
ry and  pictures — in  short,  giving  way  to  all  the  feelings  more 
fit  for  a  savage  than  a  rational  being. 

"  Reform  must  pass,  but  what  a  triumph  it  will  be  for  En- 
gland if  it  pass,  as  it  will,  by  law,  and  reason,  and  constitu- 
tional means. 

"Thus  will  England  prove  the  assertion  of  Milton;  thus 
will  she  give  a  lesson  to  the  world,  and  not  forget.  Sir,  the 
precedence  of  teaching  nations  how  to  live. 

"  If  reform  be  passed  by  any  other  means,  we  may  rejoice ; 
but  our  joy  would  have  been  purer,  and  England  would  have 
stood  higher,  if  it  had  passed,  as  I  trust  in  God  it  will  yet 
pass,  and  as  it  must,  if  the  people  conduct  themselves  with 
temperance  and  firmness.  A  Reformer." 

"  October  Sth.  Very  moderately  at  work.  Never  so  ex- 
cited since  Waterloo  as  now  about  politics.  I  hope  the  peo- 
ple will  be  sensible. 

"  ^th.  At  work  and  improved  the  Xenophon  still,  but 
much  excited  about  reform." 

It  was  while  under  the  influence  of  this  political  fever  that 
Hay  don  painted  his  picture  of  Waiting  for  the  Times,  which, 
with  its  bearing  on  the  feeling  of  the  times,  had  a  great  suc- 
cess, as  might  have  been  expected.  The  original  picture  was 
painted  for  Lord  Stafford,  to  whose  timely  aid  Hay  don  owed 
the  means  of  matriculating  his  step-son  Orlando  at  Oxford, 
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but  he  painted  more  than  one  duplicate  of  the  subject,  which 
is  well  known  from  the  engraving. 

"  Wth.   Rubbed  in  Reading  the  Times,  a  capital  subject. 

"  \2th.  Completed  the  rubbing  in  of  Reading  the  Times. 
About  the  middle  of  the  day  became  very  uneasy  from  the 
state  of  the  town,  and  Avent  to  Pall-Mall.  In  a  bookseller's 
shop  I  met  Watson  Taylor.  He  undervalued  the  exaspera- 
tion of  the  people,  and  said  it  would  be  over  in  a  week.  I 
beg  his  pardon.  It  is  a  much  deeper  feeling  than  he  or  any 
other  of  the  borough-mongers  imajrine.  How  the  borousfh- 
mongering  has  corrupted  the  country.  There  is  a  chuckling 
sneer,  a  supercilious  air,  a  knowing  blinking  of  eye  in  a  real 
borough-monger  quite  extraordinary ;  at  the  same  time,  a  man- 
ner of  fashion,  and  as  if  he  knew  more  than  meets  the  eye, 
as  if  he  was  a  criminal  by  right,  and  did  wrong  by  superior 
education. 

"  If  we  had  not  got  the  means  of  renovating  ourselves,  we 
should  sink  into  slavery  and  corruption;  but  what  I  fear  is, 
that  the  people  have  been  so  trifled  with  that  mere  reform 
will  not  satisfy  them — that  they  look  beyond.  The  success 
of  American  independence  has  been  the  torch  which  has 
lighted  the  world  for  the  last  fifty  years.  It  will  now  never 
cease  blazing  till  cheap  governments  are  established.  The 
Coronation  of  George  IV.  mav  be  considered  the  settinof  sun. 
of  that  splendid  imposition — monarchy. 

"  I  wrote  Lord  Londonderry,  and  begged  him  to  take  care 
of  his  Corregios.      God  knows  what  the  mob  mijjht  do. 

"  Now  Xenophon  is  done,  I  feel  the  want  of  a  great  work 
to  keep  my  mind  excited.  A  number  of  small  things  does 
not  do  so  ;  it  is  not  enough. 

"  14/7^,.  I  think  I  shall  begin  the  Crucifixion.  I  called  on 
Lord  Londonderry,  who  was  cut  in  the  face  by  three  pick- 
pockets,    lie  was  more  shaken  than  hurt,  the  porter  said. 

"  Sir  Hussey  Vivian  last  night  reproached  Lord  John  Rus- 
sell with  corresponding  with  the  Birmingham  Association, 
and  said  it  ought  to  be  put  down,  as  in  1793.  It  requires  a 
very  different  capacity  to  discover  resemblances  and  to  detect 


114  MEMOIRS    OF    B.   R.   HAYDON.  [1831. 

differences.  The  minister  who  guided  himself  by  the  exam- 
ple of  Mr.  Pitt  in  1793  has  passed  forty  years  in  his  own 
country  to  very  little  purpose. 

"  The  state  of  public  knowledge  now  and  then  is  quite  dif- 
ferent. The  knowledge  of  the  result  of  violent  revolutionary 
proceedings  was  not  then  acquired.  And  it  was  right  and 
proper  to  take  stern  measures  that  a  constitution  of  100  years 
should  not  be  overturned  by  the  adoption  of  thoughtless  max- 
ims of  theoretic  perfection.  But  now  the  people  cry  out,  not 
for  revolution,  but  for  restoration.  They  wish  for  their  rights, 
and  their  rights  they  will  have." 

Sir  Walter  Scott  was  in  London  this  month,  previous  to  his 
sailing  for  Italy.     Haydon  paid  him  a  last  visit. 

"  l^th.  Called  on  dear  Sir  Walter  yesterday,  and  was  af- 
fected at  the  alteration  in  him.  Though  he  was  much  heart- 
ier than  I  expected  to  find  him,  his  mind  seemed  skaken.  He 
said  he  feared  he  had  occasionally  done  too  much  at  a  time, 
as  we  all  do.  We  talked  of  politics,  of  course.  Though 
grateful  to  the  King,  he  was  '  too  old  a  dog,'  he  said,  '  to  for- 
get George  IV.'  His  son  was  on  duty  at  ShefReld.  I  la- 
mented that  a  poor  fellow  perfectly  innocent  had  been  shot 
on  duty.  'Ah,'  said  Sir  Walter,  'soldiers  should  be  careful 
how  they  fire,  because  bullets  are  gentlemen  not  much  given 
to  reflection.'  Here  was  a  touch  of  the  old  humour.  We 
chatted  about  Shee  having  the  presidency.  '  An  accomplished 
gentleman,'  said  Sir  Walter,  '  whom  naebody  ever  haird  on,' 
affecting  more  Scotch  accent  than  he  has.    This  was  d — d  fine. 

"We  then  talked  of  the  late  King.  Sir  Walter  said  he 
never  saw  any  body  so  pleased  with  a  picture  as  he  was  with 
the  Mock  Election.  After  a  quarter  of  an  hour  I  took  my 
leave,  and  as  I  arose,  he  got  up,  took  his  stick,  with  that  side- 
ling look  of  his,  and  then  burst  forth  that  beautiful  smile  of 
heart  and  feeling,  geniality  of  soul,  manly  courage,  and  ten- 
derness of  mien,  which  neither  painter  nor  sculptor  has  ever 
touched.  It  was  the  smile  of  a  superior  creature  who  would 
have  gathered  humanity  under  the  shelter  of  his  wings,  and 
while  he  was  amused  at  its  follies,  would  have  saved  it  from 
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sorrow,  and  sheltered  it  from  pain.  Perhaps  it  may  be  the 
last  time  I  am  ever  to  see  him,  as  he  sails  in  a  day  or  two  ; 
and  if  it  be,  I  shall  rejoice  that  this  was  the  last  impression. 

"  Oct.  22d.  I  must  this  day  conclude  this  Journal,  and  a 
curious  record  it  is  of  my  mind  and  sufferings.  Strange  and 
extraordinary  events  are  recorded  of  the  fate  of  nations,  and 
many  singular  sufferings  of  myself  as  an  individual.  But  I 
have  got  through  the  Xenophon,  as  I  prayed  at  the  com- 
mencement ;  and  for  this  great  mercy  I  offer  my  deepest 
gratitude  to  the  Almighty  Disposer  of  events.  Something 
extraordinary  will  happen  with  relation  to  Xenophon.  I  be- 
gan it  in  the  midst  of  anxieties  and  afflictions,  under  the  most 
extraordinary  impulses  of  such  a  nature  that  I  felt  as  if  some 
influence  was  in  the  room, 

"  God  bless  my  family,  and  grant  that  I  may  live  to  see  the 
reform  of  art  I  have  ever  prayed  for. 

"  Oct.  22d.^  This  day  I  begin  a  new  Journal.  My  Xen- 
ophon is  done,  except  a  trifle.  The  prospects  of  art  at  this 
time  are  precarious  ;  but  if  the  Bill  passes,  I  think  corporate 
bodies  (the  great  nuisance)  will  be  shaken,  and  native  art 
will  then  have  a  better  chance.  I  saw  Wilkie  to-day.  He 
was  almost  as  much  horrified  at  reform  as  when  Ottley,  and 
poor  Scott  and  I,  made  him  drink  success  to  it  in  my  large 
painting-room  in  Lisson  Grove. 

"  He  was  looking  old,  and  complained  of  his  head.  He 
will  nev^er  again  be  what  he  was, 

"  2^th.  I  called  at  the  palace  to-day  ;  but  what  a  differ- 
ence in  the  attendants.  All  George  IV. 's  servants  were  gen- 
tlemen, to  the  very  porters — well-fed,  gorgeous,  gold-laced 
rascals.  Monarchy  is  setting.  In  100  years  more,  I  don't 
think  there  will  be  a  king  in  Europe.  It  is  a  pity.  I  like 
the  splendid  delusion  ;  but  why  make  it  so  expensive  ?  Vot- 
ing now  £100,000  a  year  for  the  Glueen — as  if  £5000  was 
not  enough  for  any  woman's  splendour  I  These  things  won't 
be  borne  much  longer. 

*  The  eighteenth  volume  of  the  Journals  commences  at  this  date, 
with  the  motto,  "  Continue  culpam  ferro  compesce." 


116  MEMOIRS    OF    B.   R.   HAYDON.  [1831. 

"  28th.  A  glorious  day.  King  "VYilliam  IV.  has  consent- 
ed to  place  his  name  at  the  head  of  my  list  for  Xenophon. 
Huzza  I     God  bless  him. 

"  Upon  reflection,  I  shall  certainly  vote  for  her  Majesty 
having  £100,000  a  year  after  this.  What  can  a  queen  do 
with  less  ?  It  is  impossible.  How  short-sighted  we  are.  I 
thought  I  felt  peculiarly  dull  all  day  yesterday.  This  comes 
of  grinding  colours. 

"Drank  His  Majesty's  health  in  a  bumper,  and  success  to 
reform  :  I  think  kings  ought  not  to  set.  They  will  keep  in. 
the  meridian  yet. 

"  29th.  Kearsey  bought  my  "Waiting  for  the  Times — a 
blessing.  Exchanged  several  of  H.  B.'s  admirable  carica- 
tures for  my  Napoleons.  Whoever  H.  B.  is,  he  is  a  man  of 
great  genius.  He  has  an  instinct  for  expression,  and  power 
of  drawing,  without  academical  cant,  I  never  saw  before  ; 
but  evidently  an  amateur,  from  the  delicacy  of  his  touch,  or 
timidity  rather. 

"■  3lst.  I  wrote  Lord  Grey  I  thought  it  would  be  honour- 
able to  genius  if  those  who  had  their  freedoms  voted  to  them 
either  for  their  talent  or  bravery  should  be  still  allowed  to 
retain  their  rights,  notwithstanding  they  were  non-resident. 
He  is  of  opinion  it  can  not  be  done.  I  still  retain  my  opin- 
ion. It  would  be  a  tribute  to  genius  a  Greek  or  Roman. 
would  not  have  hesitated  to  pay. 

''November  1st.  Worked  hard,  and  half  did  AVaiting  for 
the  Times.  Horrid  news  from  Bristol.  In  the  midst  of  a 
mass  of  people  roaring  vengeance,  Sir  Charles  Wetherell 
threatened  to  commit.  Think  of  a  man  threatening  to  comr 
mit  the  sea  at  the  deluge  I  These  people,  accustomed  to  au- 
thority, are  like  poor  George  III.,  who  continued  to  make 
peers  and  baronets  long  after  his  senses  had  gone  from  him. 

"  I2th.  As  time  approaches  for  the  meeting  of  Parliament, 
people  apprehend  the  decision  of  the  Whigs.  The  bill  will  be 
thrown  out,  I  have  no  doubt.  God  knows  what  Nvill  be  the 
consequence.  I  will  bet  five  to  one  the  Duke  comes  in,  after 
all,  and  carries  the  measure.     If  he  do,  I  shall  laugh.     I  have 
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never  taken  his  bust  away,  but  keep  it  on  my  chimney-piece, 
in  spite  of  the  devil,  and  will  do  so.  Though  a  reformer,  I 
am  yet  a  John  Bull  to  the  marrow.  I  am  not  going  to  forget 
him  who  raised  the  nation  from  disgrace. 

"What  I  complain  of  is  the  inflammation  of  mind  this  K.e- 
form  Bill  has  generated.  I  can  fix  on  no  reading  but  reform 
meetings.  I  am  sick  of  it,  and  wi.sh  for  any  conclusion  that 
"will  be  a  conclusion  ;  but  the  fact  is,  it  will  never  conclude. 

"  lAth.  I  dreamed  last  night  of  dear  Keats.  I  thought  he 
appeared  to  me,  and  said,  'Haydon,  you  promised  to  make  a 
drawing  of  my  head  before  1  died,  and  you  did  not  do  it. 
Paint  me  now.'  I  awoke,  and  saw  him  as  distinctly  as  if  it 
was  his  spirit.  I  am  convinced  such  an  impression  on  com- 
mon minds  would  have  been  mistaken  ibr  a  ghost.  I  lay 
awake  for  hours,  dwelling  on  the  remembrance  of  him.  Dear 
Keats,  I  will  paint  thee,  worthily,  poetically. 

"  18th.  This  day  my  dear  little  child  Fanny  died,  at  half 
past  one  in  the  forenoon,  aged  two  years,  nine  months,  and 
twelve  days.  The  life  of  this  child  has  been  one  continued 
torture  :  she  was  weaned  at  three  months  from  her  mother's 
weakness,  and  attempted  to  be  brought  up  by  hand.  This 
failed,  and  she  was  reduced  to  a  perfect  skeleton  ;  one  day 
when  I  was  kissing  her,  she  sucked  my  cheek  violently.  I 
said,  this  child  wants  the  bosom  even  now.  Our  medical 
friend  said  it  was  an  experiment,  but  we  might  try  it.  I 
got  a  wet-nurse  instantly,  and  she  seized  the  bosom  like  a 
tigress  ;  in  a  few  months  si:e  recovered,  but  the  woman  who 
came  to  suckle  her  weaned  her  own  child. 

"  I  called  on  the  nurse  before  she  came,  and  found  a  fine 
baby,  her  husband  and  herself  in  great  poverty.  I  said, 
'What  do  you  do  with  this  child?'  She  rephed,  'Wean  it, 
Sir.  We  must  do  so  ;  we  are  poor.'  I  went  away.  '  Is  this 
just,'  thought  I,  '  to  risk  the  life  of  another  child  to  save  my 
own  ?'  I  went  home  tortured  about  what  I  should  do,  but  a 
desire  to  save  my  OAvn  predominated. 

"  The  nurse  came,  Fanny  was  saved,  but  the  fine  baby  of 
the  poor  nurse  paid  the  penalty.      1  was  never  easy.     Fanny 
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never  can,  and  never  will  prosper,  thought  I.  What  right 
had  I  to  take  advantage  of  the  poverty  of  this  poor  woman 
to  save  my  own  child,  when  I  found  out  she  had  an  infant 
of  her  own  ?  When  the  nurse's  time  was  up,  Fanny  withered, 
the  bosom  was  again  offered,  and  refused.  From  that  mo- 
ment she  daily  sank  in  spite  of  all  medical  advice,  and  to- 
day, after  two  convulsive  fits,  expired  without  a  gasp. 

"  2od.  Dearest  Fanny  was  buried  to-day,  close  to  Mrs.  Sid- 
dons,  in  a  most  retired  and  sweet  spot,  where  I  hope  to  have 
a  vault  for  all  of  us.  Two  trees  weep  over  the  grave.  No 
place  could  have  been  more  romantic  and  secluded.* 

"  Peace  to  her — little  soul — born  weakly,  but  her  weakness 
aggravated  by  improper  treatment ;  always  ill,  in  a  large 
family,  wanting  repose  and  rest,  and  never  getting  it.  What 
a  weakly  child  suffers  from  the  healthy  children  I  Good  God ! 
the  teazing,  the  quizzing,  the  tyranny,  the  injustice. 

"  24:th.  Began  my  family  picture  with  dear  Alfred's  head, 
who  is  dying  too.  I  went  on  painting  and  crying.  There  he 
sat,  drooping  like  a  surcharged  flower  ;  as  I  looked  at  him,  I 
thought  what  an  exquisite  subject  a  dying  child  would  make. 
There  he  dozed,  beautiful  and  sickly,  his  feet,  his  dear  hands, 
his  head,  all  drooping  and  dying. 

"  25th.  Rubbed  in  the  Dying  Boy  to-day.  It  will  make  a 
most  piercing  subject. 

"  26th.  Hard  at  work  on  my  family  picture.  They  shall 
see  if  I  can  paint  portraits,  now  my  heart  is  in  it. 

"  30^^-.  A  month  of  occupation,  but  not  such  occupation     ^ 
as  equals  my  intentions.     When  shall  I  ever  do  that? 

"  My  sweet  Fanny  died  this  month.  There  is  now  such 
an  intimate  connection  with  me  and  the  grave  that  I  shall 
never  break  the  chain.  I  pierce  through  the  earth,  the  coffin, 
and  the  lid,  and  see  her  lying  still  and  awful.  At  breakfast, 
at  dinner,  at  tea,  I  see  her.  I  look  forward  to  my  own  death 
with  placid  resignation,  and  only  hope  God,  in  His  mercy, 
will  not  let  me  suffer  much. 

*'  I  should  like  to  finish  my  life,  clear  up  my  own  charac- 
*  In  Paddington  new  church-yard. 
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ter,  and  leave  my  name  free  from  the  spots  misfortune  has 
implanted  there.     Bless  my  intentions,  O  Lord. 

"  December  2d.  To-day  I  have  done  nothing  on  earth  but 
muse,  ponder,  vi'onder,  blunder,  and  mope.  I  want  X50  :  how 
to  get  it,  where  to  get  it,  and  when  to  get  it,  God  knows.  In 
Him  I  trust,  and  shall  not  trust  in  vain. 

"  3c?.  After  a  harassing  day,  calling  on  the  commissioners 
of  taxes,  and  trying  to  defer  the  payment  of  a  cognovit,  J 
came  home  fagged  to  death.  I  found  a  letter  from  Francis 
of  Exeter,  a  proof  of  his  good  heart,  offering  me  £50.  If  I 
get  this  blessing  next  week  it  will  save  me.  Dies  sine  linea. 
Not  a  touch  yet. 

"  29th.  There  is  in  the  English  people  a  fierce  resolution 
to  make  every  man  live  according  to  the  means  he  possesses. 
The  principle  is  fine,  but  they  do  not  sufiiciently  draw  the 
line  between  the  actual  possession  and  the  justifiable  hope  of 
possessing, 

"  Zlst.  The  following  letter  of  Goethe's  is  an  immortal 
honour.  Think  of  this  great  man  saying  his  soul  is  elevated 
by  the  contemplation  of  the  drawings  of  my  pupils  from  the 
Elgin  Marbles — drawings  which  were  the  ridicule  and  quiz 
of  the  whole  body  of  Academicians. 

"  '  My  dear  Sir, — The  letter  which  you  have  had  the  kind- 
ness to  address  to  me  has  afix)rded  me  the  greatest  pleasure, 
for  as  my  soul  has  been  elevated  for  many  years  by  the  con- 
templation of  the  important  pictures  formerly  sent  to  me, 
which  occupy  an  honourable  station  in  my  house,  it  can  not 
but  be  highly  gratifying  to  me  to  learn  that  you  still  remem- 
ber me,  and  embrace  this  opportunity  of  convincing  me  that 
you  do  so, 

"  '  Most  gladly  will  I  add  my  name  to  the  list  of  subscri- 
bers to  your  very  valuable  painting,^  and  I  shall  give  direc- 
tions to  my  banker  here  to  forward  to  you  the  amount  of  my 
ticket,  through  the  hands  of  his  correspondents  in  London, 
Messrs.  Coutts  k>  Co. 

"  '  Reserving  to  myself  the  liberty  at  a  future  period  for  fur- 
ther information  as  well  about  the  matter  in  question,  and  the 
picture  that  is  to  be  raffled  for,  as  concerning  other  objects 

*  Xenophon. 
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of  art,  I  beg  to  conclude  the  present  letter  by  recommending 
myself  to  your  friendly  remembrance.  H.  Goethe. 

"  'Weimar,  December  1,  1831.' 

"  I2th.  Hard  at  work  ;  indeed,  racing  the  town  ;  succeed- 
ed in  selling  the  copyright  of  Napoleon  to  pay  off  my  tempo- 
rary embarrassments,  and  send  my  son  money.  I  hope  to  go 
to  work  to-morrow. 

"  I  wrote  Peel,  offering  to  send  him  my  picture,  Waiting 
for  the  Times,  to  look  at,  as,  if  he  liked  and  purchased  it,  it 
would  have  saved  me  from  all  the  embarrassment  Napoleon 
brought  me  into.     His  answer  is  cold. 

"  More  than  a  third  of  this  month  has  gone  in  dark  days 
and  anxiety.  I  see  my  way  now  better,  and  trust  in  God  for 
my  guide.  I  am  come  to  that  point  now  at  which  I  feel  the 
inspiration  of  the  Bible,  and  its  superiority  over  all  the  au- 
thors in  the  world.  Go  from  Homer,  Shakspeare,  Tasso,  Ari- 
osto,  Plutarch,  Csesar,  Tacitus,  or  any  genius,  however  great, 
to  the  Bible,  and  you  see  at  once  the  scope  of  the  Bible's  ob- 
ject, viz.,  the  eternal  salvation  of  the  soul  of  man. 

"  22d.  Laid  up  in  my  ej^es  from  studying  Suetonius'  life 
of  CsBsar  the  greater  part  of  the  night — very  interesting,  but 
his  Latin  is  not  so  delightful  to  me  as  Sallust's.  My  classical 
knowledge  is  so  shallow  I  really  ought  not  to  give  an  opinion, 
but  it  appears  far-fetched  and  harsh  in  comparison. 

"  The  lives  of  ambitious  men  are  the  lives  that  really  de- 
light me.  The  biographies  of  Csesar,  Alexander,  Napoleon, 
give  me  more  real  pleasure  than  those  of  all  the  philosophers 
and  moralists  in  Christendom. 

"  2ocl.  Rubbed  in  two  subjects,  David  and  Goliath,  and 
Falstaff  and  Doll  Tearsheet. 

"  Now  for  it.  The  vein  is  opened  again.  It  is  curious 
that  nobody  has  remarked  (at  least,  not  that  I  know  of)  that 
Petrarch's  Trionfo  della  Fama  III,  certainly  assisted  or  sug- 
gested Raphael's  School  of  Athens. =^   . 

"  December  2\st.   Another  last  day  of  another  last  year. 

^  I  own  I  can  not  see  better  reasons  for  the  opinion  than  Fluellen's 
for  the  comparison  between  Macedon  and  Monmouth. — Ed. 
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"  What  have  I  to  say  ?  Nothing,  but  that  after  forty- five 
years  I  have  been  more  irresolute,  more  idle,  more  doting, 
more  unworthy  of  my  name,  than  any  preceding  year  of  my 
life. 

"  Lord  Stafford  enabled  me  to  matriculate  my  eldest  step- 
son. I  was  to  paint  him  a  picture  for  the  amount,  £50  ;  I 
have  done  it,  and  sent  him  Waiting  for  the  Times.  He  is 
pleased,  and  I  am  highly  gratified.  I  have  thus  kept  my 
word,  and  I  am  gratified  for  the  power. 

"  January — February.   Worked  hard. 

"  March — April.  Occupied  with  exhibition. 

"  May.  Worked  hard. 

"  June.   Mad  about  Paganini. 

"  July,  August,  September.  Worked  hard. 

"  October,  November,  December.  Faddled. 
"Thus  endeth  1831." 

1832. 

This  year  was  memorable  in  Haydon's  life.  It  brought 
him  into  relation  wiih  the  leaders  of  the  Trades  Unions  at 
Birmingham,  and  wath  the  Minister  who  carried  the  Reform 
Bill.  In  it  he  made  an  unsuccessful  attempt  to  raise  a  sub- 
scription for  a  picture  of  the  Trades  Union  Meeting  at  New- 
hall  Hill,  and  was  actually  commissioned  by  Earl  Grey  to 
paint  a  picture  of  the  Reform  Banquet  in  Guildhall.  For 
this  commission  the  leading  men  of  the  Liberal  party  sat  to 
him,  and  the  occasion  awakened  in  his  mind  (still  sanguine 
in  spite  of  the  many  proofs  of  self-deception  which  the  strug- 
gles of  the  last  years  must  have  carried  with  them)  hopes 
which  were  not  destined  to  be  realized.  This  work  was  fur- 
ther grateful  to  the  painter,  as  it  gave  him  opportunities  of 
impressing  on  his  distinguished  sitters  those  views  upon  the 
public  encouragement  of  art  which,  to  do  him  justice,  he 
maintained  energetically  and  consistently  from  the  beginning 
to  the  end  of  his  career.  His  vanity,  too,  was  flattered  by 
access  to  ministers  and  noblemen,  and  in  the  journals  of  this 
period  there  is  abundant  and  undisguised  expression  of  satis- 

VoL.  II.— F 
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faction  at  these  relations,  which  will  be  offensive  to  many, 
but  which,  in  any  honest  exhibition  of  the  man,  can  in  no 
way  be  suppressed  or  softened.  Besides  what  concerns  the 
Ueform  Picture,  the  journals  contain  the  usual  record  of  diffi- 
culties, borrowings,  battlings,  indignant  protests  against  the 
"  horrid  necessities"  of  his  position,  alternated  with  passionate 
demands  for  help,  which,  as  they  weary  the  reader  of  them, 
may  well  have  irritated  the  persons  to  whom  they  were  ad- 
dressed. But  the  mischief  was  done  now,  and  the  habit  of 
resorting  to  this  easy  source  of  relief  had  deadened,  though  it 
never  destroyed,  the  sense  of  humiliation  which  must  accom- 
pany begging.  Interspersed  with  these  unlovely  portions  of 
the  life  are  passages  of  good  feeling  and  noble  aspiration 
which  plead  for  a  more  lenient  judgment  of  the  man  than  I 
ought,  perhaps,  to  hope  for  him. 

''January  1st.  How  much  have  I  to  thank  God  fori  I 
passed  the  first  day  in  peace  and  happiness.  We  had  a  good 
dinner,  a  good  fire  ;  we  crowded  round  it,  and  chatted  inno- 
cently and  happily.  The  children  all  well.  The  last  the 
image  of  me,  large,  restless,  flying  from  one  thing  to  the 
other,  and  delighted  with  pictures. 

"  The  only  pain  I  felt  was  at  the  thought  of  the  many 
poor  souls  in  cold  and  hunger.  In  the  morning  I  read  pray- 
ers, and  impressed  on  my  children  all  that  we  owed  to 
God.  I  find  it  a  good  method  of  correction  to  pray  pointed- 
ly in  the  prayers  against  any  particular  vice  of  the  week. 
Thus,  if  a  child  screams,  the  next  Sunday  I  pray  against  it, 
looking  sternly  at  the  child  ;  so  of  lying,  quarrelling,  &c.  It 
has  cured  them.  They  dread  a  falsehood,  and  correct  each 
other. 

"  IZth.  Hard  at  work  ;  attacked  the  sketch  of  Xenophon  ; 
heightened  the  ornaments  of  the  horse.  It  enriched  the  horse, 
but  took  off  its  naked  majesty.  Now  here  is  a  fair  struggle 
between  the  ornamental  and  essential.  The  ornaments  hide 
the  form,  but  add  to  the  splendour  ;  Michael  Angelo  and  the 
Greeks  would  have  kept  the  form,  and  rejected  the  orna- 
ment ;  Titian  would  have  kept  the  ornament  to  hide  the 
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form.  What  shall  I  do  ?  (Reject  the  ornaments,  of  course. 
— B.  R.  H.,  1835). 

"  \^th.  Completed  the  brother.  To  give  an  idea  of  my 
situation,  on  the  morning  of  the  17th  I  was  setting  my  pal- 
ette, wondering  how  1  should  meet  a  bill  of  £12,  my  butch- 
er's ;  in  came  two  friends,  one  my  dear  Edward  Smith.  He 
looked  over  my  small  pictures,  and  seemed  affected  at  the 
Dying  Boy.  '  I  should  like  that,'  said  he.  '  Take  it  at  twenty- 
five  guineas,  half  down.'  He  agreed,  and  paid  the  money 
into  Coutts'  to  meet  the  bill.  I  went  to  work  and  finished 
the  boy's  head  before  three,  happy  and  grateful. 

"  25th.  My  birth-day,  aged  forty-six.  Twenty-eight  years 
ago  exactly  I  reviewed  my  life,  and  resolved  on  various  cor- 
rections, and  am  now  as  much  in  need  of  them  as  ever.  Got 
another  small  commission  to-day  from  Smith, 

^'February  26th.  The  worse  a  man  is  used  in  this  world, 
the  more  likely  he  is  to  lean  on,  and  love,  and  hope  in  his 
Creator. 

"  Prosperity,  except  in  the  most  virtuous  characters,  would 
be  apt  to  render  man  forgetful  of  God. 

*'  I  do  not  think  prosperity  would  have  so  affected  me. 
But  God  knows  best.  I  bow,  I  adore,  I  hope.  I  only  know 
adversity  has  thrown  me  more  on  God's  mercy  than  in  my 
days  of  comparative  fortune  and  ease.  I  see  Him  more  dis- 
tinctly in  trouble.     I  am  almost  afraid  to  say  how  distinctly. 

*'  Oh,  I  look  forward  to  death  as  a  blessed,  blessed,  blessed 
opening  to  scenes  of  splendid  peace  and  majestic  intellectu- 
ality. When  will  it  come.  Thou  All-good,  Thou  All-wise, 
Thou  All-merciful  God?  (February  26th,  1832.  In  my 
painting-room,  happy,  and  solitary,  and  glorying.) 

"  March  27th.  Well,  here  I  begin  again.  My  private  day 
was  the  24th.  I  opened  yesterday,  but  the  novelty  is  over. 
I  felt  less  interest.  So  it  seemed  with  others,  though  all  was 
praises. 

"  It  was  affecting  to  see  my  oldest  patron,  Sir  George 
Phillips,  come  tottering  in,  decrepit,  and  many  of  those  who 
were  babies  when  I  began  exhibiting,  grown  fine,  dashing 
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girls  of  fashion.  My  private  days  are  really  epochs  in  fashion- 
able life,  and  I  have  had  the  honour  of  receiving  at  my  *  at 
homes'  two  generations  of  the  beauties  of  England. 

"  I  was  painting  when  a  note  came  from  Sir  H.  Wheatley, 
saying  the  King  would  lend  me  the  Mock  Election  for  my  ex- 
hibition. Down  went  brushes,  and  away  I  marched.  I  got 
the  order,  went  straight  to  104  Pall  Mall,  saw  Mr.  Jutsum, 
and  had  the  picture  taken  down. 

"  I  spent  an  hour  last  week  with  my  old  friend  Sir  Thomas 
Hammond,  who  amused  me  as  usual.  He  said  he  knew  the 
late  King  sent  a  messenger  to  Charles  X.,  and  told  him  if  he 
insisted  on  forcing  religion  down  the  throats  of  the  people,  his 
government  would  be  overturned.  Charles  replied  that  no 
government  could  subsist  without  religion. 

"  He  told  me  an  anecdote  of  the  late  King  which  illustrates 
the  '  asides'  of  a  coronation.  When  the  bishops  were  kissing 
the  King,  and  doing  homage,  and  the  music  Avas  roaring,  the 
Bishop  of  Oxford  (whom  they  used  to  call  mother  somebody) 
approached  and  kissed  the  King.  The  King  said,  '  Thankee, 
my  dear.'     This  is  exactly  like  him. 

"  There  sat  Hammond  breakfasting,  the  complete  picture 
of  an  old  man  of  fashion,  with  a  muslin  night-cap,  wrapped 
in  a  dressing-gown,  tea-things  on  a  silver  waiter,  toilet  full 
of  unguents,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.,  making  himself  up. 

"  Said  I,  '  Sir  Thomas,  I  was  afiected  at  my  private  day  to 
see  all  my  old  friends  become  decrepit.'  'And  so  was  I  at 
the  levee,'  said  he  ;  *  I  never  saw  such  a  set  of  old  rips  in 
my  life — their  breeches  all  about  their  bellies.  The  Court 
is  not  the  same  ;  no  politeness  in  the  servants  :  all  the  people 
looked  old.  I  am  an  old  horse  officer,  and  know  how  to 
make  myself  up,  so  I  cut  them  all  out,  but  such  a  set  God 
defend  me  from.' 

"■April  6th.  Dined  with  C ^  at  Children's  Hotel,  from 

desire  to  get  into  his  history.  He  told  me  the  whole  story 
of  his  committal.     He  ran  away  with  a  ward  in  Chancery. 

*  The  original  of  the  broken  man  of  fashion  in  the  Mock  Elec- 
tion. 
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Lord  Eldon  said,  '  It  was  a  shame  that  men  of  low  family 
should  thus  entrap  ladies  of  birth.' 

'' '  My  Lord,'  said  C ,  '  my  family  are  ancient  and  op- 
ulent, and  were  neither  coal-heavers  nor  coal-heavers'  neph- 
ews,' in  allusion  to  Lord  Eldon's  origin,  for  which  Eldon 
committed  him.  Every  apology  was  offered,  but  Eldon  nev- 
er forgave  it.  On  Lord  Brougham's  accession  he  petitioned, 
and  by  a  special  order  was  discharged. 

"As  he  got  warm  (I  decHned  taking  much  wine  in  order 
to  observe  him),  I  got  him  on  religion  in  this  world  and  the 
next,  M'omen,  &c.  He  then  began  to  confess,  and  it  affected 
me  deeply.  He  said  he  never  loved  any  woman  but  his  first 
wife.  He  married  her  at  fifteen.  He  had  one  child  by  her. 
When  Eldon  committed  him,  she  went  to  his  mother's  in 
Scotland.  They  allowed  him  on  his  mere  word  to  see  her 
to  Gravesend.  She  cried  incessantly,  and  died  in  Scotland 
from  sheer  broken  heart. 

"  He  was  at  the  storming  of  Ciudad  Hodrigo,  Burgos,  Ba- 
dajoz,  and  St.  Sebastian:  there  he  was  crippled. 

"  At  the  coffee-house  were  two  or  three  young  apes  of  for- 
tune, who  hovered  about  him  like  moths  about  a  candle,  and 
came  occasionally  over  to  listen.  I  fear  long  habits  of  a 
prison  have  rendered  him  what  he  ought  not  to  be. 

"  I  thought  I  saw  something  like  a  tear  fill  his  tremen- 
dous, globular,  demoniacal  eye  when  he  said  his  wife  was  a 
splendid  creature,  but  he  clinched  his  mouth,  and  it  passed. 

"  How  can  Lord  Eldon  die  in  peace  with  the  consciousness 
of  having  imprisoned  a  human  creature  thirteen  years,  mere- 
ly because  he  had  the  spirit  to  reply  to  an  insult  ? 

"  His  form  was  like  Belzoni's — small  hand,  small  head, 
large  limbs,  short  body.  As  he  leaned  he  rolled  like  the 
Theseus,  bending  from  the  navel,  the  sure  characteristic  of  a 
fine  form  in  the  highest  style. 

"  "What  a  destiny  I  He  sat  by  Meredith,  and  saw  him  die. 
He  told  me  this,  as  if  he  felt  pleasure  and  triumph  at  seeing 
a  human  creature  prostrated.  '  By  G — ,  Haydon,'  he  said, 
'  I  have  seen  all  the  real  pleasures,  all  the  humiliations,  all 
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the  miseries.  Death  will  come.  I  know  it.  I  never  curl 
myself  up  in  bed  but  I  pray  never  to  wake  again.' 

"As  early  remembrances  of  his  campaigns,  his  loves,  his 
vices,  his  disgraces,  and  his  triumphs  crowded  his  imagina- 
tion, his  face,  heated  by  wine,  shone  out,  his  eye  seemed  black 
with  fire,  his  mouth  got  long  with  revengeful  feelings.  He 
looked  like  a  spirit  who  had  escaped  from  hell,  and  was 
wandering  till  his  destiny  was  over.  Mephistophiles  and 
Faust  in  Auerbach's  cellar  came  into  my  mind. 

"  The  wicked  mother  in  Solomon,  and  C in  the  Mock 

Election,  are  both  from  nature.  Two  of  the  most  tremen- 
dous characters  in  life — such  people  as  appear  once  in  a  cen- 
tury. 

"  Some  years  ago  an  attorney  called  E, was  enticed  into 

the  Bench,  and  nearly  murdered  by  pumping.    C to-night 

told  me  he  was  in  bed  at  the  time,  but  hearing  the  noise,  he 
slipped  on  his  dressing-gown  and  went  down.  In  the  crowd 
and  confusion  he  lost  a  red  slipper,  and  this  slipper  being  found 
the  next  morning,  he  was  taken  to  the  Marshal  as  one  of  the 
rioters,  and  imprisoned  in  the  condemned  cell  at  Horsemon- 
ger-Lane.  Two  men  in  it  when  he  came  were  hung  the 
next  morning.  As  he  told  me  this,  he  said  with  a  terrific 
sneer,  *  There  was  I,  Sir,  in  bed  when  it  begun,  innocent  of 
the  crime  alleged,  hurried  ofi  like  a  culprit  to  the  condemned 
cell  of  felons  and  murderers,  on  suspicion.  I  was  imprisoned 
at  first  for  telling  an  old  tyrant,  who  insulted  my  origin,  the 
truth,  and  now  herded  with  reptiles  for  a  crime  I  never  com- 
mitted. By  G — ,  I  never  show  my  teeth  till  I  can  bite,  but 
I'll  bite  yet.'  I  shrank  at  this  recital.  He  seemed  changing 
his  skin  as  he  told  it.  He  sits  to  me  on  Tuesday,  and  dines 
with  me  at  a  coffee-house  afterward.  I  fear  to  let  my  fami- 
ly see  him. 

"  I'll  make  three  studies  of  his  head  for  Satan.  Such  a 
head  I     It  haunts  me. 

"  How  much  the  most  vicious  human  creature  can  set  forth 
in  extenuation,  and  will  not  a  great  God  listen  ?  Yes,  yes, 
yes  I" 
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In  April  of  this  year  .£30,000  was  voted  for  a  buildino-  to 
receive  the  national  collection  of  pictures,  augmented  now  by 
the  munificent  bequests  of  Sir  George  Beaumont  and  Mr. 
Holwell  Carr.  In  the  debate  (April  13th),  reference  was 
made  by  Sir  Robert  Peel  to  the  necessity  of  giving  encourage- 
ment to  design,  which  was  admitted  by  Mr.  Hume.  Haydon, 
applying  this  to  artistic  design  generally,  and  not,  as  it  was 
meant,  to  design  for  manufactures  only,  thought  this  "an  im- 
mense point."  He  seized  the  opportunity  to  renew  his  efforts 
on  the  subject  of  public  encouragement  for  art — writing  to 
Sir  Robert  Peel,  and  obtaining  an  interview  with  Mr.  Hume 
— on  which  he  enters  with  the  remark,  "  Well,  Joseph — Van- 
sittart,  Canning,  Goderich,  Wellington,  have  all  taken  up  this 
subject  at  my  suggestion,  feebly.  Let  us  see  on  Thursday 
what  thou  wilt  do  with  thy  sagacity  and  shrewdness." 

He  found,  however,  at  this  interview,  that,  as  usual,  he  had 
inferred  too  much. 

"  Just  returned,  and  had  a  long  and  interesting  conversa- 
tion. It  seems  I  overrated  the  meaning  of  Peel  and  Hume. 
There  is  a  committee  on  the  silk  trade,  and  their  talk  of  de- 
sign had  no  reference  to  High  Art.  I  said,  '  That  was  the 
mistake.  There  could  be  no  design  if  there  was  no  connec- 
tion with  the  foundation  of  all  design.'  " 

Here  is  a  confession  which  throws  light  on  many  things  in. 
Haydon's  life. 

"  23<:Z.  I  am  perfectly  convinced  that  if  I  could  bring  my 
mind  for  one  whole  year  to  a  proper  study  of  portrait,  it  would 
be  of  essential  use  to  my  work  in  history  as  long  as  I  live. 
Then  why  do  I  not  do  it  ?  It  is  a  weakness  and  a  disgrace 
to  me.  Shall  I  put  up  with  this  imputation  on  my  own  char- 
acter, or  shall  I  make  a  resolute  struggle  to  vanquish  the  dif- 
ficulties which  have  hitherto  vanquished  me  ? 

"  I'll  make  no  vows,  but  set  quietly  to  work,  and  daily  re- 
port progress.  My  attacks  on  the  Academy  do  not  do  the 
good  to  me  they  do  to  the  art,  because  they  give  an  idea  of 
my  being  sore,  as  I  certainly  am — most  dreadfully  so,  for  that 
is  the  truth — sore  at  their  perversion  of  art — sore  at  my  hu- 
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miliations,  my  loss  of  property,  my  ruin — sore  at  being  sup- 
posed to  be  unable  to  paint  portraits. 

"  I  have  now  an  opportunity.  A  very  pretty  Spanish  girl 
is  going  to  sit.  Lady  Gower  says  she  ought  to  be  painted  as 
a  nun,  I  will  make  a  regular  trial,  and  this  head  shall  be 
my  test. 

"  If  I  fail  here,  I'll  at  it  again.  I  am  new  in  portrait  aft- 
er all,  and  I  will  have  a  regular  touch  at  it  with  all  my  en- 
ergy. God  in  heaven  grant  me  success,  because  it  will  bene- 
fit my  High  Art — it  will  benefit  my  family,  and  secure  me 
from  those  harassings  which  disturb  all  the  claims  of  nature. 

"  2Qth.  Since  my  last  misfortunes,  I  have  lost  more  time 
than  ever  I  did  in  all  my  life  before.  Occasional  disgust  gets 
such  hold  of  my  feelings  as  to  bewilder  my  faculties.  I  fear 
it  Avill  permanently  affect  my  habits.  I  have  been  again 
writing  in  newspapers,  which  is  wrong — it  distracts  and  dis- 
turbs the  invention.  Yet  I  hardly  see  how  I  could  avoid  it 
— God  knows  what  will  become  of  me.  Xenophon  is  not 
failing,  but  it  is  not  succeeding.  The  times  are  so  exciting 
they  call  off  attention.  A  due  reward  for  my  labour  would 
save  me  from  want ;  but  I  am  not  diligent  enough  to  remedy 
the  deficiency  of  encouragement.  If  I  were  more  diligent, 
attended  more  to  painting,  and  did  not  suffer  my  mind  to  take 
such  discursive  flights,  I  could  surely  keep  from  this  continual 
necessity  and  pecuniary  obligation. 

*'  2^th.  Called  on  my  dear  old  friend  Wilkie,  and  spent 
two  hours  with  him.  He  had  had  a  monk's  dress  made,  and 
made  me  put  it  on.  I  took  off  my  cravat,  and  Wilkie  ex- 
claimed at  my  grand  bald  head  and  bare  neck, 

*'  As  usual,  we  had  a  brilliant  interchange  of  thought,  and 
talked  of  old  times.  He  looked  remarkably  well.  We  talked 
of  Lady  Mulgrave,  who  is  younger  than  ever.  He  said  he 
met  Constable  the  other  day,  who  alluded  to  our  dining  to- 
gether at  the  back  of  Slaughter's  coffee-house  twenty-six 
years  ago,  where  we  used  to  meet  regularly. 

"  May  Ath.  When  I  was  just  beginning  the  Spanish  nun, 
I  was  arrested  for  XI 4  balance  of  my  insolvent  attorney.     1 
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gave  him  £6  more  to  wait  till  Xenophon  was  out.  He  did 
so,  and  drew  on  me.  As  I  relied  on  the  half  price  of  a  com- 
mission which  I  have  lost,  the  bill  went  back.  I  called  on 
the  holder,  who  promised  to  wait  till  the  next  day.  At  the 
very  time  a  writ  had  been  issued,  and  though  last  night  he 
begged  me  to  keep  my  mind  easy,  I  was  arrested  this  morning. 

"  It  serves  me  entirely  right.  Would  any  man  living  have 
trusted  attorneys  after  my  experience  ? — and  to  make  it  £20 
myself — an  arrestable  sum  I  The  fact  is,  when  I  have  done 
a  great  picture,  I  care  for  nothing.  I  agree  to  any  thing — 
do  any  thing — promise  any  thing — only  to  clear  the  way  for 
its  opening — noise,  uproar,  attack,  and  fame. 

"  Then  come  the  bitter  results.  Wiser  I  shall  never  get. 
All  I  hope  is,  that  my  whole  life  being  like  a  wheel  in  con- 
stant succession  of  up  and  down,  I  may  die  in  a  moment  of 
glory  and  success.     0  God  I  on  my  knee,  grant  it. 

"  Sth.  Moderately  at  work  on  the  nun.  Went  to  the  Roy- 
al Academy.     The  portraits  are  Avorse  than  ever. 

"  Wilkie's  portrait  of  the  King  is  fine.  The  flesh  wants 
breadth  and  clearness.  John  Knox  is  fine.  The  group  with 
Murray,  &c.,  exceedingly  fine. 

"All  the  portraits  are  on  their  toes  except  Wilkie's.  The 
style  of  some  of  them  is  absolutely  disgusting." 

Earl  Grey  resigned  on  the  9th  of  this  month,  to  return 
a^ain  to  office  on  the  18th,  after  a  fruitless  negotiation  of  the 
King  with  Sir  Robert  Peel. 

The  agony  of  public  excitement  about  the  Reform  Bill  was 
fiercer  than  ever,  and  Haydon,  as  I  have  said  before,  shared 
in  it  to  the  full. 

"  \2th.  I  lay  awake  from  one  till  four  in  the  morning,  my 
heart  beating  violently  about  this  Reform  Bill. 

"  While  these  rotten  boroughs  exist,  no  Englishman  can 
call  himself  theoretically,  as  well  as  practically,  free.  We 
have  nothing  personally  pressing  on  our  liberty  but  the  con- 
sciousness of  this  excrescence. 

"  Saw  Wilkie  yesterday,  who  of  course  was  in  ecstasies. 
Wait  a  little — they  will  pass  the  bill  yet. 

F  2 
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"  The  great  misfortune  will  be,  that  if  the  people  do  not 
succeed,  they  will  forever  have  proved  their  impotence — a 
tremendous  exposure. 

"  25th.  I  passed  Lawrence's  house.  Nothing  could  be 
more  melancholy  or  desolate.  I  knocked  and  was  shown 
in.  The  passages  were  dusty — the  paper  torn — the  parlours 
dark — the  painting-room,  where  so  much  beauty  had  once 
glittered,  forlorn,  and  the  whole  appearance  desolate  and 
wretched — the  very  plate  on  the  door  green  with  mildew. 

"  I  went  into  the  parlour,  which  used  to  be  instinct  with 
life  I  '  Poor  Sir  Thomas — always  in  trouble,'  said  the  wom- 
an who  had  the  care  of  the  house.'  Always  something  to 
worrit  him.'  I  saw  his  bed-room,  small,  only  a  little  bed  ; 
the  mark  of  it  was  against  the  wall.  Close  to  his  bed-room 
was  an  immense  room  (where  was  carried  on  all  his  manu- 
factory of  draperies,  &c.),  divided,  yet  open  over  the  parti- 
tions. It  must  have  been  five  or  six  small  rooms  turned  into 
one  large  work-shop.  Here  his  assistants  worked.  His  paint- 
ing-room was  a  large  back  draM'ing-room,  his  show-room  a 
large  front  one.  He  occupied  a  parlour  and  a  bed-room  ;  all 
the  rest  of  the  house  was  turned  to  business.  Any  one  would 
think  that  people  of  fashion  would  visit  from  remembrance 
the  house  where  they  had  spent  so  many  happy  hours.  Not 
they;  they  shun  a  disagreeable  sensation.  They  have  no  feel- 
ing, no  poetry.     It  is  shocking.     It  is  dirty." 

As  an  example  of  the  rebuffs  Haydon's  pertinacity  often 
drew  upon  him,  I  insert  this  letter  from  one  who  always 
showed  a  disposition  to  aid  him.  He  had  been  pressing  Sir 
Robert  Peel  for  a  commission. 

*'  Sir, — I  beg  leave  to  decline  acceding  to  the  proposition 
which  you  have  made  to  me. 

"  I  think  it  rather  hard  that  because  I  manifested  a  desire 
to  assist  you  in  your  former  difficulties,  I  should  be  exposed  to 
the  incessant  applications  I  have  since  received  from  you.  As 
I  see  no  difference  in  your  case  from  that  of  other  artists,  as, 
in  truth,  I  am  obliged  constantly  to  decline  the  applications 
of  others,  who  are  suffering  from  the  present  state  of  political 
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excitement,  I  can  not  give  you  commissions  for  pictures  I  do 
not  require. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

"  Robert  Peel. 

"24th  May,  1832." 

When  the  great  Reform  meeting  of  the  Trade  Unions  took 
place  at  Newhall  Hill,  near  Birmingham,  it  occurred  to  Hay- 
don  that  the  moment  the  vast  concourse  joined  in  the  sudden 
prayer  offered  up  by  Hugh  Hutton  would  make  a  fine  subject 
for  a  picture. 

"  2Sth.  Occupied  all  day  in  harassing  about  the  copyright 
of  Waiting  for  the  Times.      Sold  it. 

"  I  wrote  Mr.  Attwood,  saying  the  meeting  at  Newhall 
Hill  was  imposing  beyond  expression.  I  wished  to  make 
sketches.  I  wrote  Hugh  Hutton  and  proposed  a  picture.  If 
I  can  get  Birmingham  to  vote  a  grand  historical  picture  com- 
memorating the  scene  at  Newhall  Hill,  it  will  give  an  im- 
mense impulse  to  the  art.      I  shall  be  off." 

The  Birmingham  leaders  were  pleased  with  the  idea.  Hay- 
don,  wilh  characteristic  audacity,  wrote  to  Lord  Grey  to  ask 
his  patronage  for  the  picture.  This  was,  of  course,  at  once 
refused,  but  the  refusal  (which  approved  itself,  on  reflection, 
to  the  painter's  better  judgment)  was  softened  by  a  profession 
of  Earl  Grey's  readiness  to  give  any  assistance  in  his  power 
to  a  painting  of  any  subject  connected  w^ith  the  Reform  Bill 
to  which  the  same  objections  would  not  apply.  On  receiving 
promises  of  support  from  the  leaders  at  Birmingham,  Haydon 
at  once  set  about  finding  trustees  to  take  charge  of  subscrip- 
tions. His  visit  to  Birmingham  brought  him  in  contact  with 
the  leaders  of  the  movement  there,  and  the  account  of  it  con- 
tains some  rather  curious  disclosures,  showing  how  near,  in 
the  opinion  of  those  leaders,  matters  then  were  to  revolution. 

The  Reform  Bill  was  read  a  third  time  in  the  Lords  on  the 
4th,  and  carried  by  106  to  22. 

"  June  2d.  Out  all  day  on  business.  Saw  Mr.  Parkes  in. 
the  morning,  who  consented  to  be  trustee.  He  was  not  up, 
and  sent  for  me,  and  begged  me  to  come  in.     I  went  in,  and 
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there  was  this  Birmingham  man,  half  dozing,  and  telling  me 
all  about  the  energy  of  the  Union,  and  what  they  meant  to  do. 
"  He  said  warrants  were  made  out  against  the  whole  of 
them,  and  that  if  Wellington  had  succeeded  they  would  all 
have  been  taken  up,  and  then  the  people  would  have  fought 
it  out.  I  went  on  talking  to  him  of  the  subhmity  of  the  scene 
at  Newhall  Hill.  He  said,  '  You  are  the  same  man  in  prison 
as  out.  I'll  be  your  trustee.'  So,  having  a  pivot  to  go  on, 
I  advertised  directly. 

"  '  My  dear  Sir, — Accept  my  gratitude.  I  will  exert  every 
nerve,  and  do  my  best.  I  shall  come  down  this  week,  and 
begin  sketches  directly.  You  must  all  tell  me,  as  nearly  as 
possible,  how  you  stood,  what  you  wore,  even  to  gloves  and 
hats. 

"  '  For  God's  sake,  at  the  next  meeting  of  the  Union,  let 
this  proposal  issue  from  that  heroic  body,  that  on  the  day  of 
jubilee  all  reformers  in  all  parts  of  the  United  Kingdom 
should  assemble  on  one  day,  and  at  one  hour,  and  return 
thanks  to  God.  It  will  be  done  if  you  propose  it,  and  do  not 
hesitate.     It  will  be  the  grandest  thing  ever  done  on  earth. 

"  *  T.  Attwood,  Esq.' 

"  10th.  Birmingham.  Here  I  am  after  a  day's  journey, 
in  which  I  was  alternately  baked,  drenched,  squeezed,  cramp- 
ed, and  broiled.  Attwood  sat  to-day  for  his  head,  which  is 
fine.  As  I  sketched  him  we  had  a  very  interesting  conver- 
sation. He  told  me  the  whole  history  of  the  Union.  In  one 
of  his  first  speeches  he  said  to  the  people,  '  Suppose,  my 
friends,  we  had  two  millions  of  threads  ;  suppose  we  wound 
these  two  millions  of  threads  into  a  good  strong  cord  ;  sup- 
pose we  twisted  that  cord  into  a  good  strong  rope  ;  suppose 
we  twisted  that  rope  into  a  mighty  cable,  Avith  a  hook  at  the 
end  of  it,  and  put  it  into  the  nose  of  the  borough-mongers, 
d'ye  think  we  should  not  drag  the  Leviathan  to  shore  ?'  (Im- 
mense shouts.) 

"Attwood  said  some  very  strong  things.  'After  poverty, 
Sir,  there  is  nothing  so  much  hated  as  independence.  We 
are  become  a  nation  of  petty,  paltry  corporations,  and  love 
of  wealth.      The  five-pounder  adores  the  ten,  and  the  ten 
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the  twenty.'  He  told  Lord  Melbourne,  '  If  the  people  do  not 
get  their  belly  full  after  this,  I  shall  be  torn  to  pieces.'  'And 
so  much  the  better.  You  deserve  it,'  said  Lord  Melbourne. 
'  Yes,  my  Lord,'  said  Attwood,  '  but  they  Avill  begin  with 
you.  I  do  not  despond  of  seeing  you  all  tried  for  your  con- 
duct, Commons  and  all.' 

"Attwood  is  a  wonderful  man,  with  a  strong  natural  un- 
derstanding. His  features  are  well  cut  and  vigorous.  His 
forehead  high,  white,  and  shining.  His  hair  grows  out  up, 
and  elastically  like  Alexander's.  His  features  play  as  he 
talks.  His  mouth  expresses  great  decision,  and  when  he 
spoke  on  his  favourite  subject,  the  blood  rushed  into  his  face, 
as  if  he  were  possessed  by  a  spirit. 

"  '  At  one  time,'  said  he,  '  I  used  to  question  whether  it 
was  best  for  us  or  the  United  States  to  sink.  I  thought  it 
would  be  better  for  us.  But  now  I  do  not  think  so.  We 
have  redeemed  ourselves.' 

"  He  said  Lord  Grey  asked  him  what  he  thought  would  be 
the  end  of  these  Unions.  He  replied,  as  people  got  prosper- 
ous and  satisfied,  they  would  die  away.  '  I  am  much  in- 
clined to  be  of  your  opinion,'  said  Lord  Grey. 

"  He  said  one  of  the  ministers*  told  him  they  owed  their 
places  to  the  Birmingham  Union. 

"  Attwood  is  an  extraordinary  man,  and  really  a  leader. 
The  other  members  seem  to  have  an  awe  of  him.  In  con- 
versation, I  found  the  influence  of  the  leaders  of  this  Union 
was  not  from  temporary  causes,  but  connected  with  their 
predictions  on  finance  ;  that  they  had  predicted  all  the  ruin 
which  had  taken  place  to  ministers,  and  thus  gained  the 
confidence  of  the  people,  and  led  the  way  to  the  establish- 
ment of  a  body  which  should  take  the  lead. 

"  Sunday.  Went  to  Mr.  Hutton's  meeting.  He  made  a 
very  powerful  sermon,  and  afterward  I  dined  with  him  at 
his  beautiful  cottage,  and  found  him  a  highly  powerful  and 
intellectual  young  man.  The  more  1  see  of  these  Birming- 
ham gentlemen,  the  less  am  I  astonished  at  their  late  energy. 

*  Lord  Durham.— B.  R.  H. 
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Huttoii  had  in  his  study  portraits  of  the  great  reformers. 
Hutton  is  a  high-principled  person,  ripe  to  do  all  that  he  has 
done.  He  told  me  he  paced  his  garden,  and  made  up  his 
mind  to  fight.  His  dinner  was  simple,  and  showed  narrow 
circumstances. 

"  They  had  been  so  excited  lately  they  are  absolutely  lan- 
guid in  conversation.  But  they  are  high  in  feeling — Roman 
quite — and  will  be  immortal  in  their  great  struggle.  I  shall 
be  proud  to  commemorate  it. 

"  Spent  the  evening  with  Jones,  a  leader.  When  the  tax- 
gatherer  called  during  the  three  days,  he  said  to  him,  '  If  you 
dare,  Sir,  to  call  again,  I  will  have  you  nailed  by  the  ear  at 
my  door,  with  a  placard  on  your  breast  saying  who  you  are.' 

"  \2th.  Dined  with  Mr.  Scholefield,  the  other  leader  of  the 
Union,  and  a  very  pleasant  day  I  had  after  hard  work. 

"  The  cause  of  the  strong  republican  feeling  at  Birming- 
ham is  their  connection  with  America. 

"  Hadley,  the  secretary  of  the  Union,  sat  to-day.  He  told 
many  interesting  anecdotes  of  the  interview  with  Lord  Grey." 

Here  is  his  account  of  his  first  visit  to  Lord  Grey,  and  his 
commission  for  the  Reform  Banquet  Picture. 

"  26^/i,  21th,  28th.  Hard  at  work,  and  finally  did  the 
sketch.  I  called  at  Lord  Grey's  to-day  to  see  Mr.  Wood. 
After  waiting  in  the  waiting-room  some  time,  in  came  two 
Lords,  one  after  the  other — one  with  all  the  obsequious  hum- 
bleness of  a  place-hunter.  As  I  had  nothing  to  do,  I  sketch- 
ed the  whole  scene,*  changing  the  position  of  Hutton  to  the 
end,  which  increased  the  value  and  effect  wonderfully.  After 
waiting  some  time,  Mr.  Wood  came  in  and  said,  '  Mr  Haydon, 
if  you  can  wait  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  Lord  Grey  will  see  you 
himself      I  arose  and  said,  *  Of  course.' 

'*  One  Lord  was  called  out  first.  Then,  after  an  interval, 
the  other  Lord  went,  and  a  message  followed  for  me.  In  I 
walked.  Lord  Grey  was  sitting  with  the  window  to  the  left. 
He  received  me  in  his  usual  amicable  manner.  I  conjrrat- 
ulated  him  on  his  good  looks,  which,  after  all  the  fag  and 
*  Of  the  Newhall  Hill  Meeting.— Ed. 
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labour,  were  extraordinary.  He  then  said,  '  I  wish  to  explain, 
to  you  that  it  would  not  be  delicate  for  me,  as  a  Cabinet 
Minister,  to  head  any  subscription  connected  with  the  Unions,' 
to  which  I  replied, '  Perhaps  it  was  indelicate  in  me  to  expect 
it.'  '  But  I  should  be  happy  to  subscribe  to  any  other  sub- 
ject connected  with  reform.'  '  My  Lord,'  said  I,  '  I  should  be 
proud  to  paint  the  great  leaders — the  ministry.'  '  Suppose,' 
said  Lord  Grey, '  you  paint  the  grand  dinner  in  the  city,  where 
we  shall  all  be  on  the  11th.'  I  replied,  'I  should  be  delight- 
ed.' He  seemed  much  pleased.  I  said,  'Of  course  you'll  sit 
to  me.'      '  Certainly,'  he  said. 

"  I  then  went  up  stairs  with  him  to  see  a  portrait  by  a 
young  man  I  taught  to  draw. 

"  Lord  Grey  did  not  speak  of  the  Unions  as  he  ought.  He 
seemed  to  think  of  them  as  subjects  beneath  my  pencil ;  and 
when  I  put  into  his  hands  the  sketch  I  had  made,  while  I 
waited,  he  merely  replaced  it  in  my  own  without  a  word. 

"  Is  this  not  a  subject  of  the  finest  moral  nature  ?  Does 
it  not  show  the  value  of  the  religious  feeling  operating  in  men 
accustomed  to  give  vent  to  their  feelings  ?  Does  it  not  show 
the  vast  utility  of  the  industrious  classes  obeying  the  men 
of  property  in  the  neighbourhood  as  leaders,  instead  of  wildly 
wreaking  their  vengeance  on  property  from  ignorance  and 
passion  ?  Surely  this  is  a  subject  kings  and  lords  ought  to 
protect." 

The  Birmingham  picture  was  begun  on  the  30th,  and  sev- 
eral subscriptions  to  it  obtained,  both  in  London  and  Birming- 
ham. But  the  hardy  hammermen  had  no  real  heart  in  the 
matter,  and,  without  minutely  recording  the  ups  and  downs 
of  the  work,  I  may  dismiss  the  subject  by  saying  that  it  came 
to  nothing. 

The  banquet  was  fixed  for  the  11th,  and  the  painter,  on 
Lord  Grey's  recommendation,  had  every  facility  given  to  him 
by  the  committee.  Here  is  his  entry  on  the  evening  of  the 
11th: 

"  I  spent  the  day  at  Guildhall,  and  the  evening  was,  as 
Paddy  would  say,  the  most  splendid  day  of  my  life. 
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"  I  breakfasted  and  dined  with  the  committee,  who  treated 
me  with  the  greatest  distinction,  and  assigned  me  the  place 
I  had  chosen  to  paint  from  (under  Lord  Chatham's  monu- 
ment). The  confusion  of  the  day  is  not  to  be  described  ;  but 
what  was  that  to  the  roar  of  the  night  ? 

"  I  painted  all  the  morning,  and  got  in  the  room  and  win- 
dow, amid  gas-men  and  waiters,  and  by  night,  the  instant  the 
room  filled,  I  dashed  away.  It  was  a  lesson  in  colour  I  shall 
never  forget.  The  nobility  treated  me  with  great  distinction. 
The  Duke  of  Argyle  sent  to  take  wine,  and  so  did  others.  I 
was  obliged  to  sip,  or  I  should  have  been  more  inspired  than 
was  requisite.  It  was  a  splendid  sight — a  glorious  triumph  ; 
and  a  curious  fact  in  my  curious  life,  that  I  should  have  been 
employed  to  paint  it  in  the  hall. 

"  I  saw  Lord  Grey  the  next  morning,  who  was  shaken  ; 
and  on  Tuesday  I  took  him  down  my  sketches,  which  I  trust 
in  God  will  end  in  two  grand  commissions. 

"  What  a  day  !  As  I  passed  to  go  there,  I  saw  a  man  just 
hanging  at  Newgate. 

"  In  the  evening  the  servants  down  stairs  were  drunk,  while 
Lord  Grey  was  considering  it  a  high  honour  up  stairs  I 

"  I  was  an  object  of  great  attention,  without  5s.  in  my 
pocket — and  this  is  life. 

"  The  Ministers  all  seem  afraid  of  the  people.  Ah  I  had 
concessions  been  made  before,  no  danger  would  have  come. 

"July  17th.  Called  on  Lord  Grey  to-day  with  all  my 
sketches.  He  was  highly  gratified.  Lord  Althorp  was  M'ith 
him.  Lord  Grey  gave  me  a  commission  for  the  Banquet  at 
500  guineas.  He  was  taking  up  the  sketch  to  show  Lady 
Grey,  when  she  met  him.  He  introduced  me.  He  said,  '  I 
mean  this  for  Howick.'  I  said,  *  I  am  delighted  to  paint  it 
for  your  Lordship,  where  it  will  be  kept  forever  in  your  fam-  • 
ily.  I  glory  in  it,'  said  I.  Lord  Grey  was  pleased,  and  add- 
ed, 'You  like  your  subject,  I  am  sure.'     '  Indeed  I  do.' 

"  21st.  I  went  by  appointment  this  morning.  Lord  Grey 
received  me  kindly.  He  wanted  to  set  ofl;;  but  I  stuck  to 
him.     '  How  long  will  you  be  ?'      '  Half  an  hour,  my  Lord.' 
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'  May  I  read  ?'  '  If  your  Lordship  will  hold  your  head  high.' 
'Where  must  I  sit?'  'Opposite  the  window.'  'Ah  I'  said 
he,  as  if  he  thought  it  a  great  bore,  took  up  his  ministerial 
box,  and  came  over.  I  sketched  away  like  fire.  Some  one 
called,  and  he  went  out,  leaving  me  alone  with  the  minis- 
terial boxes.  I  thought  to  myself,  Now,  if  I  chose  to  be  a 
villain,  I  might  learn  something  ;  but  I  kept  my  post,  and 
went  on  chalking  in  the  background.  He  darted  in,  but 
finding  all  right,  sat  down  quietly.  It  was  a  very  interesting 
hour. 

"  It  was  a  high  honour.  He  treated  me  with  perfect  con- 
fidence, and  I  was  highly  pleased.  I  made  an  energetic 
sketch." 

Here  is  a  contrast. 

"  24:th.  Faddled — specimens  of  the  'mingled  yarn'  Nos.  1 

and  2.     I  owed .£25.     I  left  him  out  in  my  schedule 

on  a  principle  of  honour  and  afi'ection.  Six  months  ago  I 
wrote  him  to  say  my  prospects  Avere  better,  and  offered  to 
arrange  to  pay  him.  I  got  no. answer;  but  to-day,  without 
notice,  got  a  lawyer's  letter. 

"  He  is  beginning  to  feel  wealthy,  and  to  love  accumula- 
tion.    There  is  nothing  wrong,  but  it  is  little. 

"  26^/i.   Painted  only  an  hour  ;   obliged  to  go  out,  and  try 

to  arrange   about  's  debt  and  my  water-rate.      When  I 

consider  what  I  have  lent  artists  and  never  got  again,  and 

never  thought  of  proceeding,  I  am  shocked  at 's  conduct. 

Never  mind.  For  him  who  has  known  necessity  to  embarrass 
me  at  this  critical  moment  is  shocking.  However,  peace  to 
him.  The  fact  is,  I  never  would  proceed  against  any  human 
creature. 

"  27?/^.  Painted  hard  six  hours,  and  ^vanced  rapidly. 
Dear  Lord  Grey  sent  half.  God  be  thanked.  It  has  saved 
me — quite. 

"  28th.  Painted  a  head  in  the  morning,  and  out  after  busi- 
ness, received  my  money,  and  paid  right  and  left.     Arranged 

's  debt  of  £25  by  paying  his  lawyer  <£3  3s.     Amicable 

robbery  I 
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*'  31st.  June  and  July,  I  have  worked  satisfactorily.  My 
Birmingham  picture  is  advanced,  Lord  Grey's  also  prepared, 
and  to-morrow  I  begin  his.  God  grant  me  success  also. 
Amen. 

"  To-morrow  the  anniversary  of  the  Victory  of  the  Nile. 
I'll  begin  seriously  my  K.eform  Picture — success  I 

"  Septeonber  ^d.  Out  all  day  in  the  city  about  business  of 
various  descriptions.  Delightful  difference,  that  instead  of 
being  tortured  by  the  want  of  money,  it  was  to  be  delight- 
fully deceived  by  the  receipt  of  it. 

More  contrasts.  "  Qtli.  In  the  evening  I  was  sitting  and 
luxuriating  by  anticipation  in  all  the  delights  of  colour  in  my 
picture,  when  a  note  came  from  an  officer's  widow,  starving. 
I  went  out,  and  called  immediately.  It  was  a  room  on  the 
ground  ;  two  little  children  were  sleeping  in  dirt  and  blank- 
ets, without  any  cleanly  comfort  on  earth  ;  beside  them  was 
a  press-bed,  and  a  respectable  mother,  pale,  hollow-cheeked, 
and  Irish.  '  What  regiment,'  said  I,  '  did  your  husband  be- 
long to  ?'  *  The  8th,  or  King's  Own,'  said  she,  with  a  brogue 
one  could  have  known  at  the  Straits  of  Magellan.  '  Poor 
creature  I  why  did  he  leave  the  regiment  V  '  He  quarrelled 
with  his  superior  officer.'  'Why  did  you  send  to  me?'  *I 
heard  you  were  humane.'  Of  course  I  gave  her  all  I  had  in 
my  pocket,  5s.  I  went  away  bitterly  affected.  The  night 
was  clear,  poetical,  and  heavenly.  What  a  contrast  to  the 
wretchedness  I  had  left.  '  Oh,  Sir,'  said  she,  '  it's  a  fortune, 
it's  a  fortune.'  In  the  morning  I  see  a  Prime  Minister  who 
thinks  the  levee  a  bore  ;  in  the  evening  the  widow  of  an 
officer  in  the  King's  Own  (who  perhaps  would  not  put  up 
with  an  insult  from  a  superior  officer,  and  lost  his  commission) 
sends  to  me  for  5s.  Such  is  life  I  She  had  the  appearance 
of  having  seen  better  days. 

"  ^th.  Lord  Grey  called  to-day,  and  it  did  one's  heart  good 
to  see  him  look  so  well.  He  was  full  dressed  at  half  past 
twelve.  He  was  much  pleased  with  the  picture,  and  agreed 
with  me  that  the  most  able  supporters  of  the  bill  ought  to  be 
introduced,  without  regard  to  their  real  places. 
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"  In  coming  in  he  tripped  on  the  step,  and  as  he  was  going 
out  Frank  came  in  with  all  his  books,  and  ran  against  him. 
But  he  was  quite  amiable,  and  said  to  Frederick,  '  How  d'ye 
do,  sir,'  at  which  he  turned  from  his  play,  and  stared  at  him 
like  a  Newfoundland  puppy.      He  seemed  used  to  children. 

"  10^/^.  Oh,  oh,  I've  found  out  the  reason  Lord  Grey  looked 
so  young  and  gay.  Lord  Howick  M'as  to  be  married.  He 
went  from  me  to  the  ceremony.  Old  as  he  was,  he  really 
looked  more  like  a  bridegroom  than  a  minister  of  state.  Lord 
Grey  was  enough  yesterday  to  make  any  man  begin  with 
Champagne  the  moment  he  was  gone.  He  looked  like  the 
first  glass,  after  the  bursting  pop.  Seeing  him  thus  will  in- 
fluence my  treatment  of  his  head. 

"  WtJi.  Sick  of  pictures,  town,  nobility.  King,  Lords,  and 
Commons,  I  set  off  by  a  steamer  to  Broadstairs.  Came  in 
stewed  by  steam  and  broiled  by  sun.  I  fagged  about  till  sick, 
and  got  lodgings  for  my  dears  for  a  short  breathe  of  sea  air. 

"  Slept  at  an  inn  in  a  small  room,  fried  till  morning,  got 
up  at  half  past  five,  took  a  delicious  dip,  and  swam  exulting 
like  a  bull  in  June,  ate  a  breakfast  worthy  of  an  elephant, 
put  off  and  joined  the  Ramsgate  steamer,  and  was  in  town 
again  by  half  past  four.  To-day  I  am  fatigued,  and  to-mor- 
row I  take  all  my  dears  down.  It  is  six  years  since  they 
have  changed  air  but  for  a  day  or  two.  I  hope  it  will  do 
them  all  good. 

"  loth.  Ought  I  to  spend  £20,  owing  it  as  I  do  ?  If  I  do 
not,  my  children  suffer.  They  want  sea-air.  I  struggle  be- 
tween the  feelings  of  the  father  and  the  citizen. 

"  23cZ.  We  have  all  been  down  to  Broadstairs.  The  chil- 
dren vastly  benefited.  Dear  little  Alfred,  after  the  warm 
bath,  said  he  had  not  had  pains  in  his  knees  for  two  days. 
"What  ought  to  be  my  feelings  to  dear  Lord  Grey  for  advanc- 
ing me  half,  and  enabling  me  to  do  this  good  to  my  dear  chil- 
dren ? 

"  2^th.   Closed  my  exhibition,  and  moved  all  my  pictures  : 
Receipts,  £.167     6s.  3<:^. 
Expenses,    170   10     3.         Loss  only,£'^  3s.  3g?. 
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"  Such  are  the  times,     A  blessing  not  to  lose  more. 

"  oOth.  Out  all  day.  Rolled  up  Xenophon,  which,  as  I 
removed  it  into  a  stronger  light,  really  shone  with  colour.  If 
it  comes  out  again  it  will  astonish. 

"Would  any  man  believe  that  the  whole  body  of  the  Aca- 
demicians have  declared  Xenophon  a  failure  ? 

"  AVilkie  came  in  to-day  while  Dr.  Elmore  was  there,  and 
after  looking  at  it  some  time,  he  said,  '  It's  a  great  work,  let 
'em  say  what  they  will.' 

"  He  knows  it  as  well  as  I. 

"  '  B.  R.  Haydon, — I  have  been  put  off  so  often  by  thee, 
that  if  thy  acceptance  is  not  taken  up  on  the  17th  inst.  when 
I  call  (say  about  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning),  I  intend  put- 
ting the  law  in  force  without  delay. 

Bill £28  35.  5d. 

Noting 2     6 

Postage 10 

£28  6s.  9d: 

"  He  called,  and  I  persuaded  this  worthy  man  to  take  £lO, 
and  the  balance  in  a  fortnight.  The  following  conversation 
ensued. 

"  H.  '  "VYhy,  thee  ought,  with  thy  splendid  talents,  to  make 
£1000  a  year,  Haydon.'  '  So  I  do,  Sir,  but  irregularly.' 
H.  '  Then  thee  should  live  on  £500.'  Hay.  '  So  I  do  not. 
I  can't.'  H.  '  Then  thou  art  imprudent.'  Hay.  '  No,  Sir,  I 
am  not.  I  have  eight  children.'  H.  '  Eight  children  I  That 
is  a  proof  of  thy  imprudence.'  Hay.  '  Come,  come,  that's 
hard  ;  I  consider  £20  of  this  bill  I  need  not  have  paid  but 
on  a  principle  of  honour  I'  H.  '  I  have  nothing  to  do  M'ith 
that,  though  I  commend  thee.  Well,  well,  thou  hast  great 
talents,  and  I'll  try  thee  once  more.'  There  was  something 
about  this  so  sincere,  I  was  affected.  He  walked  about  the 
room  with  his  hat  on,  his  coat  buttoned  up  to  his  chin,  healthy- 
looking,  keen,  firm,  honourable,  and  good,  though  severe  in 
his  expression.  When  I  saAV  him  out,  his  horse  and  gig  had 
the  appearance  of  wealth  without  being  fashionable.  It  was 
peculiar,  and  all  in  character. 
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"  This  debt  was  for  my  baker's  bill,  whom  I  had  always 
promised  to  pay  in  my  troubles  out  of  the  first  sum  of  any 
amount  I  received.  Does  he  thank  me  ?  Not  he.  He  is 
just  as  likely,  now  he  is  safe,  to  behave  ill  as  a  stranger. 

"  2%th.  Breakfasted  with  Lord  Nugent.*  Sketched  him. 
Passed  a  very  delightful  morning.  He  took  down,  with  the 
grace  of  high  birth,  a  print  of  Hampden  which  hung  in  an 
old  English  frame,  and  presented  it  to  me,  writing  his  name 
on  the  back.      He  said  some  capital  things. 

"  Talking  of  the  Greeks,  he  said,  '  I  acknowledge  they  are 
liars.  But  why?  It  is  the  arm  of  slavery  against  tyranny.' 
He  said,  '  I  have  as  delightful  associations  about  the  inclosed 
county  of  the  civil  wars  as  about  Greece  or  the  Troad.  I 
have  as  much  pleasure  in  standing  and  thinking  I  see  the 
whole  hedge  lined  with  Cuirassiers,  as  if  they  were  ancient 
Greeks  in  the  Acropolis.'  *  Yes,'  said  I,  '  my  Lord,  and  I  nev- 
er think  of  the  civil  wars  but  I  associate  the  terrific  face  of 
Cromwell  gleaming — dira  fades — above  the  field.  He  was 
a  grand  fellow,  my  Lord.  He  died  in  power.'  '  Yes,  he  did  ; 
but  recollect  Napoleon,'  said  Lord  Nugent,  immediately  grasp- 
ing my  meaning,  '  what  he  suffered,  with  a  thief-catcher  fer- 
reting his  dirty  linen,  harassed  by  a  hideous  complaint,  and 
tortured  by  insults.'  He  went  on.  '  Do  you  know  who  H. 
B.  is  V  '  No.'  .'  I  think  I  do.'  '  Who,  my  Lord  V  '  I  think 
it  is  Harry  Burrard,  of  the  Guards.  We  went  to  school  to- 
gether, and  he  drew  capitally.'  We  then  went  into  a  long 
discussion  about  arms,  tried  rapiers,  looked  at  black  jacks. 
He  ordered  up  a  bloodhound,  and  a  Scotch  greyhound  that 
would  honour  Abbotsford  ;  and  after  forty  visits,  twenty  let- 
ters— after  Joe,  and  Bill,  and  Dick,  and  Harry  had  had  their 
orders,  in  came  the  groom.  '  Where's  the  little  mare  V  'At 
Stowe,  my  Lord.'  '  How  came  she  there  V  '  My  Lord,  your 
own  orders.'  '  Get  her  directly,  in  time  to  embark.  Who 
covered  her  V  '  I  don't  know,  my  Lord.'  In  came  Joe. 
'  My  Lord,  the  captain    of  the   steamer.'      '  Show  him   in 

*  Who  was  on  the  point  of  starting  as  Governor  for  the  Ionian 
Islands. 
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Mr.  Haydon,  we  had  better  begin.'  I  began,  wanting  his 
head  to  the  left ;  but  the  captain  sat  on  the  right,  and  every 
instant  Lord  Nugent  jerked  his  head  to  the  right,  to  discuss 
the  various  probabiUties  of  embarkation,  and  there  I  sat  catch- 
ing his  features  as  I  could,  and  getting  them  in  rapidly. 

"  After  seeing  the  drawing,  he  said,  *  I  shall  be  happy  to 
see  you  at  Corfu.  You  can  be  out  in  three  weeks  in  a  steam- 
er. We'll  take  a  trip  to  the  Troad  and  Constantinople. 
Don't  forget  it.  Joe  ?'  '  My  Lord.'  '  Tell  Mr.  What's-his- 
name  that  Hookham  will  settle  it.'  '  Yes,  my  Lord.  My 
Lord,  here's  the  silversmith.'  'Who?'  'The  silversmith.' 
'  Send  him  to  Hookham's  too.  Then,  captain,  we  must  be 
on  board  by  three  ?  Can  the  horses — eh  I  what  do  you  call 
it  ? — can  the  horses — the  horses  get  on  board  easily  ?'  '  As 
easy  as  a  glove,  my  Lord.'  '  Well,  captain,  you  had  better 
see  Lady  Nugent,  and  talk  to  her  about  the  baggage.'  '  Yes^ 
my  Lord.'  '  Joe.'  '  Yes,  my  Lord.'  '  Ask  Lady  Nugent  for 
that  old  painting.'     '  Yes,  my  Lord.'     *  Michel  ?'     '  Oui,  mi- 

iwd: 

"  In  the  midst  of  all  this  I  finished  my  sketch,  and  was  off. 
I  like  Lord  Nugent  very  much.  He  is  of  race,  and  looks  like 
a  noble.  His  manners  are  graceful  and  commanding.  He 
is  cultivated  and  entertaining,  and  I  dare  say  will  honour  his 
station. 

^'21th.  Finished  the  head  of  the  chairman.  Lord  Nugent 
and  Sir  Matthew  Wood  called,  and  liked  the  picture.  Lord 
Nugent  made  some  capital  remarks,  which  I  adopted.  He 
embarked  at  three. 

''October  12th.  Lord  Melbourne  came,  and  a  very  pleas- 
ant morning  we  had.  He  relished  my  stories,  and  was  ex- 
tremely affable  and  amiable.  He  has  a  fine  head,  and  look- 
ed refined  and  handsome.  As  he  was  leaving  he  saw  the 
Birmingham  sketch.  I  question  if  he  exactly  relished  it — it 
might  be  my  fancy.  I  hit  his  expression,  and  he  will  come 
in  well  and  elegantly. 

"  I3th.  Lord  Melbourne  sat  again  to-day,  with  great  amia- 
bility.    I  asked  him  point  blank  several  things.     I  was  very 
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much  delighted  with  his  exceeding  good-humour,  and  I  hope 
I  have  hit  his  expression.  He  asked  about  Hazlitt,  Leigh 
Hunt,  Keats,  and  Shelley,  and  seemed  much  amused  at  my 
anecdotes.  I  never  had  a  pleasanter  sitter — a  delightful, 
frank,  easy,  unaffected  man  of  fashion. 

"  There  is  nothing  like  'em  when  they  add  intelligence  to 
breeding. 

"  I  spoke  of  Lord  Durham's  retuni.  Dead  silence.  I 
talked  of  Birmingham.  A  sort  of  hint  as  to  Scholefield  and 
Attwood — a  passing  opinion,  yet  confidential. 

"  The  whole  sitting  was  entertaining  ;  and  now,  if  he  is 
only  pleased  with  his  own  head,  it  will  do. 

"  14:th.  Saw  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  to-day  in  the  streets.  Mi- 
cheli  and  an  Italian  had  stopped  me.  Micheli's  friend  had 
sailed  with,  and  knew  him.  We  all  walked  by,  and  then 
turned,  and  had  a  d — d  good  stare.  He  turned  and  looked 
fiercely  at  us,  and  gave  us  a  good  opportunity  by  crossing.  A 
meaner  face  no  assassin  ever  had.  He  answered  Napoleon's 
description  to  a  T. 

"  I6th.  Lord  Melbourne  sat  again  to-day — a  delightful  two 
hours.  He  liked  the  head  in  the  picture  the  best  of  the 
three.  This  will  be  a  complete  course  of  study  in  portrait 
painting.  I  made  a  chalk  drawing,  an  oil  sketch,  and  then 
put  it  into  the  picture  by  myself,  imagining  his  expression. 
It  is  extraordinary  that  the  head  I  painted  by  myself  is  the 
best ;  I  can  do  an  expression  I  imagine  better  than  one  I  see. 

"  Lord  Melbourne,  in  the  course  of  talk,  said  he  knew  that 
Lord  North  often  endeavoured  to  persuade  the  King  not  to 
continue  the  American  war,  but  that  the  virulence  of  the  old 
King's  feelings  obliged  him.  Lord  Melbourne  added  that  he 
(the  King)  patronized  West  against  Reynolds  because  the  lat- 
ter was  too  intimate  with  Fox  and  Burke. 

"We  had  a  long  confab  about  art.  He  seemed  to  be  afraid 
history  would  never  have  that  patronage  portrait  had.  I  re- 
plied the  government  could  alone  do  it.  He  asked  how.  I 
said,  first  by  a  committee  of  the  House,  and  then  by  a  vote. 
He  said  he  was  afraid  selections  might  be   invidious.     Of 
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course,  I  replied,  he  that  was  selected  was  more  likely  to  he 
envied  than  otherwise,  but  the  same  might  be  said  of  all 
commissions.  He  said,  '  Had  not  the  sculptors  had  every  op- 
portunity, and  had  they  done  as  they  ought?'  'Certainly 
not.  But  it  was  no  argument,'  I  replied,  '  because  one  class 
of  artists  had  acted  as  manufacturers,  we  should.'  Lord 
Melbourne  said,  '  We  shall  see  what  a  popular  Parliament 
will  do.     Hume  is  not  against  it.     It  seems  feasible.' 

"  18^/z..  Lord  Althorp  sat  to  me  in  Downing  Street.  He 
is  not  so  conversational  as  Lord  Melbourne,  but  the  essence 
of  good  nature.  I  said,  '  My  Lord,  for  the  first  time  in  my 
life,  I  scarcely  slept  when  Lord  Grey  was  out  during  the  Bill 
— were  you  not  deeply  anxious  ?'  '  I  don't  know,'  said  Lord 
Althorp  ;  '  I  am  never  very  anxious.'  Lord  Althorp  seems 
heavy.  I  tried  to  excite  him  into  conversation.  He  said  Sir 
Joshua  painted  him  when  a  boy.  He  said  nothing,  remark- 
able. He  has  an  air  of  rank,  like  all  of  them.  I  hit  his 
expression — so  said  his  secretary  ;  but  I  saw  he  evidently 
thought  it  not  young  enough.  He  brought  me  down  Hay- 
ter's  miniature,  painted  nineteen  years  ago.  As  a  work  of 
art,  detestable  ;  but  he  thought  highly  of  it. 

"  I  afterward  called  on  Lord  Palmerston,  and  was  amaz- 
ingly impressed  by  his  good-humoured  elegance.  Col.  Wal- 
pole  had  made  a  mistake.  He  did  not  mean  to  sit — he  only 
thought  I  wanted  to  see  him.  He  said  he  could  no  more  sit 
than  he  could  fly  ;  but  the  first  leisure  hour  he  would  not 
forget  me. 

"  I9th.  Visited  Lord  Althorp  again.  He  told  me  the  day 
before  that  I  might  come  again  any  morning  I  liked.  So 
anxious  was  I  to  get  on,  that  I  went  down  again  the  next 
day,  was  admitted,  made  the  servant  fit  up  the  windows,  and 
block  up  the  light.  Rubbed  in  the  head  by  way  of  prepara- 
tion, and  was  expecting  his  Lordship.  Lord  Althorp  had 
made  an  appointment  with  an  engraver  at  the  same  hour, 
and  had  not  had  time  to  tell  me  ;  so  in  walked  his  Lordship, 
half  laughing,  saying  he  had  done  so,  and  begging  to  know 
if  it  would  interrupt  me.     I  said  '  No.'     By  his  side  stood  his 
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secretary   with   papers.      The   door   opened,  and    in  toddled 

,  with  his  clump  foot,  and  a  large  portfolio.     Lord  Al- 

thorp  roared  with  laughter,  and  so  did  I.  The  whole  thing 
was  dramatic.  All  this  so  disturbed  me — so  perplexed  my 
thoughts — was  so  unlike  the  solitude  of  my  own  study,  where 
I  can  indulge  in  visions,  that  I  only  thought  how  to  get  out 
of  it  in  peace. 

"  Lord  Althorp,  who  is  a  heavy  man,  stood  up  for  the  head, 
that  the  engraver  might  touch  it.  The  graceless  way  in  which 
he  stood  was  irresistible.  I  could  paint  a  picture  of  such  hu- 
mour as  would  ruin  me. 

"  The  fact  is,  one  should  never  forget  what  is  due  to  one's 
self  The  moment  I  found  Lord  Althorp  made  no  gentle- 
manly appeal  to  me,  as  the  whole  rencontre  was  his  fault, 
I  should  very  quietly  have  daubed  out  the  whole  head,  and 
merely  made  generalities.  The  truth  waa,  he  seemed  to 
think  it  a  devilish  good  joke — not  knowing  I  have  no  inter- 
course with  artists  ;  and  that,  though  I  could  not  help  laugh- 
ing, it  was  little  better  than  an  insult.  What  had  I  in  com- 
mon with  an  engraver,  let  him  be  ever  so  eminent  ?  I  was 
there  by  Lord  (jrey's  desire,  and  as  his  representative  ;  and 
I  ought  to  have  been  treated  with  marked  distinction.  How- 
ever, I  have  a  scale  : 

Those  noblemen  who  come  to  me, 
Those  who  oblige  me  to  come  to  them, 
And  those  who  do  not  sit  at  all, 
shall  all  be  represented  according  to  their  respective  amia- 
bilities. 

"  22c/.  Lord  Lansdowne  sat,  and  I  was  much  interested. 
His  face  is  amiable  in  the  extreme.  We  had  a  long  confab- 
ulation about  the  Academy,  &c.,  &c.,  in  which  he  asked  sev- 
eral meaning  questions  of  me. 

"  24:th.  Lord  John  Russell  sat  to-day.  He  did  not  say 
much.  Til  ere  is  a  marked  inflexibility  of  purpose  about  his 
head.  He  was  pleased  with  the  picture,  and  thought  I  ought 
to  place  the  more  prominent  characters  conspicuously.  Lord 
Lansdowne  differed.     He  thought,  however  improperly  pJaced 

Vol.  II.— C^ 
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the  company  were,  I  ought  to  be  strictly  correct  as  to  the 
first  line,  since  the  picture  was  to  be  an  historical  record.  I 
was  much  gratified  by  the  honour  of  his  visit. 

"  26th.  Went  to  the  Duke  of  Richmond's,  and  made  a  suc- 
cessful sketch  of  him.  He  has  a  fine  head.  We  had  a  talk 
of  art.  I  put  in  '  pubhc  vote  of  money.'  His  Grace  admitted 
it — that  was  all. 

"  26//?..  Went  again  to  the  Duke  of  Richmond's.  The  Duch- 
ess came  in  to  have  a  peep.  I  think  she  did  not  consider  it 
handsome  enough.  They  expect  in  an  historical  picture  I 
am  to  perfume  them  like  Lawrence.  My  object  is  nature 
and  truth  for  reference  hereafter,  and  not  domestic  portrait 
to  gratify  papa  and  mamma,  by  smothering  nature  and  giv- 
ing them  something  else,  which  no  one  can  reduce  to  prin- 
ciple. 

"  I  know  well  my  sketches  will  not  please  them. 

"  They  want  a  peculiar  expression  in  the  eye — an  arched 
brow,  a  red  lip,  a  smirk,  and  so  on.  I  can't  do  this.  I  won't 
do  this.  The  eye  is  a  component  part  of  a  face,  and  is  liable 
to  the  same  variations  of  light  and  shadow  as  the  nose  or 
mouth.  Sometimes  it  is  lost  in  half  tint  or  shadow — some- 
times glitters  in  light ;  but,  under  all  circumstances,  to  make 
it  light  is  absurd.  Lawrence  always  did  ;  and  I  am  con- 
vinced, from  what  I  see  again  of  people  of  fashion,  Sir  Joshua 
never  could  have  been  a  favourite  at  heart.  Heard  from 
Lord  Goderich.  Called  on  Wilkie,  and  found  he  had  been 
painting  the  Duke  of  Sussex.  Here's  a  pretty  Radical  I  He 
is  ratting.  It  was  something  like  Lawrence  and  Raeburn, 
and  not  like  himself;   and  yet  fine,  but  not  original. 

"  21th.  In  thus  coming  to  portrait  in  a  spirit  of  investiga- 
tion, I  have  arrived  at  the  following  conclusion — that  Van- 
dyke even  is  afl'ected,  Reynolds  and  Titian  unaffected  in  the 
most  delightful  degree. 

"  In  Reynolds  and  Titian  there  is  nothing  forced  ;  in  Van- 
dyke the  character  is  often  forced.  Vandyke  placed  the  eyes 
often  for  the  purpose  of  showing  them  to  the  best  advantage  ; 
the  eye  seems  conscious  of  how  to  look,  so  as  to  get  the  bit 
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of  light  to  come  exactly  in  the  same  pretty  place.  But  in 
Titian,  eyes  look  like  eyes  without  these  ridiculous  absurd 
trickeries.  So  in  all  the  great  masters.  Reynolds  often  made 
a  striking  likeness  with  the  eye  hardly  seen. 

"  This  picture  will  be  of  great  use.  It  will  compel  me  to 
study  portrait,  which  I  detested,  as  this  picture  has  a  national 
object  as  well. 

"  Had  Lawrence  never  existed,  it  would  have  been  better 
for  the  art.  In  spite  of  all,  I  must  think  so.  Yes,  he  had  a 
mischievous  fascination.  There  is  nothing  in  him  sound — 
nothing  to  which  you  can  devote  your  whole  soul,  without 
fear  of  contamination,  as  in  Reynolds,  Titian,  Raphael,  Cor- 
regio. 

**  2Sth.   Called  on  L .     He  gave  me  a  poor  account  of 

Gait,  and  censured  him  for  his  follies.  He  said  Gait  had 
thrown  away  three  opportunities  of  fortune  by  quarrelling 

with  his  superiors.     L 's  account  rather  interested  me. 

,  when  Secretary  for  the  Treasury,  told  him  they  wanted 

an  editor  for  the  Courier,  who  would  come  every  morning  to 
the  Treasury,  and  take  his  tone  from  them,  L men- 
tioned Gait.     He  was  sent,  and  accepted.     When  the  King 

was  ill, said,  '  Mr.  Gait,  the  King  reads  the  Courier, 

and  nothing  whatever  must  be  said  of  His  Majesty's  danger. 
Sir  H.  Halford  will  inform  you  daily  what  to  say.' 

"All  the  papers  went  on  swearing  the  King  must  die. 
Gait  maintained  the  contrary  ;  but  it  was  so  ridiculous, 
that  his  honesty  of  mind  could  not  brook  it,  and  he  boldly 

spoke  out.     sent  for  him — remonstrated  on  his  folly. 

Gait  stood  up  for  his  independence.  said  he  must  re- 
tire. Gait  threw  up  his  employment,  and  is  now  prostrated 
with  paralysis,  without  a  guinea,  and  with  ten  children. 

"  29t,h.  Got  in  Lord  John's  head  ;  but  my  conscience  would 
not  allow  me  to  keep  him  by  the  side  ;  I  therefore  put  him 
on  the  line  of  honour. 

"  31st.  In  the  city,  and  arranged  my  necessities. 

"  The  last  day  of  the  month,  and  a  very  triumphant  month 
it  has  been  to  rae.     God  be  thanked,  with  all  my  heart. 
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"  November  3<i.*  Lord  Goderich  sat,  and  afterward  I  went 
to  Sir  James  Graham's,  Lord  Goderich  began  the  instant 
he  sat  down,  'Well,  we  are  to  have  a  new  Academy.'  'Yes, 
my  Lord.'  '  How  do  you  like  the  plan  ?'  '  It  is  an  honour 
to  the  art  certainly,  but  I  fear  its  ultimate  influence.'  '  Fear ! 
why  ?'  '  Because,  by  bringing  the  annual  efforts  of  British 
artists  in  comparison  with  the  choicest  works  of  the  choicest 
ages,  the  inference  will  be  too  obvious,  and  the  opinion  of 
British  art  must  sink.  There  is  no  hope  for  British  art  but 
by  a  moderate  and  regular  vote  to  support  history.'  '  But 
how  ?'  said  he  ;  '  we  have  no  houses.'  '  My  Lord,  there  is 
the  mistake.  We  do  not  want  houses.  We  want  public 
support,  ibr  public  objects,  in  public  buildings  ;  and  your 
Lordship  may  depend  on  it  the  art  of  the  country  will  sink. 
No  young  men  will  devote  themselves  to  acquire  the  power, 
if  ruin  and  a  prison  are  to  be  the  result  of  studying  the  art 
as  a  science,  instead  of  making  it  what  it  is — a  trade,  and  a 
means  of  getting  money  and  sitters.' 

"  We  went  over  the  old  ground.  I  found  him  a  staunch 
friend  of  the  powers  that  be  in  art.  He  said  the  annual  ex- 
hibition gratified  a  number  of  people.  They  saw  views  of 
places  they  knew,  likenesses  of  people  they  heard  of,  &c.  ; 
and  he  did  not  think  that  ancient  art,  however  eminent,  would 
be  likely  to  interfere  in  such  a  case.  He  said,  '  The  dinner 
gratified  him  always.'  I  said,  '  I  dare  say.  It  must  be  a 
gratifying  thing  ;  but,  my  Lord,  an  English  exhibition  puts 
me  in  mind  of  a  giant  with  great  genius,  and  great  powers 
of  mind,  struggling  to  speak  a  language  he  does  not  under- 
stand.' He  laughed,  and  said,  'What  would  you  have?'  'A 
better  and  more  systematic  education.  The  French  are  more 
regularly  prepared.'  '  I  would  not  give  sixpence  for  French 
art,'  said  he.  'You  value  it  too  highly,'  said  I.  *  But  a  lit- 
tle French  regularity  would  correct,  without  destroying,  the 

*  The  nineteenth  volume  of  the  Journals  begins  at  this  date,  with 
the  mottoes,  "  Who  best  can  suffer,  best  can  do"  (Milton),  and  "  Be- 
hold, I  have  refined  thee,  but  not  with  silver.  I  have  chosen  thee  in 
the  furnace  of  affliction." — Psalm  xlviii. 


1832,]  LORD    GODERICH.  149 

exuberance  of  English  excess.  The  French  are  what  Sir 
George  Beaumont  used  to  call  them,  the  upholsterers  of  the 
art.'  '  Suppose  a  grant  of  money  given,  how  would  you 
begin  ?'  said  he.  'At  once,  at  the  great  room  at  the  Ad- 
miralty. Take  two  great  pictures  of  two  of  the  most  im- 
portant epochs  of  English  marine  glory.  Adorn  the  other 
parts  of  the  room  with  smaller  designs.  Take  two  portraits 
of  two  of  the  greatest  heroes,  and  two  busts.'  He  shrugged 
his  shoulders,  and  said,  'Well,  Lords  Grey  and  Althorp  hold 
the  purse-strings,  propose  it  to  them.'  Here  was  an  acknowl- 
edgment he  had  nothing  to  say. 

"  What  will  he  do  ?  Go  away — and  perhaps  abuse  me 
for  proving  my  plan  feasible. 

"  He  retired,  and  I  drove  down  to  an  attorney  to  prevent 
an  execution  for  X9  14s. ;  paid  <£o,  X4  to  his  client,  and  £l 
to  him  for  waiting  a  fortnight  for  the  balance,  and  then  to 
Sir  James  Graham  at  the  Admiralty.      I  sketched  him. 

"  7th.  Sir  John  Hobhouse  sat,  and  a  very  interesting  hour 
I  had. 

"  I'itli.  Lord  Goderich  sat  again  to-day,  and  we  went  into 
the  whole  question  of  the  Academy.  He  asked  innumerable 
questions.  I  gave  him  the  whole  history  of  Reynolds'  resig- 
nation, my  ill  treatment,  Shee's  conduct,  &c.,  &c.  '  Upon  my 
honour,'  said  he,  '  if  they  do  not  take  care,  the  public  will  be 
against  them.'  '  They  are  already,'  said  I ;  '  and  my  appre- 
hensions are,  that  this  money  voted  for  them  will  only  serve 
to  give  additional  weight  to  their  unjust  pretensions.'  He  al- 
luded to  my  former  applications  to  him  about  art,  and  added, 
'  I  fear  I  have  neglected  you.'  '  Yes,  my  Lord,'  said  I ;  '  once 
when  I  was  waiting  to  see  you  a  deputation  of  silk-mercers 
from  Coventry  came  in,  and  I  gave  up  hope.'  He  laughed, 
but  halt  displeased. 

"On  the  whole,  public  men  shrink  from  discussion.  They 
are  so  occupied  with  the  fate  of  nations,  and  their  political 
relations,  that  ti-uth  even  on  other  points  seems  unworthy  in- 
vestigation. Metaphysical  inquiry  they  detest.  Matters  of 
taste  they  skim.     Religion  they  consider  only  as  an  engine 
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of  state  ;  and  I  do  not  think  much  extension  of  knowledge 
on  general  principles  is  to  be  acquired  by  intercourse  with 
them.  They  are  interesting  from  their  rank  and  occupation  ; 
but  a  habit  of  having  such  mighty  interests  hanging  on  their 
decisions  generates  a  contempt  for  abstract  deduction,  and 
an  indisposition  to  enter  into  matters  of  htcrature,  art,  and 
morals.  Men  like  Lord  Grey — old  politicians — are  too  wary 
to  give  you  a  clue  by  any  hint  or  look  as  to  what  is  going  on. 

"  nth.  Made  another  sketch  of  Sir  James  Graham  to-day 
— a  better  view  of  his  fine  head.  Dr.  Lushington  came  in, 
and  I  stayed  with  Lady  Graham  for  nearly  two  hours,  and 
spent  a  delightful  time. 

"  \9th.  Saw  Lord  Grey,  who  was  sitting  quietly  by  the  fire 
reading  papers.  When  I  came  to  the  door  Col.  Grey  was  talk- 
ing to  Lord  Essex.  Lord  Essex  saw  me,  and  said,  '  I  have 
nearly  persuaded  Lord  Holland  to  sit.' 

"  It  would  be  a  pity  if  such  a  strenuous  advocate  of  reform 
should  be  out. 

"I  sent  in  my  name  and  was  admitted.  Lord  Grey  was 
looking  the  essence  of  mildness.  He  seemed  disposed  for  a 
chat.  In  my  eagerness  to  tell  him  all  he  wanted  to  know, 
I  sprung  up  off  my  chair,  and  began  to  explain,  bending  my 
fist  to  enforce  my  argument.  Lord  Grey  looked  at  me  with  a 
mild  peacefulness  of  expression,  as  if  regarding  a  bit  of  gun- 
powder he  had  admitted  to  disturb  his  thoughts.  Now  I 
should  have  sat  still,  and  chatted  quietly,  for  that  is  what 
he  wanted — to  be  relieved  by  gentle  talk.  But  he  began  to 
talk  to  me  about  the  picture,  and  touched  a  sensitive  spring. 
I  blazed  away,  made  arrangements  for  his  sitting  next  week, 
and  took  my  leave. 

"  I  came  in  like  a  shot,  talked  like  a  Congreve  rocket,  and 
was  ofi  like  an  arrow,  leaving  Lord  Grey  for  five  minutes  not 
quite  sure  if  it  was  all  a  dream.  How  delightfully  he  looked 
by  the  fire.  What  a  fine  subject  he  would  make  in  his  ofE- 
cial  occupation. 

"  2Qth.  Hard  at  work  on  Sir  James  Graham.  I  never,  I 
think,  passed  a  more  interesting  month  ;  to  be  admitted,  as 
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I  have  been,  on  the  most  friendly  terms  to  the  secret  recesses 
of  cabinet  ministers,  left  alone,  as  I  have  been,  with  letters, 
dispatches,  boxes,  and  trusted  with  perfect  confidence,  chat- 
ting with  them  on  art,  and  having  the  full  command  of  them 
for  an  hour  at  a  time,  with  no  disturbance  or  interruption,  is 
a  very  high  distinction. 

"  25th.  At  Lord  Althorp's  again,  and  spent  a  very  inter- 
esting hour.  By  degrees  I  got  him  on  art  and  the  National 
Gallery,  and  the  necessity  of  encouraging  history  by  an  an- 
nual vote. 

"  He  said  an  annual  vote  would  be  injurious,  because  it  im- 
plied a  necessity  of  always  buying  when  there  might  be  noth- 
ing to  buy.  He  said  government  did  nothing,  because  it  was 
not  the  habit.  I  instanced  sculpture,  and  he  acknowledged. 
^e  discussed  the  junction  of  the  National  Gallery  and  Acad- 
emy. He  agreed  it  would  either  ruin  them  or  make  them. 
If  properly  taken,  it  would  be  the  making  of  the  art.  He 
said,  '  You  are  at  war  with  the  Academy.'  '  I  am,  my  Lord. 
I  disapprove  of  them  on  principle.  They  are  the  borough- 
mongers  of  the  art.'  I  said,  *  Chantrey  had  agreed  with  me 
in  my  opinion  on  the  Academy,  yet  had  joined  them.'  I  said, 
'  They  are  a  set  of  interested  men,  who  are  fearful  of  their 
supremacy  being  shaken  by  the  foundation  of  legitimate  art. 
They  obliged  Reynolds  to  resign.  They  persecuted  Opie, 
West,  Wilkie,  and  myself,  and  being  portrait  painters,  and  en- 
grossing the  power,  they  can  do  so  with  effect.'  I  begged  to 
assure  his  Lordship  I  had  no  paltry  view  in  recommending 
commissions  to  the  most  eminent,  but  asked  either  for  that, 
or  some  other  plan,  that  the  consequence  of  pursuing  art  from 
feeling,  and  not  for  gain,  might  not  be  ruin  to  all  who  at- 
tempted it.  1  pressed  on  his  attention  the  popularity  of  the 
measure.  He  said,  '  D'ye  think  so  ?'  '  My  Lord,  I  am  sure 
of  it.  And  the  junction  of  the  Royal  Academy  with  the  Na- 
tional Gallery  is  not  popular,  because  it  is  feared  additional 
power  will  be  put  into  the  hands  of  those  who  already  have 
wielded  what  they  have  to  the  oppression  of  the  art.'  I  said, 
'  Sooner  or  later,  Lord  Althorp,  it  must  be  done,  and  I  should 
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be  happy  to  see  the  glory  secured  by  the  present  administra- 
tion. It  is  difficult  for  me  to  speak  of  the  Royal  Academy 
without  passion,  but  be  assured  the  art  is  the  last  thing- 
thought  of  there.'  He  said,  '  Would  premiums  be  a  good 
plan  ?'  '  No,  my  Lord.  Commissions  are  best,'  '  Some- 
times,' said  he,  '  pictures  make  a  great  dash  and  are  forgot- 
ten. Government  might  commit  itself  Fifty  years,  I  think, 
ought  to  pass  before  a  picture  is  bought.'  '  And  the  painter 
starves  in  the  mean  time,'  said  I.  '  My  Jerusalem  is  in 
America.  Lazarus  is  going,  and  Solomon  is  in  a  dust-loft. 
After  thousands  are  spent  in  the  Gallery,  the  art  will  be  in 
the  same  condition.  Why  not  give  painters  a  chance,  as  in 
other  countries  ?' 

"  He  seemed  impressed  with  a  notion  that  something  was 
wanting.  This  is  the  first  step.  I  see  Lord  Grey  this  wee]c, 
and  I  will  be  at  him.  God  knows  if  any  thing  will  come  of 
it.  They  shall  not  be  ignorant ;  and  then  all  excuse  is  taken 
away.  At  my  calling  the  Academy  '  the  borough-mongers 
of  the  art,'  he  laughed.  He  said,  of  all  professions,  lawyers 
were  the  most  jealous.     This  to  me  was  new. 

"  I  think  I  shook  his  convictions  in  the  infallibility  of  the 
Academy.  I  said,  I  feared  if  the  art  was  injured  by  the  Na- 
tional Gallery,  the  dealers  would  get  ahead  again.  He  said 
he  did  not  fear  that. 

"  He  seemed  quite  ignorant  and  quite  astonished  ihat  any 
thing  could  be  said  against  the  plan,  or  in  favour  of  any  thing 
else. 

"  He  said,  '  Who  is  to  judge  ?  Patrons  in  matters  of  taste 
and  persons  of  technical  knowledge  ?'  I  said,  '  No,  my  Lord  ; 
all  the  world  can  judge  if  an  expression  be  true  or  a  story  told. 
All  the  world  would  be  impressed  with  a  national  series  of 
pictures  to  illustrate  a  principle  ;  but  all  the  world  are  not 
judges  of  technicalities.     This  is  exclusively  professional.' 

•'  Lord  Althorp  said,  if  he  had  not  affected  to  be  against 
the  National  Gallery,  fifty  people  would  have  sprung  up  in 
the  House,  and  have  opposed  ;  but  by  appearing  to  disap- 
prove, he  secured  success. 
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"  "When  I  took  my  leave,  I  begged  he  would  not  forget 
the  art. 

"  29th.  Lord  Althorp  called  and  was  much  pleased.  Be- 
gan Lord  Grey  musing  by  the  fire. 

"  SO^/j.  Rubbed  in  the  great  picture  of  the  above  subject, 
and  very  interesting  it  will  be.  I  had  Brown's  men  down 
instantly,  and,  as  I  had  a  canvass  ready,  it  was  mounted,  and 
begun  in  half  an  hour.  Success  to  it.  If  done  as  it  ought, 
it  will  give  posterity  a  complete  idea  of  this  illustrious  man 
in  his  habitual  attitude. 

^'■December  \s,t.  Out  all  day,  and  exceedingly  harassed  for 
want  of  money.  This  picture  causes  such  continual  loss  of 
time,  it  is  dreadful.  In  grievous  difficulty,  I  ran  in  to  my  dear 
old  friend  Cockerell,  and  though  he  has  great  reason  to  com- 
plain of  my  irregularity,  he  lent  me  X5.  I  wanted  him  to 
buy  my  sketch  of  Sir  Walter.  He  could  not,  but  advised  me 
to  ask  Lord  Francis.     To  him  I  wrote,  and  if  he  does,  it  will 

rescue  me  from  M 's  fangs,  and  enable  me  to  get  on.     I 

can  not  appeal  to  Lord  Grey  till  next  month. 

"  2.d.  Called  on  the  Duke  of  Sussex,  and  saw  him.  It 
was  quite  a  picture.  There  he  sat  in  a  little  room,  richly 
furnished,  smoking,  with  a  red  Turkish  cap,  like  Ali  Pasha — 
his  hands  covered  with  rings — his  voice  loud,  royal,  and  asth- 
matic. '  Sit  down,  Mr.  Haydon.'  Down  I  sat.  He  began 
about  the  Academy  instantly,  as  if  to  flatter  me. 

"  Kith.  Lord  Melbourne  sat  again  to-day.  His  last  sitting, 
and  a  very  pleasant  morning  I  had. 

"  Lord  Melbourne  is  the  most  delightful  sitter  of  any,  and 
I  am  always  brilliant  with  him.  He  seems  equally  pleased 
with  me.  I  feel  at  my  ease.  He  is  a  shrewd  man,  and  is 
not  satisfied  with  random  reasons.  I  was  talking  about  art, 
and  he  brought  me  to  an  anchor  for  a  minute  by  asking  me 
a  question  that  required  reflection  to  refute,  and  set  me  think- 
ing when  he  was  gone. 

"■Wth.  Lord  Auckland  sat,  and  I  congratulated  him  on 
the  success  of  the  elections.  He  said,  *  Truly  it  justifies  all 
that  has  been  done  for  the  middle  classes.'     It  did  most  glo- 
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riously.     I  wrote  Hobhouse  I  would  carry  him  round  myself, 
if  a  chair  was  wanting. 

"2\st.  Lord  Headfort  concluded  to-day,  and  in  the  morn- 
ing I  passed  an  hour  with  Lord  Melbourne,  in  which  art  and 
all  its  interests,  great  pictures  in  churches,  public  encourage- 
ment, &c.,  were  discussed,  but  with  little  effect.  There  is  no 
hope  from  any  minister  the  other  side  of  forty.  A  man  at 
forty  has  proved  the  hoUowness  of  life,  and  smiles  at  zeal  with 
a  consciousness  of  its  uselessness.  Lord  Melbourne  seemed  to 
have  a  notion  that  I  was  a  disappointed  enthusiast,  whom  he 
found  it  amusing  to  listen  to,  however  absurd  it  might  be  to 
adopt  my  plans. 

"  31st.  The  last  day  of  a  year,  perhaps  the  most  celebra- 
ted of  my  life. 

"  The  immortality  conferred  on  me  by  Lord  Grey  in 
giving  me  a  picture  connected  with  reform  —  the  glory 
of  that  night  at  Guildhall — the  return  of  fortune,  and  the 
peace,  happiness,  and  study  I  have  enjoyed  in  consequence, 
are  all  causes  of  my  feeling  deep  gratitude  to  my  merciful 
Creator. 

"  My  health  never  was  so  good,  but  I  regret  to  say  the  ma- 
terials I  have  to  work  with  for  art — King,  nobility,  and  peo- 
ple— are  materials  from  which  little  good  can  be  expected.  I 
am  at  this  moment  m  abeyance,  and  feel  more  happiness  in 
pursuing  my  studies  without  battling  or  struggling  for  an  ab- 
stract principle.  I  regret  it,  for  it  is  not  high-minded.  I 
shall  try  the  rest  of  my  life  to  do  my  best,  and  let  that  take 
its  chance. 

•*  I  have  worked  very  hard  to-day  from  nine  to  four,  and 
seven  to  half  past  ten — ten  and  a  half  hours — my  eyes  like 
iron. 

"  There  are  two  things  I  once  hated — portrait  and  per 
spective.  This  picture  has  forced  me  to  study  them,  and  ] 
will  conclude  by  being  capable  of  both. 

"  It  is  now  half  past  eleven.  The  conclusion  is  approach- 
ing of  the  most  wonderful  year  in  the  history  of  England. 
Oh  !  how  I  glory  that  1  contributed  to  the  great  result,  how- 
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ever  humbly,  by  my  three  letters*  to  The  Times.  When  my 
colours  have  faded,  my  canvass  decayed,  and  my  body  min- 
gled with  the  earth,  these  glorious  letters,  the  best  things  I 
ever  wrote,  will  awaken  the  enthusiasm  of  my  countrymen. 
I  thank  God  I  lived  in  such  a  time,  and  that  He  gifted  me 
with  talent  to  serve  the  great  cause.  I  did  serve  it.  Grati- 
tude to  Him  I 

"  Twelve  has  struck  I 

"Adieu  forever  1832." 

1833. 

This  burst  of  exultation  at  the  share  Haydon  attributed  to 
himself  in  bringing  about  the  triumph  of  Reform  by  his  three 
letters  in  The  Times  is  not  the  least  curious  illustration  of  the 
gigantic  proportions  which  trifles  assumed  in  the  strangely 
distorting  mirror  of  his  mind  the  moment  they  related  to  him- 
self or  his  doings.  Brought  into  familiar,  and  in  one  sense 
confidential,  relations  with  ministers  and  leaders  of  parties  at 
this  stirring  time,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  the  painter 
imagined  himself  for  the  moment  lifted  up  again  to  his  early 
days  of  Admiralty  dinners  and  Coleorton  hospitalities.  These 
relations  continued  through  the  whole  of  1833,  and  the  rec- 
ords of  the  sittings  given  him  successively  by  all  the  con- 
spicuous guests  at  the  Guildhall  Banquet  fill  the  rest  of  this 
volume  of  his  Journals.  Ministers  and  Peers,  Whig  notabili- 
ties, and  Radical  leaders,  figure  in  it  at  full  length,  with  their 
conversations  and  remarks  entered  in  great  detail.  There  is 
much  in  these  transcripts  of  opinions,  judgments,  impressions, 
scandals,  and  on  clits  which  might  figure  very  effectively 
either  in  a  chronique  galante  or  a  secret  history  of  the  time. 
But  the  period  is  too  recent  to  admit  free  use  of  such  confi- 
dences, even  if  it  were  fair  to  make  public  what  was  certain- 
ly never  meant  to  meet  the  public  eye.  I  hope  that  in  the 
few  extracts  taken  i'rom  the  Journal  for  these  years  I  have 

*  Three  anonymous  letters  under  the  signature  of  "  A  Reformer ;" 
very  creditable  contributions  to  a  newspaper,  but  in  no  way,  as  far  as 
I  can  see,  justifying  this  jubilation. — Ed. 


156  MEMOIRS    OF    B.    R.    HAYDON.  [1833. 

confined  myself  to  passages  which,  while  they  illustrate  char- 
acter, and  occasionally  contain  matter  of  political  interest,  are 
free  from  any  thing  that  can  wound  personal  susceptibilities. 

"  January  \st.  Hume  sat,  and  a  very  interesting  conver- 
sation we  had.  It  seems  it  was  he  who  proposed  the  junc- 
tion of  the  National  Gallery  and  Royal  Academy. 

"  Hume  seems  excessively  disposed  to  act  liberally  about 
art,  and  I  am  convinced  he  is  more  likely,  at  last,  to  do  what 
is  wanted  than  any  man. 

"  25th.  My  birth-day — forty-seven  years  old  ;  passed  the 
day  in  hard  work  and  peace  ;   with  my  dear  children  in  the 


evenmg. 


"  2&th.  Out  all  day.  Had  worked  till  I  had  not  a  guinea 
left.  Called  on  Lord  Grey.  Found  him  happy,  healthy- 
looking,  and  in  good  spirits,  thank  God.  We  are  pretty  much 
on  a  level.  Antwerp  plagued  him  as  pecuniary  matters 
plague  me,  and  reform  plagued  the  King.  We  all  have  our 
plagues. 

"  He  agreed  to  let  me  dedicate  the  work  to  him,  and  I  went 
away  without  his  alluding  to  my  affairs.  I  then  went  to 
Colonel  Grey,  and  left  with  him  a  short  note  I  had  written 
at  a  bookseller's  shop.  I  was  in  great  agitation  for  fear  of 
offending  him.  I  drove  into  the  city,  and  went  to  Fletcher, 
the  chairman  (a  fine,  manly  fellow),  to  tell  him  my  wants, 
and  to  ask  him  for  £5  to  get  through  the  night.  As  I  had 
not  paid  him  the  Xl2,  he  said  he  ought  not.  I  returned  home 
in  a  state  not  to  be  described.  When  I  came  home  the  chil- 
dren had  been  all  fighting,  and  no  water  had  come  to  the  cis- 
tern. Mary  was  scolding  ;  and  I  went  to  my  painting- room, 
and  d — d  all  large  pictures,  which  always  bring  this  evil  on 
me.  The  evening  passed  on,  as  it  always  does  in  a  family 
where  the  father  has  no  money.  The  children  smoke  it ;  the 
servants  suspect  it.  There  is  either  an  over-kindness,  an 
over-irritability,  or  an  affected  unconcern,  which  opens  at  once 
their  lynx-eyes.  Tea  passed  off.  I  went  to  my  picture  ;  apos- 
trophized my  art  ;  complained  of  Lord  Grey,  and  sat  down 
with  a  pain  in  my  lumbar  vertebrjB.     As  I  had  appointed  a 
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great  many  people  for  small  sums,  I  marched  off  to  my  land- 
lord, Newton.  Knowing  he  would  relieve  me,  and  anticipa- 
ting success,  I  knocked.  1  heard  the  light  steps  of  a  girl ;  down 
went  the  candlestick,  and  the  door  opened.  '  Mr.  NeAvton  at 
home  ?'  said  I,  marching  in,  praying  to  God  it  might  be  so, 
but  half  fearing  it  might  not,  when  I  was  suddenly  stop- 
ped by,  '  No,  sir,  he  is  gone  to  the  play.'  •  D — n  the  play  I' 
thought  I  ;  '  this  is  the  way.  What  business  had  he  to  be 
giggling  at  some  stuff  in  the  pit,  while  I  am  in  danger  of  hav- 
ing no  money  V  Away  I  marched  again,  tired,  croaking, 
grumbling,  and  muddy,  and  came  home  in  a  state  of  harass, 
'  Sir,  the  man  won't  send  the  wood  without  the  money  I'  was 
the  first  salutation.  '  Sir,  there  is  no  water  in  the  cistern, 
and  has  not  been  all  day  I'  '  Why,'  thought  I,  '  the  very 
lead  pipes  begin  to  perceive  their  masters  won't  be  paid  for 
their  trouble.'  I  sat  down  in  a  rage,  and,  pulling  off  my 
great-coat,  sallied  up  to  my  dear.  '  At  least,'  thought  I,  '  this 
is  left  me,  and  woe  to  any  mortal  who  stops  me  here.' 

"  Mary,  like  an  angel,  consoled  me  in  my  affliction,  and  I 
came  down  in  high  glee,  bidding  defiance  to  all  obstructions, 
and  swearing  I  would  again  apply  to  my  work  on  Monday  at 
light. 

"Just  as  I  had  made  up  my  mind,  in  came  the  servant 
with  a  letter  from  Lord  Grey,  marked  '  Private,'  My  heart 
jumped.  It  contained  a  check  :  I  read  it,  and  vowed  venge- 
ance against  all  rascally  tradesmen  on  earth.  This  was 
wrong.  By  degrees  I  recovered  my  good  feelings,  and  went 
to  bed  thanking  God,  grateful  to  Lord  Grey,  and  at  peace 
with  my  family  and  the  world. 

"  27th.  Hard  at  work.  I  made  a  capital  drawing  of  Lord 
Stanley. 

''February  '3d.  The  Chancellor  sat  to-day.  His  eye  is  as 
fine  as  any  eye  I  ever  saw.  It  is  like  a  lion's,  watching  for 
prey.  It  is  a  clear  gray,  the  light  vibrating  at  the  bottom 
of  the  iris,  and  the  cornea  shining,  silvery,  and  tense.  I 
never  before  had  the  opportunity  of  examining  Brougham's 
face  with  the  scrutiny  of  a  painter,  and  I  am  astonished  at 
that  extraordinary  eye. 
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"  1th.  Lord  Ebrington  came,  and  a  very  delightful  sitting 
we  had.  I  asked  him  about  Napoleon.*  He  said  he  ac- 
knowledged the  massacre  at  Jaffa  without  the  least  com- 
punction, though  he  did  not  think  him  bloodthirsty.  We 
talked  about  the  fag  of  the  House  of  Commons.  He  said  the 
old  school  during  Mr.  Fox's  time  neglected  their  food  during 
debate.  He  remembered  when  he  was  first  in  Parliament, 
in  1804,  Mr.  Fox  u.sed  to  take  him  to  Brooks's,  and  have  hot 
suppers  at  whatever  time  the  debate  ended.  I  remarked  on 
the  danger  of  the  House  of  Commons  from  the  heat  and 
draughts  of  air.  He  said,  by  prudence  in  diet,  and  taking  a 
light  dinner  only,  he  felt  no  inconvenience,  but  that  if  he  lived 
as  he  did  at  other  times,  he  would  not  be  able  to  bear  it. 

"  Wth.  Duke  of  Richmond  sat,  and  Lord  Ebrington.  I 
asked  the  Duke  if  there  was  ever  a  moment  when  he  de- 
sponded at  Waterloo.  He  said,  '  Never.  For  an  instant 
some  young  officers  might  fear,  when  the  cavalry  were  on 
the  hill,  that  they  had  got  possession  of  the  artillery ;  but  all 
old  ones  knew  that  cavalry  getting  possession  of  artillery  was 
nonsense.' 

"  \2th.  Lord  Westminster  sat  to-day.  After  Lord  W.  was 
gone  came  the  Lord  Advocate  (Jeffrey).  He  amused  me  de- 
lightfully, and  talked  incessantly  ;  but  there  is  a  sharp,  crit- 
ical discovery  of  what  is  defective  in  Nature  which  is  not 
agreeable.  He  described  Lord  Althorp's  reception  of  him 
last  May,  when  he  called  to  ask  what  he  should  do  about  his 
resignation,  which  was  quite  graphic.  Lord  Althorp's  secre- 
tary could  not  give  him  any  information,  and  Lord  Althorp 
desired  he  would  walk  up  stairs.  Up  Jeffrey  walked.  Lord 
Althorp  had  just  done  washing,  and  one  arm  was  bare  above 
the  elbow,  and  rather  hairy.  His  razor  was  in  the  other,  and 
he  was  about  to  shave.  '  Well,  Mr.  Advocate,'  said  his  Lord- 
ship, '  I  have  the  pleasure  to  inform  you  that  we  are  no  longer 
His  Majesty's  ministers.  We  sent  in  our  resignations,  and 
they  are  accepted.'  When  they  returned  Jeffrey  called  again. 
He  was  looking  over  his  fowling-pieces,  and  said  to  JeflVey, 

*  With  whom  Lord  Ebrington  had  several  conversations  at  Elba. 
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'Confound  these  political  affairs  ;  all  my  locks  are  got  out  of 
order,'  in  his  usual  grumbling,  lazy  way. 

"  Jeffirey  said  he  thought  him  a  fine  specimen  o*f  what  an 
English  gentleman  ought  to  be.  There  was  not  a  single 
head  in  the  picture  Jeffrey  recognized.  He  sees  nothing  in 
Nature  but  what  is  a  subject  of  criticism. 

"  16fk.  This  week  I  have  finished  Duke  of  Cleveland,  Lord 
Ebrington,  put  in  Lord  Westminster,  Duke  of  Richmond,  and 
Lord  Advocate — fair  work — and  rubbed  in  Falstaff  for  my 
dear  friend,  W.  Newton.  If  that  fellow  was  to  die,  I  should 
break  my  heart — though,  God  knows,  I  have  often  broken 
his  by  worrit.  For  him  and  Ed.  Smith  I  would  lay  my  head 
on  the  block,  though  I  have  tried  their  patience  severely. 
Peace  to  'em. 

*'  24tk.  This  week  I  have  finished  Lord  Westminster, 
Hume,  and  Lord  Ebrington,  and  Lord  Morpeth  I  am  ad- 
vancing. Next  week  Lord  Cavendish,  Burdett,  and  Lord 
Howick  sit. 

"  Jeffrey  told  me  a  capital  story  of  Talleyrand  at  a  public 
dinner.  His  health  was  drank.  Before  the  noise  was  over, 
he  got  up — made  a  mumbling,  as  if  speaking — spoke  nothing 
— made  a  bow,  and  sat  down  ;  at  which  the  applause  re- 
doubled, though  all  those  immediately  about  him  knew  he 
never  said  a  word. 

"  26th.  Lord  Cavendish  sat,  and  was  ready  to  let  me  make 
any  use  of  his  face — three  parts  of  it,  or  half  of  it — and  put 
him  any  where.  Now,  when  I  contrast  this  with  some  of  the 
city  committee,  who  march  up  to  the  picture  and  say,  '  Put 
me  there,'  close  to  Lord  Grey,  it  is  really  exquisite. 

"  The  beauty  of  high  breeding  is  delightful.  No  people 
are  better  trained.  The  Duke  of  Richmond  said  he  approved 
of  fagging.  It  made  a  boy  know  himself  Lord  March  waa 
at  Westminster.  He  was  educated  there  himself  Every  Sat- 
urday he  came  home,  which  the  Duke  thought  advantageous. 
From  our  public  schools  have  proceeded  certainly  as  manly  a 
race  of  nobility  as  there  is  in  any  countr\'  in  the  world,  and 
greater  Btatesrnen.     There  is  something  hard  in  their  training. 
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"  March  3c?.  Sketched  Sir  Francis  Burdett  at  Brookes's, 
in  the  little  parlour  as  you  enter  the  door,  on  the  right.  He 
was  reading  Cobbett,  and  it  was  interesting  to  watch  the  ex- 
pression of  his  face.  He  seemed  satisfied  that  the  great  griev- 
ance had  been  got  rid  of,  and  thought,  after  a  little  noise,  all 
would  be  quiet.      I  hope  it  may. 

"  I  asked  him  if  O'Connell  had  been  cut.  He  said  he  did 
not  know  ;  but  that  he  certainly  would  never  notice  him  again. 

"  Sir  Francis  was  the  picture  of  health.  His  hands  were 
strong  and  coarse,  like  a  horseman's.  I  asked  him  how  he 
preserved  such  good  health,  and  if  he  lived  in  any  particular 
manner.  He  said,  never.  He  used  the  bath,  not  regularly, 
but  often  ;  drank  no  wine,  except  when  he  dined  out,  and  was 
always  better  without  it.  He  did  not  live  by  rule,  and  con- 
formed to  society  ;  but  frequent  baths,  no  wine,  and  hunting 
agreed  with  him. 

'*  ^th.  Lord  Advocate  came  in  for  half  an  hour  ;  amusing 
as  usual.  Ex  cathedra.  You  must  not  take  the  lead,  or 
my  Lord  looks  at  his  watch.  We  talked  of  O'Connell.  '  I,' 
said  I,  '  never  saw  such  a  head — cut  up  by  deep  passions.' 
'Deep  scars  of  thunder — his  cheeks  intrenched,'  said  my  Lord, 
taking  the  quotation  out  of  my  mouth,  and  I  could  not  get  in 
again.  He  repeated  the  passage  with  fine  emphasis,  as  finely 
as  I  ever  heard  it.  '  There  are  parts,'  said  I,  '  in  the  Para- 
dise Regained,  as  fine  as  any  thing,'  He  would  not  listen, 
but  kept  mumbling  to  himself.  I  said  in  a  loud  voice,  for 
I  was  determined  to  have  a  touch  too, 

"  And  here  and  there  was  room 
For  barren  desert,  fountainless  and  dry." 

He  stopped,  and  said,  'Very  fine.'  I  tried  to  turn  the  conver- 
sation, that  I  might  leave  off  with  Milton,  but  he  stuck  to 
the  first  passage  like  a  little  gamecock.  I  thought  I  had  bet- 
ter be  quiet.     He  has  a  fine  melodious  voice. 

"  2Qth.  Lord  Plunkett  sat  patiently  and  sensibly.  He  is 
very  arch,  amusing,  and  witty.  He  asked  me  what  I  thought 
of  Barry's  picture  in  the  Adelphi.  I  told  him  Dr.  Johnson 
had  said,  '  There  was  a  grasp  of  mind  there  you  found  no- 
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where  else.'  And  he  was  right.  I  said,  '  Barry  was  igno- 
rant of  colour,  could  not  draw,  and  had  no  refined  ideas  of 
beauty  ;'  he  agreed  with  me.  He  said  he  had  visited  him 
in  1786 — that  he  talked  with  great  fluency  and  power,  and 
called  Sir  Joshua  '  that  man  in  Leicester  Fields.' 

"  1  pointed  out  to  him  the  fatal  consequences  of  not  having 
professors  at  the  universities.  He  agreed  with  me.  I  told 
him  West  had  had  Pitt's  and  Fox's  promise.  I  had  corre- 
sponded with  Lord  Liverpool,  Canning,  Goderich,  and  Wel- 
lington, without  effect. 

"  I  said, '  It  will  be  done  at  last,  my  Lord.  It  must  be  done, 
or  the  manufactures  will  decay,  and  the  art  itself  go  out.' 

"  Lady  Howick  and  Miss  Eden  called  afterward.  Just  as 
I  was  preparing  to  put  in  Lord  Plunkett,  up  came  an  odd, 
burly-looking  man,  full  of  colour,  with  great  energy.  He  be- 
gan, '  I  have  been  a  staunch  reformer  twenty-eight  or  thirty 
years.  I  dined  there  that  day.  Ought  I  not  to  be  here  ?  I 
am  a  magistrate.'  '  Sir,'  said  I,  '  you  have  a  head  worthy  of 
any  dinner  ,  but  I  fear  my  places  are  taken.'  '  I  hope  not, 
Mr.  Haydon.  I  brought  in  Col.  Grey.  I  did.  Sir.  I  am 
true  to  the  bone,'  &c.,  &c.  Seeing  there  was  no  getting  rid 
of  him,  I  said,  '  Come,  Sir,  sit  down.  I'll  make  a  sketch,  and 
see  if  I  can't  squeeze  you  in.'  He  sat  down,  and  amused  me 
amazingly,  with  all  sorts  of  anecdotes  about  elections,  and 
D'Israeli's  failure,  &c.  He  had  a  head  like  a  vulgar  eagle 
— a  complete  specimen  of  a  species  nowhere  to  be  seen  but 
in  an  English  country  town.  There  sat  a  fellow  before  me, 
as  Lord  Brougham  said,  who  cared  for  nothing — shot,  shells, 
bayonets,  or  prisons — bottom  to  the  bone — blood  to  the  vi- 
tals— as  if  a  gamecock,  a  race  stallion,  a  bull-dog,  a  mastiff, 
and  a  lion  had  been  concerned  in  his  propagation.  There  he 
sat,  as  if  defying  the  devil.  I  thought  to  myself,  '  Is  there 
such  another  specimen  on  earth  ?'  '  They  said  to  me,'  said 
he,  '  who  is  Col.  Grey  ?'  '  Who  is  he  ?'  said  I.  '  When  you 
buy  a  cock,  you  ask  who  his  father  is.  Well,  if  he  is  of  a 
good  breed,  you  buy  him.  Never  mind  who  Col.  Grey  is,  we 
know  his  sire.' 
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"I  finished  him.  He  took  his  leave.  'I  hope  to  know 
more  of  'ee,  Sir.'  '  I  hope  so,  Sir ;'  and  he  went  off,  giving 
his  name  and  address — a  genuine  country  squire. 

"  23d.  Duke  of  Sussex  sat  amiably.  I  never  saw  any 
thing  like  it.  He  exceeds  all  ray  sitters  for  patience  and 
quiet.  There  he  sat  smoking  and  talking.  I  felt  quite 
easy,  and  sketched  with  more  ease  than  I  ever  did  before. 
He  talked  on  all  subjects.  I  hit  him,  and  he  was  pleased. 
No  interruption  whatever  took  place. 

"  I  found  him  regarding  the  National  Gallery  now  with  a 
very  different  feeling  to  what  he  held  before,  and  I  plainly 
see  I  have  had  effect  in  high  life. 

"  25th.  Finished  the  Duke  of  Sussex  till  he  comes.  There 
is  literally  as  much  difference  between  a  royal  person  and  a 
mere  nobleman  as  between  a  nobleman  and  a  mere  plebeian. 
Such  is  the  effect  of  breeding  and  habit. 

"  27th.  Lord  Plunkett  sat,  very  amiably  and  quietly.  He 
has  an  arch  humour.  '  When  do  you  sketch  O'Connell  ?'  said 
one  of  his  daughters.  '  There  is  one  thing,'  said  Lord  Plun- 
kett ;  '  if  you  could  take  his  head  entirely  off,  you  would  do 
great  good  to  society.' 

"Lord  Plunkett  said,  'You  have  put between  the 

candles.  I'll  lay  my  life  he  would  be  thinking  of  the  ex- 
pense of  so  much  wax.'     I  thought  I  should  have  died  with 

laughing,  because  actually  said,  as  he  looked   at  the 

candles,  '  That's  bad  wax.'  'Why,  Sir?'  said  I.  '  Because 
there  is  too  much  snuff;  no  good  wax  has  any.' 

''  Ajvil  '[Sth.  Was  at  the  House  of  Commons  last  night, 
under  the  gallery.  1  was  much  amused.  As  I  was  waiting 
at  the  door  of  the  entrance,  an  old  white-headed  man,  of  the 
Pitt  and  Fox  days,  said,  lifting  up  the  whites  of  his  eyes, 
'  They  are  at  the  Jews  to-night  :  my  God  I'  as  if  the  world 
was  coming  to  an  end  at  such  an  innovation.  O'Connell,  in 
the  midst  of  great  confusion,  thundered  out,  '  I  know  I  shall 
get  no  attention  about  Ireland  ;  go  on,  gentlemen,  make  as 
much  noise  as  you  like.  It  is  only  a  bit  of  fresh  despotism 
for  lerrland.'      The   House   was  dead  quiet.      Hobhouse, 
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Hume,  and  Campbell  made  effective  replies.  When,  the 
question  was  put  about  the  Jews,  the  burst  of 'Ayes'  was 
sublime — like  a  heavy  volley  of  musketry — while  the  scat- 
tering of  the  '  Noes'  was  absolutely  ridiculous. 

"  May  16th.  Mr.  Coke  and  Sir  Ronald  Ferguson  sat. 
Mr.  Coke's  head  is  the  finest  I  ever  saw — the  only  one  I 
ever  saw  which  I  would  choose  for  Aristides.  This  is  a  gen- 
uine unsophisticated  opinion.  He  told  me  some  beautiful  an- 
ecdotes of  Fox.  He  said  the  first  time  he  came  into  power 
he  dined  with  him.  He  went  on  talking  before  the  servants. 
After  they  were  gone  some  one  said,  '  Fox,  how  can  you  go  on 
so  before  the  servants  ?'  '  Why  the  devil,'  said  Fox,  'should 
they  not  know  as  much  as  myself?' 

"Mr.  Coke  said  he  remembered  a  fox  killed  in  Cavendish 
Square,  and  that  where  Berkeley  Square  now  stands  was  an 
excellent  place  for  snipes." 

On  the  17th  Haydon  sustained  a  bereavement  in  the  death 
of  one  of  his  children,  Alfred,  a  sickly  but  interesting  boy  be- 
tween seven  and  eight  years  old. 

"  August  20th.  Alfred  was  buried.  Dear  Fanny's  coffin 
was  taken  out  quite  uninjured,  and  Alfred  put  under.  I  cried 
when  I  saw  them  both  put  together,  who  had  been  together 
in  life,  and  were  nov/  in  death  inseparable. 

"  2\st.  I  expect  Mr.  Pendarves,  and  ought  to  be  preparing 
for  him  ;  but  I  am  sitting  still,  staring  at  my  picture,  and 
musing  on  my  boy's  expression  when  he  died. 

"  Mr.  Tom  Buncombe  sat  yesterday,  but  I  was  very  lan- 
guid in  the  drawing.     It  is  a  painful  struggle. 

•'  Put  in  Mr.  Pendarves  well.  Yesterday  visited  the  grave 
of  my  children,  close  to  Mrs.  Siddons',  whose  name  is  almost 
obliterated.^  The  birds  were  singing — thrush,  blackbird,  and 
linnet.  It  is  the  prettiest  burial-ground  in  England,  except 
Shakspeare's. 

"  Mr.  Coke   came  late,  and  a   most  delightful  sitting  he 
gave  me.     He  is  full  of  reminiscences.     He  told  me  a  story 
of  Charles  Fox.     One  night  at  Brookes's,  he  made  some  re- 
*  In  Paddington  new  church-yard. 
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mark  on  government  powder,  in  allusion  to  something  that 
happened.  Adams  considered  it  a  reflection,  and  sent  Fox  a 
challenge.  Fox  went  out,  and  took  his  station,  giving  a  full 
front.  Fitzgerald  said,  '  You  must  stand  sideways.'  Fox 
said,  '  Why,  I  am  as  thick  one  way  as  the  other.'  '  Fire' 
was  given — Adams  fired,  Fox  did  not ;  and  when  they  said 
he  must,  he  said,  '  I'll  be  d — d  if  I  do.  I  have  no  quarrel.' 
They  then  advanced  to  shake  hands.  Fox  said,  '  Adams, 
you'd  have  killed  me  if  it  had  not  been  government  powder.' 
The  ball  hit  him  in  the  groin,  and  fell  into  his  breeches. 

"  I  asked  him  a  question  which  interested  him  very  much. 
I  had  heard  Lord  Mulgrave  say  at  table  it  was  a  fact  that 
Charles  Fox  would  have  agreed  to  come  in  under  Mr.  Pitt 
latterly,  as  Secretary  for  Foreign  Affairs.  Mr.  Coke  said 
there  was  such  a  report,  and  he  wrote  Fox,  saying  if  it  were 
so  they  must  separate.  Fox  assured  him  on  his  honour  it 
was  not  so,  and  he  has  the  letter  now. 

"  Mr.  Coke  said  Fox  was  as  fond  of  shooting  as  a  school- 
boy. He  went  out  one  morning.  It  came  on  to  rain.  Fox 
stood  under  some  firs  Avith  a  gamekeeper,  who  was  a  great 
talker.  All  the  day  it  rained  incessantly.  As  the  ladies 
were  all  waiting  dinner,  in  came  Fox.  '  Where  have  you 
been,  Charles  ?'  said  Mr.  Coke.  '  Why,  talking  to  that  fellow 
all  day.  There  is  hardly  a  man  I  can't  get  something  from 
if  he  talks,'  said  Mr.  Fox. 

"  Mr.  Coke  said  George  IV.  swore  he  would  knight  him 
once,  when  a  very  violent  petition  was  coming  up,  brought 
by  Mr.  Coke.  Mr.  Coke  said  he  had  made  up  his  mind  that 
if  the  King  attempted  it  he  would  have  knocked  off  the 
sword. 

''June  13th.  Out.     Went  to  the  King's  Bench.     Called  on 

poor  D .     I  found  him  just  the  same.     While  he  wsls 

talking  to  me  about  his  prospects  of  getting  out  again,  a  lit- 
tle girl  behind  took  up  a  pipe,  and  began  to  blow  bubbles. 
I  never  saw  such  a  moral.     It  aflected  me.     The  bubble 

rose,    glittering   and    trembling,    hit    against   poor   D 's 

head,  and  burst.     I  gave  him  a  little,  and  as  I  went  down 
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my  old  messenger  was  standing  to  receive  me.  He  called 
out,  '  God  bless  ye,  Mr.  Haydon  ;  I  was  in  hopes,  when  I  saw 
you,  you  had  come  in  again.'  '  Thank  you,  my  hero,  you  are 
very  good.'  'How  d'ye  do,  Sir,'  said  the  turnkey  ;  '  God  bless 
you.  You've  quite  deserted  us.'  'Ah,  Mr.  Haydon,'  said  Joe 
Ward  (one  of  the  figures  in  Chairing  the  Member),  'you  are 
looking  quite  fat  and  jolly.'      I  went  away  musing. 

"  \lth.  Being  exceedingly  exhausted,  I  went  out  to  take 
air,  and  look  at  Sir  Joshua.  Sir  Joshua  always  delights  and 
improves  me.  Lawrence  looks  by  his  side  like  a  miniature 
painter  in  large,  and  West  like  a  skilful  sign  painter.  Sir 
Joshua  had  the  true  feeling.  Otlley,  Avho  remembered  him, 
said  the  first  time  he  saw  Sir  Joshua  he  showed  him  a  picture 
of  the  Continence  of  Scipio.  Ottley  said  it  put  him  in  mind 
of  Parmigiano.  Sir  Joshua  seemed  angry,  for  it  was  stolen 
from  that  painter. 

"While  I  was  out  the  Duke  of  Sussex  called.  This  is  al- 
ways the  way.  He  sat  quietly  by  himself  looking  at  the  pic- 
ture. Lady  Duncannon  called.  The  Duke  left  word  he 
would  come  in  two  or  three  days,  and  give  me  a  sitting. 
Now  I  have  hardly  been  out  at  that  time  of  day  for  several 
weeks,  and  the  first  day  1  do,  in  comes  H.  K,.  Highness. 

"  Lord  Melbourne  said  the  other  night,  '  I  remember  Rey- 
nolds. He  was  a  hard-working  old  dog.  When  I  sat  to  him, 
he  worked  too  hard  to  be  happy.' 

"  This  is  exactly  Lord  Melbourne  !  He  is  one  of  those 
three  boys  who  are  standing  up  in  the  picture. 

"  20th.  Mr.  Coke  sat  with  his  two  boys.  He  said,  when 
Burke  was  dying,  Fox  went  down  to  see  him  ;  but  Burke 
would  not  see  Fox.  When  he  came  back  Mr.  Coke  was  la- 
menting Burke's  obstinacy.  '  Ah,'  said  Fox,  '  never  mind, 
Tom  ;  I  always  find  every  Irishman  has  got  a  piece  of  potato 
in  his  head.' 

"  July  2d.  Went  to  Lord  Spencer's  by  Lord  Lyttleton's  de- 
sire, to  see  first  editions,  vellum  copies,  rare  Boccacios,  unac- 
countable Dantes,  impossible  to  be  found  Virgils,  and  not  to 
be  understood  first  editions  of  Homer  ! 
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"  Met  Sir  C.  Bagot,  whom  I  remember  Canning's  private 
secretary  for  foreign  correspondence  (1807). 

"  Sir  Charles  Bagot  said  Michael  Angelo's  own  copy  of 
Dante,  with  a  large  margin  and  his  designs,  fell  into  the 
hands  of  the  Bishop  of  Derry,  and  was  lost  going  across  to 
Marseilles. 

"  July  6th.  Captain  Spencer  and  Lord  Althorp  called.  I 
had  a  remarkable  evidence  of  Lord  Althorp' s  goodness  of 
heart. 

"  The  Whigs  had  been  d — g  Attwood  for  a  radical  and  a 
fool,  and  begging  me  not  to  put  him  in. 

"Lord  Althorp  said,  'Oh  yes,  he  was  prominent  in  the 
cause.  He  ought  to  be  in.'  This  was  noble  ;  all  party  feel- 
ings vanished  in  his  honest  heart. 

"  Lord  Althorp  was  much  pleased. 

'•  In  reviewing  my  account  of  my  sitters,  they  all  seem  to 
be  amiable  and  delightful,  and  they  really  have  been  so. 
They  came  on  terms  of  equality.  I  received  and  painted 
them  like  a  gentleman  ;  they  did  not  pay  me,  so  there  was 
no  disagreeable  feeling  of  employer  and  employed.  A  more 
delightful  time  never  artists  had. 

"  I8th — 19th.  Attended  Irish  Church  debate  in  the  Lords 
closely,  and  with  great  advantage  to  the  picture. 

"  The  Duke  spoke  well  and  without  hesitation.  There  was 
a  manly  honour  about  his  air,  and  when  he  read  a  quotation, 
to  see  him  deliberately  take  out  his  glasses  and  put  them  on 
was  extremely  interesting.  He  enforces  what  he  says  with  a 
bend  of  his  head,  striking  his  hand  forcibly,  and  as  if  con- 
vinced, on  the  papers.  He  finished,  and,  to  my  utter  aston- 
ishment, up  started  Lord  Melbourne  like  an  artillery  rocket. 
He  began  in  a  fury.  His  language  flowed  out  like  fire.  He 
made  such  palpable  hits  that  he  floored  the  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton as  if  he  had  shot  him.  But  the  moment  the  stimulus 
was  over  his  habitual  apathy  got  ahead.  He  stammered, 
hemmed,  and  hawed.  But  it  was  the  most  pictorial  exhibi 
tion  of  the  night.  He  waved  his  white  hand  with  the  nat- 
ural grace  of  Talma  ;  expanded  his  broad  chest,  looked  right 
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at  his   adversary  like  a  handsome   Hon,  and  grappled  him 
with  the  grace  of  Paris. 

"■August  10th.  Hard  at  work.  Duke  of  Cleveland  sat. 
On  the  29th  ult.  I  was  just  beginning  to  work,  when  in  rushed 
two  sherifiV  officers,  saying  they  had  an  execution  against 
my  person.  This  was  an  affair  of  three  years'  standing.  I 
had  been  security — paid  half — the  rascal  had  neglected  to 
pay  the  other  half,  and  they  sued  me.  Away  I  was  hurried, 
almost  bewildered.  All  my  former  agonies  returned.  I  spent 
a  day  and  a  night  of  torture,  absent  liom  my  family  and  chil- 
dren ;  I  recovered  my  faculties,  after  very  nearly  putting  an 
end  to  myself  during  the  night.  I  wrote  Mr.  EUice,  who  had 
expressed  great  sympathy.  He  sent  Mrs.  Haydon  £50,  which 
released  me  at  once.  He  wrote  to  the  Duke  of  Cleveland  ; 
£50  more  came  from  him,  and  in  a  few  hours  I  was  as  hap- 
py and  as  hard  at  work  again  as  ever. 

"  10th.  The  picture  is  much  advanced.  Mr.  Mackenzie, 
Mr.  Ellice,  and  Mr.  Geo.  Lamb  sat  to-day.     Mr.  Ellice  told 

a   story  of  old  Lady  Rosslyn.     Mrs.  was   announced. 

When  the  women  were  bundling  ofT,  '  Sit  still,  sit  still,'  said 
old  Lady  R.,  'it  is  na'  catching.' 

"  12th.  Hard  at  work.  Put  in  Charles  Grey,  and  finished 
Mr.  Poyntz.  He  said  he  lived  formerly  with  Sheridan  a 
great  deal.  Once,  when  he  was  dining  with  him  at  Somer- 
set House,  and  they  were  all  in  high  feather,  in  rushed  the 
servant,  and  said,  '  Sir,  the  house  is  on  fire  I'  '  Bring  an- 
other bottle  of  claret,'  said  Sheridan  ;   '  it  is  not  my  house.' 

"  I  really  begin  to  get  sick  of  sitters,  and  long  to  be  at  the 
general  effect.  The  work  is  beginning  to  tire  me  ;  ninety- 
seven  heads,  all  portraits  :  I  have  not  had  a  moment's  rest 
for  nine  months.  Lord  Grey  seems  half  worn  out,  but  not  so 
much  so  as  last  year. 

"  September  26th.  Lord  Melbourne  sat,  and  I  began  a 
sketch  of  him.  We  got  on  art.  I  said,  '  Why  do  you  leave 
out  the  Academy  in  this  Commission  on  Corporations  V  He 
replied,  'You  may  have  it  in,  if  you  please.'  Nous  verrons. 
'  What  would  have  been  the  state  of  art,'  he  asked,  '  if  no 
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Academy  had  been  founded  V  I  replied,  '  When  Reynolds, 
Hogarth,  Wilson,  and  Gainsborough  had  started  up  without 
an  Academy,  did  you  found  one  to  raise  them  ?  A¥hen  Mi- 
chael Angeio,  Raphael,  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  Titian,  and  Tinto- 
retto had  flowered,  they  did  the  same  in  Florence  and  in 
Rome.'      '  It  was  a  great  mistake,'  Lord  Melbourne  replied. 

"  27th.  Lord  Melbourne  sat  again  to-day.  I  spoke  to  him 
about  a  series  of  national  subjects.  He  said,  '  Nothing  but 
abuse  would  follow  the  selection  of  any  individual/  And 
supposing  it  did  ?  What  moral  cowardice  I  I  showed  him 
the  subjects.  He  approved  of  all,  but  said,  '  If  we  subscribed 
£100  apiece,  every  man  has  his  favourite  artist.  Of  course  ; 
but  the  same  complaints  were  made  of  Raphael's  selection. 
San  Gallo  and  all  the  old  boys  complained  that  a  young  man 
had  been  employed.  Would  I  had  been  born  under  a  despot 
of  taste  I     The  will  is  wanting  here. 

"October  llth.  Lord  Palmerston  sat.  We  had  a  delight- 
ful conversation.  I  stuck  it  into  him  well  about  the  Elgin 
Marbles.  I  showed  him  from  his  own  wrist  their  truth  in 
hands.  I  proved  to  him  their  science  in  the  action  of  two 
feet  and  legs,  and  he  acknowledged  he  now  saw  the  cause  of 
my  enthusiasm.     Lord  Palmerston  was  sincere  in  this. 

"  1 2th.  Lord  Palmerston  sat  finally.  I  bored  him  on  Greek 
art,  which  he  listened  to  with  the  most  amiable  patience.  I 
showed  him  drawings  from  dissections  —  explained  to  him 
principles  of  form,  which  he  entered  into.  It  varied  the  mo- 
notony of  sitting,  but  I  fear  he  thought  me  a  nuisance. 

"  llth.  Dined  at  Lord  Palmerston's.  Met  Baron  Bulow, 
Baron  Wessenburg,  the  American  minister,  Lord  Hill,  and  a 
distinguished  party. 

"  I  sat  next  to  Lord  Hill.  I  said,  '  My  Lord,  I  feel  great 
interest  in  seeing  your  Lordship  after  reading  so  much  about 
you.'  'Ah,'  said  Lord  Hill,  'those  days  are  past.'  'But,' 
said  I,  '  not  forgolten.'  He  seemed  pleased  at  my  allusion, 
and  came  home  with  me  to  see  the  picture. 

"  While  in  the  carriage  I  said,  '  My  Lord,  was  there  ever 
any   time   of  the   day  at  Waterloo  when   you  desponded  ?' 
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*  Certainly  not,'  he  replied.  '  There  never  was  any  panic  V 
'  No.  There  was  no  time  of  the  day.'  I  said,  '  I  apologize  ; 
but  Sir  Walter  Scott  asked  the  Duke  the  same  thing,  and  he 
made  the  same  reply.'     Lord  Hill  said,  in.  the  simplest  way, 

•  I  dare  say.' 

"  He  went  into  my  parlour,  and  saw  the  portrait  of  Lord 
Durham,  with  his  own  writing  under.  On  the  left.  Napo- 
leon's bed  ;  on  the  right,  his  column. 

"  He  was  pleased  at  Lord  Grey's  picture. 

"  2lst.  Out  the  whole  precious  day  in  the  city  to  beg  time, 
and  sign  a  cognovit,  to  get  time  for  the  balance  of  another. 
My  sympathies  involve  me. 

"  '  Why  do  you  give  bills  ?'  Because  I  want  time.  '  Why 
cognovits  ?'  Because  people  will  not  wait,  first  without  bills, 
then  without  security  ;  but  this  is  the  way  I  have  been  al- 
ways ruined.  Time  never  stops.  A  man  should  never  rest 
in  his  labours,  especially  with  a  family.  On  roils  the  wheel 
till  its  movement  is  too  strong  to  be  stopped. 

''November  Wth.  The  scene  at  the  Lord  Mayor's  dinner 
at  Guildhall  last  night  was  exquisite — the  mischievous  air  of 

over-politeness  with  which  Lord  B handed  in  the  Lady 

Mayoress — the  arch  looks  of  Lord  Melbourne  —  the  supercil- 
ious sneer  of  Lord  S at  '  a  city  affair,'  as  he  called  it. 

"  In  the  ball-room  I  said  to  Lord  S ,  '  Lord  Melbourne 

enjoys  it.'  '  There  is  nothing  Lord  Melbourne  does  not  enjoy,' 
said  he. 

"  Can  there  be  a  finer  epitaph  on  a  man  ?  It  is  true  of 
Lord  Melbourne,  who  is  all  amiability,  good-humour,  and  sim- 
plicity of  mind. 

"  nth.  Lord  Althorp  sat,  and  a  very  pleasant  chat  we 
had.  He  said,  'Do  you  paint  portraits?'  'Yes,  my  Lord.' 
'I  thought  you  were  above  it.'  In  the  course  of  sitting,  he 
said,  '  Do  you  think  you  could  paint  a  goodish  portrait  V 
He  has  been  tampered  with. 

"  I  sketched  him  successfully.  We  talked  of  Canning.  I 
said,  '  Do  you  think  Canning  would  have  slopped  reform  V 
'  No,'  said  Lord  Althorp  ;  '  he  might  have  postponed  it,  he 

Vol.  1L— H 
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could  not  have  stopped  it.'  I  said,  'What  do  you  think  of 
Canning?'  'A  man  of  splendid  talents,  who  would  have 
^een  steady  when  he  had  realized  his  ambition  by  getting  to 
^e  top,'  said  Lord  Althorp.  I  remarked,  '  He  was  not  to  be 
depended  on.'  He  assented.  I  then  said,  '  He  was  haughty 
to  his  inferiors,'  '  He  was  silent  in  general  company,'  said 
Lord  Althorp.  '  How  Attwood  has  fallen,'  said  I.  '  I  always 
expected  it,'  said  Lord  Althorp.  '  What  would  have  been 
the  result,  my  Lord,'  said  I,  '  had  his  paper  system  been 
adopted  ?'     'A  crash,'  said  Lord  Althorp." 

1834. 

"  January  6th.  Improved  Lord  Grey.  Lady  Grey  did  not 
call,  as  I  expected.  Faddled,  and  made  a  capital  drawing 
from  the  naked  model.  My  heart  yearned  with  delight  at 
seeing  the  naked  figure  again — its  beautiful  varieties,  its  un- 
afTected  grace. 

"  llth.  Lord  Grey  sat  very  pleasantly  indeed,  and  I  made, 
in  my  own  opinion  and  that  of  Lord  Lansdowne,  a  successful 
drawing.  Sir  W.  Gordon  came  in,  and  suggested  one  or  two 
things  of  great  use.  He  said  the  basis  of  Lord  Grey's  char- 
acter was  excessive  amiability,  and  it  was  this  which  attach- 
ed Others  to  him.  He  wished  me  to  soften  one  or  two  things  : 
'  for  instance,  the  brow,'  said  he  ;  '  if  a  man  was  dressed,  it 
would  not  be  up.'  Lord  Grey  smoothed  it  down.  Sir  Wil- 
loughby  little  thought  what  a  principle  of  art  was  here  con- 
cealed— dressed  I    Nature  dressed  I 

"  Velasquez  would  have  gone  500  miles  for  such  a  brow  and 
nostril  as  Lord  Grey's,  and,  to  suit  the  weakness  of  modern 
efieminacy,  I  will  not  emasculate  the  one,  or  dress  the  other. 

"  I  have  often  Wondered  at  the  reason  of  the  power  and 
vigour  I  see  in  the  heads  of  Vandyke.  The  age  Avas  less  fas- 
tidious and  dandy.  Perhaps  the  manners  were  grosser,  but 
they  were  more  native.  There  was  at  least  none  of  that 
meretricious  mania  for  softening  and  polishing  down  all  ex- 
pression and  character  into  one  universal  smoothness,  void 
alike  of  truth  and  strength. 
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"  14:th.  While  we  were  talking  on  Saturday  to  Sir  Wil- 
loughby  Gordon,  Lord  Grey  said,  with  the  greatest  simplicity 
of  expression,  '  What  in  God's  name  do  you  do  with  so  many 
sentries  ?  What  is  the  use  of  a  sentry  in  Downing  Street  ? 
Why,  at  the  end  of  the  passage  there's  one,  and  two  by  the 
Duke  of  York's  column — what  is  the  use  of  that  ?  When 
the  east  winds  come,  you'll  have  all  the  men  laid  up.  That 
place  is  like  a  funnel. 

"  Lord  Grey  was  quite  right.  It  was  fine  to  see  his  love 
of  civil  liberty  playing  in.     Sir  W.  Gordon  smiled  excuses. 

"  24:th.  I  now  close  this  book  full  of  interesting  matter. 
I  have  had  opportunities  of  impressing  the  highest  classes 
with  the  value  of  high  design.  But  I  found  them,  from  Lord 
Grey  downward,  ministers  and  all,  perfectly  unimpressible. 

"  Lord  Grey  said  to  me  the  other  day  he  did  not  see  much 
the  value  of  drawing.  '  Look  at  Reynolds  and  Corregio,'  said 
he.  This  was  not  his  own,  but  Shee's.  I  looked  fiery,  but  did 
not  speak,  because  I  could  not  speak  without  making  him  ri- 
diculous. 

"Design  is  the  basis  of  art,  and  a  basis  of  such  breadth  that 
manufactures,  as  well  as  art,  rest  in  its  excellence. 

"  He  does  not  see  the  utility  of  bringing  the  Cartoons  into 
London.  He  does  not  see  the  utility  of  leaving  room  for  fu- 
ture bequests  of  old  works,  or  future  purchases  of  fine  nation- 
al works.  He  does  not  see  the  danger  of  the  junction  of  the 
Academy  and  National  Gallery  under  one  roof  In  fact,  he 
likes  the  Academy,  its  dinner,  its  portraits,  its  inefficiency. 

"  I  have  now  put  down  my  name  for  the  Professorship  of 
Design  at  the  London  University.  Shall  I  get  it  ?  No — 
though  I  am  certainly  the  most  fit  man.  in  England.  And 
here,  as  in  art,  I  shall  be  driven  to  fling  myself  and  my  prin- 
ciples on  public  sympathy,  and  instead  of  influencing  the  peo- 
ple through  the  nobility,  compel  the  nobility  through  the  bet- 
ter taste  and  knowledge  of  the  people.  I  await  the  result 
only,  when  I  will  do  it.*  Depressed  I  am  not.  It  is  not  in 
my  nature.  I  trust  in  God.  He  who  inspired  me  for  a  great 
*  How  prophetic  of  my  Lectures  (1835). — B.  R.  H. 
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purpose,  who  has  carried  me  through  so  many  shocks,  will  not 
let  me  live  in  vain,  but  will  render  my  life,  death,  or  knowl- 
edge available  to  a  great  reform  in  my  country's  art, 

''February  16th*  Called  on  Lord  Althorp,  and  found  him 
as  good-humoured  as  usual.  Amid  all  this  row  went  in  to 
Lord  Grey,  and  found  him  on  the  point  of  setting  off  for  Wo- 
burn.  He  looked  capitally  well ;  and  I  could  not  help  think- 
ing, as  I  looked  at  him,  what  a  very  interesting  head  he  had 
got — peaceable,  delicate,  and  touching  in  expression.  He 
agreed  to  come  at  the  end  of  the  week. 

"  He  objected  to  my  putting  Lord  Durham's  name  on  the 
standards.  Lord  Durham  objects  to  be  placed  on  the  steps 
because  he  was  minister  and  at  Petersburgh  ;  and  so,  be- 
tween the  two,  Lord  Durham  will  be  out  where  he  ought  to 
be  most  specifically  in. 

"  Put  in  Lord  Durham's  name  concealed  on  a  standard. 
Lord  Grey  won't  find  it  out  till  it  is  too  late, 

"  One  hundred  years  hence,  when  the  picture  is  taken  down 
to  be  cleaned,  they'll  say,  '  Bless  me,  here's  Lord  Durham's 
name — and  Bentham's.' 

"  22d.  A  veiy  interesting  day.  At  twelve  I  went  to  O'Con- 
nell's,  and  certainly  his  appearance  was  very  different  from 
what  it  is  in  the  House  of  Commons.  It  was,  on  the  whole, 
hilarious  and  good-natured.  But  there  Was  a  cunning  look. 
He  has  an  eye  like  a  weasel.  Light  seemed  hanging  at  the 
bottom,  and  he  looked  out  with  a  searching  ken,  like  Broug- 
ham, something,  but  not  with  his  depth  of  insight. 

"  I  was  first  shown  into  his  private  room.  A  shirt  hang- 
ing by  the  fire,  a  hand-glass  tied  to  the  window-bolt,  papers, 
hats,  brushes,  wet  towels,  and  dirty  shoes,  gave  intimation  of 
'  Dear  Ireland.'  After  a  few  moments  O'Connell  rolled  in 
in  a  morning  gown,  a  loose  black  handkerchief  tied  round  his 
neck,  God  knows  how,  a  wig,  and  a  foraging  cap  bordered 

*  Here  begins  the  twentieth  volume  of  the  Journals  (marked  on 
the  back"  Whig  .lournal'-),  with  the  motto  from  Job,  "  Behold,  happy 
is  the  man  vvliom  God  correcteth,  therefore  despise  not  thou  the  chas- 
tening of  the  Almighty." 
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■with  gold  lace.  As  a  specimen  of  character,  he  began,  '  Mr. 
Haydon,  you  and  I  must  understand  each  other  about  this 
picture.  They  say  I  must  pay  for  this  likeness.'  '  Not  at 
all,  Sir.'  This  is  the  only  thing  of  the  sort  that  has  happen- 
ed to  me. 

"  He  sat  down,  and  I  sketched  him.     "We  talked  of  repeal. 

*  What  did  ye  think  of  me  when  I  first  started  the  question  V 
'  That  you  were  mad,'  said  I.     '  Do  you  not  think,  Sir,'  I  said, 

*  that  Ireland,  being  the  smaller,  must  always  be  subject  to 
England,  the  larger  island  ?'  '  No,'  said  O'Connell.  '  Is  not 
Portugal  a  smaller  country  than  Spain  ?'  '  Yes  ;  but  she  is 
a  separate  country.' 

"  '  One  great  mistake  of  the  Liberals,'  said  he,  '  is  their  in- 
fidelity. Now,  there  are  no  infidels  in  Ireland.'  '  No,'  said 
I,  '  they  are  too  poetical.'  O'Connell  looked  at  me  as  if  the 
thought  was  new  and  true.  I  succeeded  in  his  head.  It  is 
a  head  of  hilarity  and  good-humour,  while  his  nose  and  eyes 
denote  keen  cunning.  His  voice  is  melodious  and  persuasive, 
and  there  is  a  natural  poetry  about  his  mind  that  renders  him 
interesting.  There  were  no  less  than  five  papers  in  the  room, 
in  which  O'Connell  read  alternately.  He  said,  '  I  got  a  scold- 
ing from  Peel  last  night.  I  told  him  I  spared  him  this  once, 
but  the  next  time — ' 

**  24:th.  A  drawing-room.  The  Duke  of  Sussex,  being  ex- 
cused on  account  of  his  eyes,  sent  word  he  would  sit.  Lord 
Saye  and  Sele  sat  first,  and  the  Duke  came  at  half  past  two. 
I  made  the  room  comfortable  for  him — lighted  a  candle  for 
his  cigars — put  a  thick  rug  for  his  feet,  and  the  Duke  said 
he  felt  quite  comfortable.  He  seemed  so,  and  we  got  into  a 
regular  political  talk.  'As  far  as  the  Catholic  question  for 
Ireland  went,  I  go,'  said  the  Duke,  *  but  no  further.  Directly 
they  got  this,  they  talked  of  Repeal.  Then  I  hesitate.  So 
with  the  Dissenters.  The  Test  and  Corporation  acts  were 
unjust :  it  was  right  to  repeal  them.  But  when  the  Dissent- 
ers begin  to  make  this  repeal  only  a  ground  for  encroachment, 
then  I  stop  also.' 

"  We  talked  of  royalty.     Hq  sai,d  he  did  not  think  it  was 
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quite  fair,  after  giving  up  the  royal  domains,  that  the  royal 
family  should  be  obHged  to  sue  in  forma,  pauperis  for  sub- 
sistence. He  said,  '  We  begin  in  debt.  I  did  not  get  an.  es- 
tablishment till  I  was  thirty.' 

"  2(dth.  Lady  Grey  called,  but  she  was  not  satisfied.  You 
can  never  please  a  lady  in  the  portrait  of  her  husband,  unless 
you  give  him  a  spice  of  that  expression  which  won  her  heart. 
Then  she  says  it  is  exactly  like  him. 

"  March  1st.  O'Connell  sat.  Just  before  he  sat  Lord  Spen- 
cer's secretary  called.  While  he  was  yet  with  me,  O'Connell 
came  in  his  best  wig,  and  looking  in  great  health  and  vigour. 
O'Connell  has  a  head  of  great  sentiment  and  pov/er,  but  yet 
cunning.  The  instant  he  came  in  he  looked  at  the  picture, 
and  said,  '  Ah,  there's  Stanley,'  with  a  smile  I  never  yet  saw 
on  his  countenance — Melbourne,  Graham,  Russell — Grey,  but 
too  handsome — Althorp,  the  bitterest  enemy  of  Ireland — but 
he  shall  never  legislate  for  her.' 

'  "  O'Connell  was  in  great  good-humour,  and  I  begged  him 
to  give  me  a  history  of  his  early  life.  He  did  so  immediately 
— explained  their  first  meeting  to  consider  the  grievances  of 
Catholics — their  being  interrupted  by  a  company  of  soldiers, 
&c.,  &c.  The  poetical  way  in  which  he  described  the  crash- 
ing of  the  muskets  on  the  stones  at  *  Order  arms'  was  charac- 
teristic. I  said,  '  It  is  somewhat  ungrateful,  after  getting 
emancipation,  to  turn  round  and  demand  repeal.'  *  Not  in 
me'  said  O'Connell  ;  '  I  always  said  repeal  would  be  the  con- 
sequence of  emancipation,  and  I  always  avowed  such  to  be 
my  object.'  '  Do  you  think  you  will  carry  it  ?'  '  Not  a  doubt 
of  it,'  said  O'Connell.  '  If  you  get  repeal,  what  will  you  do  ?' 
*  Have  an  Irish  Parliament  directly.'  '  But  an  Irish  Parlia- 
ment,' said  I,  '  \vas  always  corrupt.'  '  Yes,'  said  he,  '  in 
borough-mongering  times  ;  but  now  there  is  a  constituency. 
Besides,  corrupt  as  it  was,  it  carried  important  measures.' 

"  I  then  varied  the  conversation,  and  told  him  some  Irish 
stories,  which  he  laughed  at  and  retorted.  I  told  him  the 
highest  compliment  which  was  ever  paid  me  was  by  an  Irish- 
man :  *  It  is  a  pity  that  the  hand  which  painted  that  picture 
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should  be  ever  under  the  turf.'  O'Connell  was  amazingly- 
pleased.  He  told  me  some  capital  stories.  Some  great  big 
Irish  counsellor  said  to  Curran,  *  If  you  go  on  so,  I'll  put  you 
in  my  pocket.'  '  By  God,  if  you  do,'  said  Curran,  '  you'll 
have  more  law  in  your  pocket  than  ever  you  had  in  your  head.' 

" '  Upon  my  word,'  I  said,  *  you  take  up  more  time  in  the 
House  than  you  ought.'  'We  can't  help  it,'  said  O'Connell. 
*  Don't  you  think  the  Irish  people  barbarous  ?'  said  I.  O'Con- 
nell was  shaken,  and  he  tried  to  explain  why  they  were  not, 
but  did  not  succeed.  O'Connell  spoke  of  himself  with  great 
candour.  He  said,  '  How  could  the  government  expect,  after 
the  character  and  publicity  I  gained  by  emancipation,  I  could 
relapse  into  a  poor  barrister  ?  Human  vanity  would  not  per- 
mit it.' 

"  He  was  pleased  with  my  portrait,  and  said,  if  I  wished 
to  paint  him  the  size  of  life,  he  would  give  me  an  hour  every 
Saturday.  I  shall  begin  him  the  size  of  life.  I  said,  '  My 
room  is  a  curious  scene.  I  paint  every  body,  from  Lord  Grey 
to — '  'The  poor  radical  like  me,'  said  O'Connell.  I  was 
going  to  say,  '  Humble  committee-man.' 

" '  How  they  bore  you,'  said  I,  '  in  the  House  about  Bar- 
rett.' 'Ah,'  said  O'Connell,  with  one  of  his  wicked  arch 
smiles,  '  Barrett  and  I  understand  each  other.  He  makes 
£1500  or  £2000  ayear  by  being  my  organ.' 

''April  14:th.  Five  minutes  before  two,  dear  Harry  died. 
God  bless  him. 

"  This  boy  was  my  favourite  child.  His  character  was 
noble,  his  talents  great ;  he  was  as  quick  as  lightning. 

"  His  passion  for  the  memory  of  Napoleon  was  extraordi- 
nary. He  had  a  collection  of  Napoleon  prints — two  hundred 
— which  every  day  after  dinner  he  looked  over.  He  used  to 
stand  for  hours  looking  at  my  Napoleon  musing. 

"  His  organ  of  destructiveness  was  large,  firmness  great, 
and  combativeness  very  large. 

"  He  talked  of  a  charge  of  cavalry  with  rapture. 

"  18th.  The  death  of  this  beautiful  boy  has  given  my  mind 
a  blow  I  shall  never  effectually  recover.     I  saw  him  buried 
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to-day,  after  passing  four  days  sketching  his  dear  head  in  the 
coffin — his  beautiful  head  I  What  a  creature  I  With  a  brow 
like  an  ancient  god  I  His  heart  was  noble,  his  intellect  ex- 
traordinary, and  his  sensibility  deep  and  touching,  with  a  fig- 
ure and  form  as  fine  as  his  beautiful  head  : 

" '  His  day  without  a  cloud  was  passed, 
And  he  was  lovely  to  the  last.' 

"  23d.  Began  Cassandra.  God  bless  me  through  it. 
Amen. 

•'  2Ath.  Advanced.  Saw  Lord  Grey,  and  had  a  very  in- 
teresting interview.  I  showed  him  my  sketches  to  adorn  the 
House  of  Lords,  of  a  series  of  subjects  to  illustrate  the  best 
government  for  mankind.  He  replied,  '  They  are  a  fine  se- 
ries, but  there  is  no  intention  I  know  of  to  take  down  the 
tapestry,  and  the  House  of  Commons  is  in  such  a  temper  about 
expenditure,  that  I  could  not  propose  such  a  thing.  For  my- 
self I  have  done  as  much  as  I  can  afford.'  *  My  Lord,  I  have 
no  personal  object  with  you  individually.  Do  you  think  there 
is  any  prospect  of  such  a  mode  of  employment  for  me  ?  Could 
you  undertake  to  sanction  it  V  Lord  Grey  replied,  '  I  could 
not.'  He  then  said,  *  I  have  no  doubt  you  would  get  through 
them,  and  do  the  country  honour.' 

"  He  said,  '  How  does  your  exhibition  go  on  ?'  '  Badly,  my 
Lord  ;  I  am  losing  money  every  day.'  '  I  am  very  sorry  for 
it,'  he  said.  I  said,  '  My  Lord,  the  middle  classes  do  not 
come.'  Lord  Grey  mused  with  an  air  of  anxiety,  and  theri 
said,  '  The  picture  is  not  liked.'  I  said,  '  My  Lord,  it  is  not 
Bo  :  I  have  never  painted  a  picture  more  liked  by  the  artists 
or  the  visitors.' 

"  Lord  Melbourne  told  me  it  was  generally  approved. 

"  The  fact  is,  the  government  is  not  popular,  and  the  mid- 
dle classes  give  this  exhibition  a  political  feeling. 

"A  respectable  tradesman  at  Charing  Cross  told  me  so  as 
I  returned. 

"  Here  am  I  again,  after  nineteen  months'  fashion  and 
prosperity,  in  necessity,  with  the  chance  of  poverty  and  ruin  I" 

This  refers  to  the  picture  of  the  Reform  Banquet,  which 
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was  exhibited  toward  this  end  of  the  month.  But  the  agita- 
tion of  the  pubUc  mind  was  too  great  to  allow  them  to  feel 
interest  in  pictures — or  at  least  this  was  the  cause  to  which 
Haydon  himself  attributed  a  failure  which  left  him  once  more 
in  his  usual  straits. 

"May  2d,  3d,  4:th.  Hard  at  work  ;  very  much  embarrass- 
ed about  my  exhibition.  Lord  Grey  is  anxious  because  it 
has  failed.     I  am,  on  the  borders  of  ruin. 

"  12th.  Out  the  whole  day  on  harassing  pecuniary  mat- 
ters. 

"  It  is  really  lamentable  to  see  the  effect  of  success  and 
failure  on  people  of  fashion. 

"  Last  year  all  was  hope,  exultation,  and  promise  with  me. 
My  door  was  beset ;  my  house  besieged  ;  my  room  inundated. 
It  w^as  an  absolute  fight  to  get  in  to  see  me  paint.  Ah,  that 
was  the  curiosity.  "Well,  out  came  the  work — the  public  felt 
no  curiosity — it  failed,  and  my  door  is  deserted,  no  horses,  no 
carriages.  I  said  to  Edward  Ellice,  '  I  hope  they  won't  let 
me  sink.'  '  You  may  depend,'  said  he,  '  you  will  not  be  let 
sink.'      '  We  shall  see,'  said  I. 

"  The  morning  he  and  Lord  Durham  set  out  for  Paris,  he 
came  to  my  exhibition,  and  said  Lord  Grey  w^as  not  a  little 
pleased,  and  wished  me  a  good  month  of  it.  I  wrote  to  him 
to  say  it  had  failed.  He  says,  '  I  can  give  you  no  advice.' 
I  remind  him  of  our  conversation.  No  reply.  I  tell  him  I 
am  sinking.     No  answer. 

"  15th.  Hill,  member  for  Hull,  called  on  me,  and  begged 
I  would  be  in  the  lobby  of  the  House  at  five,  as  Ewart,  mem- 
ber for  Liverpool,  was  to  bring  on  his  motion  for  a  committee 
of  inquiry  at  the  Academy,  and  he  would  get  me  under  the 
gallery.  I  went  down.  Out  came  Hill  with  Ewart.  Mr. 
Spring  Rice  had  been  spoken  to,  and  had  assured  him,  in  all 
probability,  the  Academy  would  never  get  into  the  National 
Gallery  at  all.  At  any  rate,  they  would  be  tenants-at-will. 
So  he  had  deferred  his  motion  till  next  session." 

Haydon  had  by  this  time  begun  a  new  picture,  from  the 
Agamemnon  ofJEschylus,  of  Cassandra,  who,  at  the  entrance 

H  2 
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of  the  palace  of  Mycenas,  meets  Agamemnon  returning  vic- 
torious from  Troy,  and  prophesies  his  impending  fate. 

"June  4:th.  Began  again  at  Cassandra,  after  it  had  dried 
a  month. 

"  Now  for  executions,  misery,  insult,  and  wretchedness. 

"  I  worked  under  continual  depressions  hardly  to  be  borne. 
Mary  is  exasperated,  what  with  nursing  and  harass,  till  her 
mind  will  certainly  give  in.  My  dear  little  infant  Georgiana 
will  be  the  sacrifice.  In  fact,  with  such  alternations  of  suc- 
cess and  misfortune,  first  a  palace,  then  a  prison,  a  family  can 
hardly  be  brought  through.  God  only  knows.  I  have  sent 
a  long  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Devonshire.  No  answer  yet. 
Perhaps  it  will  be  thrown  among  the  begging  letters.  Im- 
proved Cassandra. 

"  7th.  Mary  and  I  in  agony  of  mind.  All  my  Italian 
books,  and  some  of  my  best  historical  designs,  are  gone  to  a 
pawnbroker's.  She  packed  up  her  best  gown  and  the  chil- 
dren's, and  I  drove  away  with  what  cost  me  £40,  and  got 
£4.  The  state  of  degradation,  humiliation,  and  pain  of 
mind  in  which  I  sat  in  the  dingy  hell  of  a  back  room  is  not 
to  be  described.  The  Duke  of  Bedford  had  sat  in  the  morn- 
ing. I  was  in  the  House  of  Lords  last  night,  the  companion 
of  princes,  to-day  in  a  pawnbroker's  parlour. 

"  Came  home  in  exhausted  spirits,  and  found  £50  from  the 
Duke  of  Sutherland  for  a  small  commission.      Such  is  life  I" 

Haydon  had,  some  time  before  this  (as  has  been  recorded), 
offered  himself  as  a  candidate  for  the  Professorship  of  Design, 
-which  it  was  the  design  of  the  Council  of  the  London  Uni- 
versity to  establi-sh.  He  was  informed  that  his  application 
would  be  unsuccessful,  and  withdrew  his  name  from  the  list 
of  candidates.  The  design  of  founding  such  a  Professorship 
was  afterward  abandoned.  As  usual,  Haydon  attributed  his 
want  of  success  to  the  secret  influence  of  the  Academy. 
Meanwhile,  Cassandra  was  advancing,  and  to  his  great  joy, 
on  the  3d  of  July,  he  received  a  commission  to  paint  it  for 
the  Duke  of  Sutherland,  whose  timely  aid  he  had  not  now  to 
acknowledge  for  the  first  time. 
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''July  5th.  Began  the  Cassandra  for  the  Duke  of  Suther- 
land.    God  bless  me  through  it.     Amen." 

In  this  month  Lord  Grey  resigned.  Hay  don  had  con- 
ceived a  strong  feeling  of  regard  for  him  during  the  progress 
of  the  Banquet,  and  he  was  neither  slow  nor  cold  in  his  ex- 
pression of  it,  on  Lord  Grey's  retirement  from  office.  I  do 
not  conceive,  however,  that  I  should  he  acting  judiciously  in 
inserting  here  any  of  Haydon's  political  disquisitions  or  let- 
ters, which  at  this  time  are  both  numerous  and  lonjr.  He 
was  an  ardent  reformer,  in  spite  of  his  old  high  Tory  predi- 
lections, and  the  favours  he  had  received  from  the  leaders  of 
the  Reform  ministry  had  strengthened  the  influences  origin- 
ally derived  from  the  spirit  of  the  time.  His  political  spec- 
ulations sorely  interfered  with  his  painting,  and  the  journals 
of  last  year  and  this  show  it  in  the  diminished  number  of 
their  sketches. 

"July  19th.  Advanced  Cassandra  beautifully.  The  diffi- 
culty I  have  had  to  fall  back  into  my  old  habits  of  study  is 
scarcely  to  be  believed.  I  was  in  a  perpetual  fever  for  nine- 
teen months,  excited  by  politics,  mingling  with  political  char- 
acters, regularly  attending  the  House  of  Lords.  I  got  so 
mixed  up  with  public  affairs  that  my  art  was  almost  forgot- 
ten, though  all  this  gave  me  an  insight  into  the  state  of  the 
nobility  as  to  art  not  to  be  obtained  otherwise. 

"  August  8th.  Out  in  the  morning  in  great  pecuniary 
anxiety.  Advanced  in  the  evening  the  Cassandra.  Wrote 
Lord  F.  L.  Gower,  offering  him  the  Birmingham  drawings. 

"  9th.  Heard  from  Lord  F.  L.  Gower,  who  declined.  Work- 
ed hard,  and  finished  Falstaff*and  Hal. 

"  10th.  Called  on  AYilkie  ;  found  him  at  work  on  Colum- 
bus. Wilkie's  thin  paintings  are  too  apparent.  We  had  an 
interesting  conversation,  as  usual. 

"  13th.  Worked  hard.  Wilkie  called  ;  looked  interesting 
and  kind.  We  had  a  grand  consultation  about  Cassandra. 
I  disapprov^ed  of  the  kneeling  figure  as  too  common.  I  show- 
ed the  sketch  where  I  had  tried  the  horses  alone.  He  sug- 
gested the  altar,  which  I  think  may  do.     I'll  try  to-morrow. 
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"VYe  were  both  pleased  to  see  each  other  again  consulting. 
It  is  a  pity  we  ever  separated  on  academical  politics.  Per- 
haps we  can  never  be  so  intimate  as  we  were,  though  we 
both  seem  hankering.  He  admired  my  dear  eldest  daugh- 
ter, baby,  and  dear  Mary,  and  went  away  v/ith  great  amia- 
bility. 

"  l&th.  I  awoke  early.  As  I  lay  musing,  I  thought,  'Lord 
Grey  leaves  Downing  Street  to-day.  It  is  my  duty  to  go,  and 
take  a  last  look.'  Lord  Grey  was  at  breakfast  with  Lady 
Georgiana  and  some  one  else.  Lord  Grey  shook  my  hand 
heartily,  I  was  affected,  and  as  I  shook  his,  I  thanked  him 
for  all  his  goodness  to  me.  He  looked  at  me,  and  was  touch- 
ed also,  for  my  voice  began  to  break,  I  never  saw  him  look- 
ing better,  fresher,  or  stronger — no  longer  that  horrid,  gasping 
anxiety.  I  took  my  leave,  and  wished  him  health  and  hap- 
piness. Lord  Grey  was  receiving  my  adieu  as  an  official 
thing,  but,  the  moment  my  voice  gave  evidence  of  my  sensi- 
bility, I  shall  never  forget  the  look  of  his  keen  eye  as  he  ex- 
amined my  face.  I  am  sure  it  must  have  convinced  him  of 
my  sincere  feelings.  I  shall  never  see  him  again  there  as 
First  Lord.     Hail  and  farewell. 

"  He  has  done  little  for  art.  Let  us  see  what  I  can  do  now 
with  Lord  Melbourne,  Lord  Grey,  with  the  greatest  sim- 
plicity, thought  he  was  advancing  the  art  by  housing  the 
National  Gallery  and  Royal  Academy  under  one  roof.  I 
first  shook  his  belief,  but  it  was  too  late  for  any  good.  They 
dine  together,  speechify,  cajole,  and  gossip  over  their  wine, 
and  the  art  is  jobbed  and  ruined. 

"  2'^th.  Closed  my  unfortunate  exhibition.  Lost  £230  by 
it.  God  knows  if  I  shall  recover  this.  God  protect  my  dear 
children.  If  they  should  be  stopped  in  their  education,  it 
will  be  their  ruin. 

"  The  latter  part  of  this  month  has  been  passed  in  harass 
and  disappointment.  To-morrow  I  am  threatened  with  an 
execution  for  £18  65.,  £5  of  which  is  sheer  law  expenses. 
I  have  written  the  Duke,  but  if  no  answer  comes  to-morrow, 
my  ruin  will  bo  certain. 


1834.]  THE    NEW    POST    OFFICE.  181 

I  undertook  the  picture  of  the  Reform  Banquet  for  £525. 

I  have  lost £230. 

"  Thus  the  price  is  reduced  to  £295.  The  city  was  to  have 
had  a  copy,  which  it  has  not  commissioned  me  to  paint,  and 
never  will.  But  for  the  commission  of  the  Duke  of  Suther- 
land, I  should  have  heen  crushed.  And  but  for  the  protec- 
tion of  my  Great  Protector  in  all  things,  I  shall  be  crushed 
yet. 

"  30th.  Went  into  the  city  in  great  misery,  having  raised 
£l  10s.  by  pledging  valuable  studies.  Fletcher,  the  chair- 
man of  the  city  committee,  gave  me  £10  for  some  sketch  he 
is  to  call  and  select.  This  relieved  my  mind.  I  called  on 
my  creditor,  and  begged  to  pay  this  £18  6s.  at  £5  a  week. 
He  referred  me  to  his  attorney.  I  saw  the  attorney,  a  hu- 
mane and  worthy  young  man,  who  seemed  shocked  at  a  man 
of  my  fame  begging  mercy  for  my  family.  He  promised  no 
execution  till  he  heard,  and  I  came  home  comparatively  hap- 
py for  this  promise,  but,  alas  I  it  will  be  the  same  over  again 
on  Monday.     Time  lost,  mind  jaded,  spirit  irritated. 

"  September  2d.  In  the  city  all  the  morning,  and,  after 
some  trouble,  got  a  severe  creditor  to  wait  till  the  15th. 
While  I  was  waiting  for  a  friend  who  went  to  him  for  me, 
the  New  Post  Office  flashed  in  my  mind  as  adapted  for  Aga- 
memnon's palace.  I  bought  a  sixpenny  book,  and  borrowed 
a  pencil  of  the  shopman,  and  made  a  sketch  :  when  I  came 
home  I  rubbed  in  a  new  background,  which  I  had  been  con- 
ceiving, and  it  is  a  great  addition. 

"  September  3d.  The  background  that  the  Post  Office  sug- 
gested yesterday  is  an  immense  improvement.  To-day,  after 
a  week  of  misery,  came  £100  from  the  Duke,  and  £lO  from 
Hill,  M.P.  for  Hull,  so  that  here  I  am  up  in  key  again.  I 
drew  for  four  hours  with  delight,  and  got  all  my  figures  near- 
ly ready  from  the  naked." 

Lord  Melbourne  being  now  at  the  head  of  the  administra- 
tion, Haydon  availed  himself  of  his  easy  good-humour  and  ac- 
cessible habits  to  urge  on  him,  as  he  had  done  on  his  prede- 
cessors for  twenty  years,  the  duty  of  providing  public  employ- 
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merit  for  artists.  But  the  charming  insouciance  of  Lord  Mel- 
bourne was  worse  than  the  most  frigid  formality  of  any  of  his 
predecessors.  He  was  always  ready  to  listen  when  Haydon 
talked,  but  as  to  impressing  him  with  any  sense  of  the  im- 
portance of  the  subject  I  Here  is  one  example,  out  of  many, 
of  these  conversations  between  the  pleasant  minister  and  the 
passionate  painter. 

"  2Wi.  Called  on  Lord  Melbourne  ;  was  very  glad  to  see 
him,  and  he  me.  We  had  a  regular  set-to  about  art.  I  went 
on  purpose.  I  said  for  twenty-five  years  I  have  been  at  all 
the  Lords  of  the  Treasury  without  eflect.  The  First  Lord 
who  has  courage  to  establish  a  system  for  the  public  encour- 
agement of  High  Art  will  be  remembered  with  gratitude  by 
the  English  people.  He  said,  '  What  d'ye  want  ?'  '  £2000  a 
year.'  '  Ah,'  said  Lord  Melbourne,  shaking  his  head  and 
looking  M'ith  his  arch  eyes,  '  God  help  the  minister  that  med- 
dles with  art  I'  '  Why,  my  Lord  V  '  He  will  get  the  M'hole 
Academy  on  his  back.'  '  I  have  had  them  on  mine,  who 
am  not  a  minister  and  a  nobleman,  and  here  I  am.  You  say 
the  government  is  poor  :  you  voted  £10,000  for  the  Poles, 
and  £20,000  for  the  Euphrates.'  'I  was  against  £10,000 
for  the  Poles.  These  things  only  bring  over  more  refugees,' 
said  Lord  Melbourne.  '  What  about  the  Euphrates  ?'  •  Why, 
my  Lord,  to  try  if  it  be  navigable,  and  all  the  world  knows  it 
is  not.'  Then  Lord  Melbourne  turned  round,  full  ef  fun,  and 
said,  '  Drawing  is  no  use  ;  it  is  an  obstruction  to  genius. 
Corregio  could  not  draw,  Reynolds  could  not  draw.'  '  Ah, 
my  Lord,  I  see  where  you  have  been  lately  I'  Then  he  rub- 
bed his  hands,  and  laughed  again.  '  Now,  Lord  Melbourne,' 
said  I,  '  at  the  bottom  of  that  love  of  fun,  you  know  j'ou  have 
a  mine  of  solid  sense.  You  know  the  beautiful  letter  you 
wrote  me.  Do  let  us  have  a  regular  conversation.  The  art 
will  go  out.'     '  Who  is  there  to   paint  pictures  ?'  said  he. 

'  Myself,  Hilton,  and  Etty.'     '  Etty  !  why  he  paints  old ,' 

said  Lord  Melbourne.  '  Well,  come  on  Sunday  at  eleven.' 
'  I  am  going  out  of  town,  and  will  put  my  ideas  clearly  on 
paper.'     '  Well,  Sunday  week.     Will  that  do  ?'     '  Yes,  my 
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Lord.  Now,  my  dear  Lord,  do  be  serious  about  it.'  'I  will,' 
said  he,  looking  archly  grave,  with  his  handsome  face,  and 
fine,  naked  neck,  for  he  was  just  out  of  his  bed,  in  his  dress- 
ing-gown. 'Gad,  it  is  something  to  get  him  to  say  he  will 
really  listen  :  he  has  more  sagacity  than  any  of  them. 

"  I  said,  *  Do  you  occupy  Downing  Street  ?'  He  said,  '  No,' 
with  hesitation.  I  fancy  he  fears  his  lease  ;  but  he  is  a  man 
fond  of  his  leisure,  and  by  keeping  his  house  he  is  out  of  the 
way  of  bore  till  business  hours.     Lord  Grey  was  always  in  it. 

"  2^th.  Altered  and  improved  the  composition  of  Cassan- 
dra. My  mind  has  recovered  its  tone,  though  that  dear  boy 
Harry  haunts  me,  and  my  harassings  are  really  dreadful ; 
yet  the  lawyers  are  more  disposed  to  be  quiet,  and  to  use  me 
well." 

A  sorry  comment  on  this  occurs  four  pages  later,  where  he 
has  amused  himself  bitterly  by  wafering  on  the  leaves  a  half 
dozen  of  lawyers'  letters,  in  various  moods  of  peremptoriness, 

"  Oct.  6th.  I  am  convinced  long  suffering  from  pecuniary 
necessity  affects  the  imagination.     It  magnifies  difficulties. 

'^  8th.  Worked  hard  —  advanced  Cassandra  better.  Paid 
away  right  and  left.  Directly  after  the  Duke's  letter  came 
with  its  inclosed  check,  an  execution  was  put  in  for  the  taxes. 
I  made  the  man  sit  for  Cassandra's  hand,  and  put  on  a  Per- 
sian bracelet.  When  the  broker  came  for  his  money,  he  burst 
out  a  laughing.  There  was  the  fellow,  an  old  soldier,  point- 
ing in  the  attitude  of  Cassandra — upright  and  steady,  as  if 
on  guard.  Lazarus'  head  was  painted  just  after  an  arrest ; 
Eucles  finished  from  a  man  in  possession  ;  the  beautiful  face 
in  Xenophon  in  the  afternoon  after  a  morning  spent  in  beg- 
ging mercy  of  lawyers  ;  and  now  Cassandra's  head  was  fin- 
ished in  agony  not  to  be  described,  and  her  hand  completed 
from  a  broker's  man. 

"  16th.  Good  God  !  I  am  just  returned  from  the  terrific 
burning  of  the  Houses  of  Parliament.  Mary  and  I  went  in 
a  cab,  and  drove  over  the  bridge.  From  the  bridge  it  was 
sublime.  We  alighted,  and  went  into  a  room  of  a  public 
house,  which  was  full.     The  feeling  among  the  people  was 
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extraordinary — jokes  and  radicalism  universal.  If  ministers 
had  heard  the  shrewd  sense  and  intelligence  of  these  drunken 
remarks  I  I  hurried  Mary  away.  Good  God,  and  are  that 
throne  and  tapestry  gone,  with  all  their  associations  ! 

"  The  comfort  is,  there  is  now  a  better  prospect  of  paint- 
ing a  House  of  Lords.  Lord  Grey  said  there  was  no  inten- 
tion of  taking  the  tapestry  down — little  did  he  think  how 
soon  it  would  go." 

Here  is  another  of  those  hopeless  struggles  with  the  elas- 
ticity of  Lord  Melbourne. 

"  I'dth.  Called  on  Lord  Melbourne,  and  after  a  little  while 
was  admitted.  He  looked  round  with  his  arch  face,  and  said, 
'  What  now  ?'  as  much  as  to  say,  '  What  the  devil  are  you 
come  about — art,  I  suppose.'  '  Now,  my  Lord,'  said  I,  '  I  am 
going  to  be  discreet  for  the  rest  of  my  life,  and  take  you  for 
an  example.'  I  got  up,  and  was  eagerly  talking  away,  when 
he  said,  '  Sit  down.'  Down  I  sat,  and  continued  :  '  Do  you 
admit  the  necessity  of  state  support  V  '  I  do  not,'  said  he  ; 
•  there  is  private  patronage  enough  to  do  all  that  is  requisite.' 
'  That  I  deny,'  I  replied  ;  at  which  he  rubbed  his  hands  and 
said,  '  Ha  I  Ha  I'  He  then  w^ent  to  the  glass,  and  began  to 
comb  his  hair.  I  went  on  :  '  My  Lord,  that's  a  false  view  ; 
private  patronage  has  raised  the  school  in  all  the  departments 
where  it  could  do  service,  but  High  Art  can  not  be  advanced 
by  private  patronage.'  '  But  it  is  not  the  policy  of  this  coun- 
try to  interfere,'  said  he.  '  Why  V  '  Because  it  is  not  neces- 
sary,' said  he.  '  You  say  so,  but  I'll  prove  the  contrary.' 
'Well,  let  us  hear,'  said  Lord  Melbourne  :  'where  has  art 
ever  flourished  ?  In  Greece,  Egypt,  Italy.  How  ?  By  in- 
dividual patronage  ?'  •  No,  my  Lord,  by  the  support  of  the 
state  alone.  Has  it  flourished  in  any  country  without  it  ? 
No.  How  can  your  Lordship  expect  it  in  this?'  He  did  not 
reply.  '  Ergo,'  said  I,  '  if  it  has  flourished  in  every  country 
where  state  patronage  accompanied  it,  and  if  it  has  never 
flourished  here,  where  there  has  been  no  state  patronage, 
what  is  the  inference  ?  High  Art  does  not  end  with  itself. 
Jt  presupposes  great  knowledge,  which  influences  rnanufac- 
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tures,  as  in  France,  Why  is  she  superior  in  manufactures 
at  Lyons  ?  Because  by  state  support  she  educates  youth  to 
desisfn.  It  came  out  in  committee,  and  Peel  and  Hume  both 
acknowledged  our  general  ignorance  in  design  was  the  rea- 
son of  our  inferiority.' 

•'  'You  say  you  can't  afford  it.  In  Lord  Bexley's  time  the 
same  thing  was  said,  and  yet  £30,000  was  spent  to  build 
an  ophthalmic  hospital — it  failed  :  £5000  was  fetched  by 
the  sale  of  the  materials,  and  £4000  voted  to  Adams  for 
putting  out  the  remaining  eyes  of  the  old  veterans.'  '  No 
doubt,'  said  Lord  Melbourne,  '  a  great  deal  of  money  has 
been  uselessly  spent.'  '  I  take  the  excuse  of  poverty  as  a 
nonentity,'  I  said.     He  did  not  reply. 

**  '  Now,  my  Lord,  Lord  Grey  said  there  was  no  intention 
of  taking  down  the  tapestry.  It's  doiV7i.  A  new  House 
must  be  built.  Painting,  sculpture,  and  architecture  must 
be  combined.  Here's  an  opportunity  that  never  can  occur 
again.  Burke  said  it  would  ultimately  rest  on  a  minister. 
Have  you  no  ambition  to  be  that  man  ?'  He  mused,  but 
did  not  reply.  '  For  God's  sake,  Lord  Melbourne,  do  not  let 
this  slip — for  the  sake  of  art — for  your  own  sake — only  say 
you  won't  forget  art.  I'll  undertake  it  for  support  during 
the  time  I  am  engaged,  because  it  has  been  the  great  object 
of  my  life.  I  have  qualified  myself  for  it,  and  be  assured,  if 
High  Art  sinks,  as  it  is  sinking,  all  art  will  go  with  it.'  No 
reply.  '  Depend  on  my  discretion.  Not  a  word  shall  pass 
from  me  ;  only  assure  me  it  is  not  hopeless.'  Lord  Mel- 
bourne glanced  up  with  his  fine  eye,  and  looked  into  me, 
and  said,  '  It  is  not.' 

"  There  will  be  only  a  temporary  building  till  Parliament 
meets.      There's  time  enough." 

"  2^t1i.  Out  to  battle  with  lawyers  ;  pawned  all  my  Bir- 
mingham studies  for  £5,  and  my  lay  figures  for  £4.  This 
was  a  great  help.  I  was  able  to  pay  ofi"  balances.  I  re- 
ceived £120  a  week  ago,  and  it's  all  gone. 

"  If  the  Duke  had  not  been  so  kind,  God  only  knows  what 
I  should  have  done. 
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''November  1th.  All  day  at  the  background.  Back- 
grounds are  very  serious  affairs.  The  old  masters  put  as 
little  interest  as  possible  into  the  background.  Nothing  but 
what  would  set  off  and  never  interfere  with  the  foreground. 
Now,  in  the  Agamemnon,  victory  and  welcome  from  his  peo- 
ple should  be  apparent,  contrasted  with  the  evil  impending, 
and  the  inspired  threatenings  of  Cassandra  ;  and  yet  any 
mark  of  triumph  in  the  streets,  such  as  tapestry,  people  huz- 
zaing, &c.,  &c.,  seems  to  overpower  the  interest  in  front  in- 
stead of  adding  to  it. 

"  ^th.  Sent  down  in  the  morning  to  know  if  Lord  Mel- 
bourne could  see  me.  He  sent  me  back  word  he  would  re- 
ceive me  at  one.  At  one  I  called,  and  saw  him.  The  fol- 
lowing dialogue  ensued  :  'Well,  my  Lord,  have  you  seen  my 
petition  to  you  ?'  '  I  have.'  '  Have  you  read  it  ?'  '  Yes.' 
'Well,  what  do  you  say  to  it?'  He  affected  to  be  occupied, 
and  to  read  a  letter  I  said,  '  What  answer  does  your  Lord- 
ship give  ?  What  argument  or  refutation  have  you  ?'  *  Why, 
we  do  not  mean  to  have  pictures.  We  mean  to  have  a  build- 
ing with  all  the  simplicity  of  the  ancients.'  'Well,  my  Lord, 
what  public  building  of  the  ancients  will  you  point  out  with- 
out pictures  ?  I  fear,  Lord  Melbourne,  since  I  first  saw 
you,  you  are  corrupted.  You  meet  Academicians  at  Holland 
House.  I  am  sure  you  do.'  He  looked  archly  at  me,  and 
rubbed  his  hands.  '  I  do.  I  meet  Calcott.  He  is  a  good 
fellow.'  '  Good  enough  ;  but  an  Academician.'  '  Ha  !  ha  I' 
said  Lord  Melbourne.  '  Now,  my  Lord,  do  be  serious.'  '  Well, 
I  am  :  Calcott  says  he  disapproves  of  the  system  of  patrons 
taking  up  young  men  to  the  injury  of  the  old  ones  ;  giving 
them  two  or  three  commissions,  and  letting  them  die  in  a 
work-house.'  '  But  if  young  men  are  never  to  be  taken  up, 
how  are  they  to  become  known  ?  But  to  return.  Look  at 
Guizot,  He  ordered  four  great  pictures  to  commemorate  the 
barricades  for  the  government.  Why  will  not  the  govern- 
ment do  that  here  ?  What  is  the  reason,  Lord  Melbourne, 
that  no  English  minister  is  aware  of  the  importance  of  art  to 
the  manufactures  and  wealth  of  the  country  ?     I  will  tell  you, 
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my  Lord  ;  you  want  tutors  at  the  universities' — I  was  going 
on,  talking  eagerly  with  my  hand  up.  At  that  moment  the 
door  opened,  and  in  stalked  Lord  Brougham  ?  He  held  out 
his  two  fingers  and  said,  '  How  d'ye  do,  Mr.  Haydon  ?'  While 
I  stood  looking  staggered,  Lord  Melbourne  glanced  at  me  and 
said,  '  1  wish  you  good-morning.'  I  bowed  to  both  and  took 
my  leave. 

"  I  can  not  make  out  Lord  Melbourne,  but  I  fear  he  is  as 
insincere  as  the  rest.  The  influence  behind  the  curtain  is  al- 
ways at  work,  and  if  he  meets  Academicians  at  Holland  House, 
their  art  playing  on  his  comparative  ignorance  chills  him. 

"  The  first  great  opportunity  was  the  million  voted  for  the 
new  churches.  I  appealed  to  Vansittart.  It  came  to  noth- 
ing, though  Lord  Farnborough  really  exerted  himself.  This 
is  the  next — the  new  Houses  of  Parliament,  and  yet  this  will 
end  in  smoke  too.     The  soil  is  bad — uncultivated. 

"  nth.  Hardish  at  work  ;  but  no  letter  from  the  Duke  to- 
day. Obliged  to  go  out,  in  the  middle  of  my  dear,  delightful 
work,  to  see,  argue,  and  battle  with  lawyers.  Came  home 
in  misery,  and  put  in  the  drapery  of  Electra. 

''12th.  Harassed;  threatened  with  executions  ;  Mary  rush- 
ed away  to  an  old  friend  and  got  £6.  I  was  obliged  to  take 
down  my  five  b6st  engravings,  rubbed  out  all  the  names,  and 
got  £5  more.  Mary  packed  up  every  thing  she  could  spare, 
and  we  raised  £3  10^.  on  £40  worth  of  things. 

"  I5th.  Let  this  day  stand  blessed  in  the  calendar;  the 
'  dear  Duke'=^  (as  the  ladies  call  Wellington)  has  behaved  like 
a  hero.  I  have  tried  his  patience,  but  it  was  for  his  sake. 
God  bless  him  and  the  Duchess,  not  forgetting  me  and  Mary." 

This  month  Lord  Melbourne  followed  Lord  Grey,  and  with 
him,  for  the  present,  went  Haydon's  hopes  of  state  encourage- 
ment for  High  Art. 

"  18th.  kSpent  the  whole  day  in  Lord  Grey's  room,  Down- 
ing Street,  sketching  every  article  for  the  picture  of  A  States- 
man's Fireside.     Lord  Melbourne  returned  no  more.     Lord 

*  The  Duke  of  Sutherland,  who  had  advanced  the  balance  of  the 
price  of  Cassandra. 
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Grey's  furniture  was  moving.  I  mused  about  the  room  with 
deep  feeling.  There  he  sat  the  morning  after  the  banquet. 
There  I  shook  hands  with  him  and  Lord  Althorp.  1  recalled 
conversations  I  shall  never  lorget,  and  feelings  I  am  proud 
of  The  Duke  takes  possession  to-morrow.  How  exactly  it 
has  turned  out  as  I  prophesied  in  letters  during  the  Reform 
contest  :  '  Let  the  Whigs  beware  an  eagle  on  the  watch  does 
not  pounce  in,  and  carry  off  the  laurel  due  to  them.' 

"  I  think  I  had  now  better  conclude  my  political  career, 
and  for  the  remainder  of  my  life  stick  to  my  art. 

"  26tk.  Called  on  Lord  Melbourne,  and  found  him  as  hearty 
as  ever.  We  had  a  set-to  about  art.  He  advised  me  to  try 
Peel,  which  I  shall  do.  He  would  not  open  his  lips  about 
politics.  Lord  Melbourne  said  he  had  talked  to  several  art- 
ists about  a  vote  of  money,  and  they  all  said  it  had  better  be 
let  alone.  'Who?'  said  I.  Portrait  painters  in  opulence. 
Why  do  you  not  give  me  an  opportunity  to  meet  these  fel- 
lows ?  The  fact  is,'  said  I,  '  you  are  corrupted,  you  know 
you  are,  since  I  first  talked  to  you.  Calcott,  after  dinner  at 
Lord  Holland's,  has  corrupted  you,  sneered  you  out  of  your 
right  feelings  over  your  vidne.'  He  acknowledged  there  was 
a  great  deal  of  truth  in  this,  and  laughed  heartily. 

"  He  advised  me  to  attack  Peel,  and  told  me  how  to  pro- 
ceed to  get  a  sum  in  the  estimates.  This  is  exactly  Lord 
Melbourne.  He  has  no  nerve  himself;  he  seemed  ashamed, 
and  now,  willing  not  to  lose  some  of  the  credit,  pushes  me 
off  on  Peel.     We  shall  see. 

"  olst.  Last  day  of  1834.  Thank  God,  I  have  got  up  to 
it,  and  Cassandra  is  done  except  two  trifles,  which  I  hope  to 
accomplish  before  night.  I  shall  review  the  year  before 
twelve  at  night,  and  pray  in,  as  I  always  do,  the  new  year 
1835.     Now  to  work. 

"  Worked  and  completed  Cassandra. 

"  Mary  and  I  have  endured  this  year  great  anxieties.  The 
failure  of  Lord  Grey's  picture,  and  the  rapid  dispersion  of  the 
400  guineas  from  the  Duke  of  Sutherland's  commission,  to 
save  ourselves  from  the  bitter  failure  and  loss,  shook  us  hor-. 
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ribly.  I  applied  myself  vigorously,  finished  Cassandra,  trust- 
ed in  God  for  subsistence,  and  up  to  this  hour,  this  last  hour 
of  1834,  have  had  it  most  miraculously." 

1835. 

Haydon  inaugurated  this  year  with  a  picture  of  Achilles 
revealing  his  Sex  at  the  court  of  Lycomedes,  by  his  sudden 
forsaking  of  womanly  ornaments  for  arms.  But  he  was  soon 
compelled  to  quit  a  large  and  heroic  subject  for  smaller  and 
more  saleable  works.  His  necessities  this  whole  year  through 
were  severe  ;  and  embarrassments,  continually  accumulating, 
were  met  by  every  expedient  that  urgent  wants  and  sanguine 
hopes  could  suggest.  The  year  was  one  of  keen  political  ex- 
citement. The  Peel  ministry  resigned,  and  the  Whigs  re- 
turned to  power  under  Lord  Melbourne.  The  burning  of  the 
Houses  of  Parliament  the  year  before  had  given  an  opening 
for  hope  that  some  arrangement  for  art-decoration  might  be 
made  in  the  new  building,  and  provision  for  this  was  urgently 
pressed  on  the  ministry  by  Haydon  in  and  out  of  season. 

The  appointment  of  Mr.  E  wart's  select  committee  of  in- 
quiry into  the  means  of  extending  a  knowledge  of  the  arts 
and  principles  of  design,  including  an  inquiry  into  the  consti- 
tution of  the  Royal  Academy,  and  the  effects  produced  by  it 
(the  appointment  of  which  may  be  attributed  in  a  consider- 
able degree  to  Haydon),  afforded  him  an  opportunity  he  had 
long  sought  of  impressing  his  views  on  Parliament  and  the 
people.  But  these  prospects  and  hopes  were  dimmed  by  the 
loss  of  one  of  his  children,  and  his  anxieties  were  not  lessened 
by  the  birth  of  another. 

"  January  6th. ^  A  pupil  of  David  spent  the  evening  with 
me.  David  said  a  good  thing  to  him,  '  When  you  cease  to 
struggle,  you  are  done  for.'     This  is^more  like  Napoleon. 

*  The  21st  volume  of  the  Journal  begins  with  this  year,  with  the 
motto,  "  A  man  shall  not  be  established  by  wickedness,  but  the  root 
of  the  righteous  shall  not  be  moved.  They  that  trust  in  the  Lord 
shall  be  as  Mount  Sion,  wliich  can  not  be  moved,  but  abideth  for- 


ever." 
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"  At  the  Polish  ball  the  Lord  Mayor  (who  squints)  said  to 
Lady  Douglas,  '  Which  do  you  prefer,  my  Lady,  Gog  or  Ma- 
gog ?'      'Of  the  three,'  she  replied,  '  your  Lordship.' 

"  Rubbed  in  Milton  and  his  daughter  selling  Paradise  Lost, 
and  Eloisa  and  Abelard  at  their  studies.  Preparing  for  the 
year's  work. 

"  The  people  are  in  a  dreadful  condition — the  excitement 
beyond  all  belief.  I  have  not  stirred  from  my  painting-room. 
I  hate  to  have  my  mind  disturbed.  The  Tories  say  the  peo- 
ple must  go  through  a  crisis.  It  is  their  obstinacy  which  has 
produced  it. 

"  1th.  Rubbed  in  two  new  subjects — Milton  at  his  Organ, 
dear  Mary  at  her  Glass.  Saw  Lady  Blessington  to  borrow 
an  armlet. 

"  iOth.  Read  Mignet's  History  of  the  Revolution.  Extra- 
ordinary that  all  the  murders  of  the  French  Revolution  were 
perpetrated  according  to  law,  and  on  an  abstract  principle 
of  virtue.  *  La  terreur  sans  vertu  est  une  crime  :  la  vertu 
sans  terreur  est  ttne  faihlesse^  said  Robespierre. 

"  \^th.  In.  the  city  on  business  ;  much  harassed  in  money 
matters. 

"  \lth.  Rubbed  in  Samson  and  Delilah. 

"  Raced  the  town  to  raise  money.  Got  a  commission  to 
paint  the  Duke  on  the  field  of  Waterloo  from  Boys,  the  print- 
seller.     Sentiment  with  the  Duke  won't  do. 

'"4  Burwood  Place,  January  19th,  1835. 

"  '  May  it  please  your  Grace  to  permit  me  to  intrude  a 
moment,  and  to  inform  your  Grace,  with  your  leave,  that  I 
have  received  a  commission  to  paint  your  Grace  musing  on 
the  field  of  Waterloo,  to  be  engraved  as  a  pendant  to  the  pic- 
ture I  had  the  honour  to  paint  for  Sir  Robert  Peel,  of  Napoleon 
musing  at  St.  Helena — conqueror  and  captive. 

"  '  1st.  May  I  presume  to  ask  your  Grace  to  give  me  leave 
to  make  a  chalk  sketch  of  your  sword  and  dress,  such  as  you 
wore  at  Waterloo  under  your  cloak  ? 

"  '  2d.  Would  there  be  any  hope  of  being  allowed  to  attend 
your  Grace  for  half  an  hour,  and  make  a  rapid  sketch  of  your 
Grace's  figure,  at  any  time  early  or  late  ? 

"  '  I  acknowledge  to  your  Grace  I  approach  you  with  every 
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delicacy,  and  prepared  to  withdraw  with  every  apology,  should 
this  intrusion,  considering-  my  feelings  as  a  Conservative  Re- 
former and  Whig,  be  considered  unwarrantable  or  imperti- 
nent. But,  as  I  never  scrupled  to  express  my  enthusiasm  for 
your  genius  to  any  party,  I  anticipate  your  pardon,  even  if 
your  Grace  refuses  consent. 

"  '  With  the  same  respect  as  dictated  my  letter  to  your 
Grace  when  you  relinquished  the  government  in  1830, 
I  remain  your  Graces's  faithful  servant, 

"  '  B.  R.  Haydon. 

"  '  To  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Wellington,'  &c. 

"  '  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to 
Mr.  Haydon,  and  has  received  his  note. 

"  '  The  Duke  hopes  Mr.  Haydon  will  excuse  him,  but  he 
really  has  not  leisure  at  present  to  sit  for  a  picture." 

"  '  London,  March  22d,  1835.' 

"  31st.  All  of  a  sudden,  yesterday,  anew  conception  of  the 
Duke  burst  into  ray  head.  I  took  up  a  canvass,  and  in  two 
hours  dashed  in  the  best  conception  by  far — the  one  that  shall 
be  engraved.  Wrote  a  strong  letter  to  The  Times  on  the 
National  Gallery. 

"  The  month  ends,  and  I  have  worked  well.  I  have  had 
comparative  peace.  I  consider  it  a  good  beginning  to  have 
had  an  order  connected  with  Welhngton.  The  next  month 
begins  to-morrow,  and  dreadful  pecuniary  want  I  anticipate  ; 
but  my  old  fire  is  revived.  I  have  begun  again  on  public 
encouragement,  and  again  will  I  be  in  the  thick  of  the  fight. 
I  trust  for  extrication  and  salvation  to  that  Being  to  whom  I 
have  always  trusted,  and  feel  confident  I  shall  not  trust  in  vain. 

'^  February  1st.  Sunday.  Called  on  Lord  Melbourne.  He 
was  lounging  over  the  Edinburgh  Review.  He  began  in- 
stantly, 'Why,  here  are  a  set  of  fellows  who  want  public 
money  for  scientific  purposes,  as  well  as  you  for  painting  ; 
they  are  a  set  of  ragamuffins.'  '  That's  the  way,'  said  I ; 
'nobody  has  any  right  to  public  money  but  those  who  are 
brought  up  to  politics.  Are  not  painting  and  science  as  much 
matter  of  public  benefit  as  political  jobbing  ?  You  never  look 
upon  us  as  equals  ;  but  any  scamp  who  trades  in  politics  is 
looked  on  as  a  companion  for  my  Lord.'     '  That  is  not  true,' 
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said  he.     *  I  say  it  is,'  said  I ;  and  he  then  roared  with  laugh- 
ter, and  rubbed  his  hands, 

"  He  had  been  to  Woburn,  where  he  had  met  Chantrey  and 
Landseer  ;  I  could  not  get  him  to  touch  on  politics.  *  Lord 
Melbourne,  will  you  make  me  a  promise  ?'  '  What  is  that  ?' 
*  Pass  your  word  to  get  a  vote  of  money  for  art  if  you  are 
premier  again.'     Not  a  word. 

*'  No  old  politician  ever  speaks  on  politics  so  as  to  give  you 
a  notion  of  what  is  going  on. 

"  After  chatting  a  good  while  about  every  thing,  I  bid  him 
good-by. 

"  February  3d.  At  the  Duke's  and  sketched  the  cloak  he 
wore  at  Waterloo,  the  coat,  plain  hat,  &c.  To-morrow  they 
are  to  be  sent  to  me.  The  contrast  of  his  house  with  Lord 
Grey's  was  extraordinary.  I  was  shown  into  a  waiting  par- 
lour full  of  pistols  and  muskets.  All  about  Lord  Grey  was 
anti-military,  while  every  thing  seems  to  be  martial  about 
*he  Duke. 

"  Mugford,  his  steward,  told  me  the  Duke  had  given  him 
^"i  cloak,  and  God  only  knew  where  the  hat  was.  Is  this 
^^•^^^licity,  absence  of  vanity,  or  want  of  sentiment  in  the 
■^^ke  ?  Napoleon  dwelt  on,  often  looked  at,  and  left  to  his 
^°H  the  coat  he  wore  at  Marengo,  and  the  sword  of  Austerlitz. 

"  9th.  Worked  unsatisfactorily.  The  Duke  lent  me  his 
^t,  belt,  and  coat." 

/  Unluckily,  Haydon  wrote  to  thank  him  for  his  kindness. 
/    This,  it  appears  from  the  next  letter,  was  rather  a  mistake. 

"  London,  February  7th,  1835. 

"  Sir, — I  received  last  night  your  letter  of  the  6th,  in 
which  you  inform  me  that  you  had  applied  to,  and  obtained 
from  my  servant  one  of  my  coats,  and  that  you  had  painted 
a  picture  of  me  which  you  wished  me  to  see,  and  which 
was  ready  for  the  engraver. 

"You  wrote  to  me  on  the  19th  January  to  inform  me  that 
you  had  received  a  commission  to  paint  a  picture  of  me.  I 
told  you  in  answer  that  I  had  not  time  to  sit  for  a  picture. 
You  then  wrote  to  desire  that  I  would  order  my  servant  to 
let  you  see  my  coat,  &c.,  to  which  letter  I  gave  no  answer. 
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"You  thought  proper,  however,  to  go  to  my  servant,  and 
procure  from  him  one  of  my  coats,  &c.,  without  any  order  or 
consent  on  my  part,  and  you  now  come  to  me  to  desire  me  to 
inspect  the  picture  before  it  goes  to  the  engraver. 

"  I  have  no  objection  to  any  gentleman  painting  any  pic- 
ture of  me  that  he  may  think  proper  ;  but  if  I  am  to  have 
any  thing  to  saj^  to  the  picture,  either  in  the  way  of  sitting 
or  sending  a  dress,  or  in  any  other  manner,  I  consider  myself, 
and  shall  be  considered  by  others,  as  responsible  for  it. 

"  I  must  say  that  I  by  no  means  approve  of  the  subject  of 
the  picture  which  you  have  undertaken  to  paint.  Paint  it 
if  you  please,  but  I  M'ill  have  nothing  to  say  to  it. 

"  To  paint  the  Emperor  Napoleon  on  the  rock  of  St.  Helena 
is  quite  a  diflbrent  thing  from  painting  me  on  the  field  of 
battle  of  Waterloo.  The  Emperor  Napoleon  did  not  consent 
to  be  painted.  But  I  am  to  be  supposed  to  consent ;  and, 
moreover,  I  on  the  field  of  battle  of  Waterloo  am  not  exactly 
in  the  situation  in  which  Napoleon  stood  on  the  rock  of  St. 
Helena. 

"  But  a  painter  should  be  a  historian,  a  philosopher,  a  pol- 
itician, as  well  as  a  poet  and  a  man  of  taste. 

"  Now,  if  you  will  consider  the  subject  of  the  picture  to 
which  you  desire  me  to  be  a  party  in  the  year  1835,  in  any 
one  of  these  characters,  you  will  see  full  reason  why  you 
should  not  choose  that  subject,  and  why  I  should  not  consent 
to  be  a  party  to  the  picture. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir,  your  most  obedient,  hum- 
ble servant,  W^ellington." 

Haydon  wrote  at  once  to  explain  the  impression  he  had 
been  under  that  it  was  with  the  Duke's  permission  that  the 
valet  had  furnished  the  clothes  and  afterward  sent  this  letter 
in  addition. 

"  London,  February  8th,  1835. 

"  My  Lord  Duke, — Having,  I  hope,  exculpated  myself 
from  the  accusation  of  going  to  your  servant,  contrary  to 
your  wishes,  to  obtain,  by  tampering  with  him,  what  your 
Grace  objected  to  grant,  though  I  was  ignorant  of  such  ob- 
jection, may  I  now  venture  to  reply  to  the  latter  part  of 
your  letter  ? 

"Your  Grace  says  '  a  painter  should  be  a  philosopher,  a 
historian,  a  politician,  a  poet,  and  a  man  of  taste.' 

Vol.  II.— I 
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"  It  really  appears  to  me,  your  Grace,  that  imagining  a 
great  general  visiting  the  field  of  his  greatest  battle  after 
many  years  is  both  natural  and  poetical ;  that  the  musings 
that  must  occur  to  him  there  would  be  philosophical  ;  and 
though  it  would  not  be  strictly  historical  if  it  had  not  hap- 
pened, yet  there  is  surely  no  bad  taste  in  contrasting  the  con- 
queror with  the  vanquished,  or  in  showing  the  one  in  his  de- 
served desolation,  and  the  other  in  his  deserved  triumph. 

"  '  I  on  the  field  of  Waterloo  am  not  exactly  in  the  same 
situation  as  Napoleon  on  the  rock  of  St.  Helena,'  your  Grace 
adds.  Certainly,  I  reply.  It  is  because  your  Grace  is  in  a 
different  situation  that  I  glory  in  placing  you  there,  and  that 
the  public  and  the  army  will  glory  in  seeing  you  there. 

"  With  respect  to  the  subject,  it  occurred  to  me  at  the  time 
I  painted  Sir  Robert  Peel's  picture  of  Napoleon.  I  had  al- 
ways resolved  to  do  my  best  to  honour,  as  far  as  my  pencil 
could  honour,  that  man  who  dared,  in  face  of  the  world,  to 
break  the  chain  of  an  imagined  invincibility  ;  who  returned  to 
his  own  country  encircled  by  a  splendour  of  fame,  which  will 
last  as  long  as  the  earth  he  inhabits  ;  who  came  back  from 
the  command  of  a  victorious  army  a  simple  citizen,  subjecting 
himself  to  the  same  laws,  and  paying  allegiance  to  the  same 
sovereign  as  the  humblest  individual  in  the  land  he  saved. 

"Ah,  your  Grace,  you  were  wanted,  and  your  genius  had 
full  scope,  because  you  were  necessary  ;  but  it  is  not  impossi- 
ble to  imagine  a  genius  in  another  way,  who  loves  his  coun- 
try with  equal  devotion,  and  feels  equally  conscious  of  being 
able  to  honour  it,  but  whose  talents  are  not  in  demand,  and 
who  is  only  aware  of  the  extent  of  his  power  from  the  tor- 
ture of  suppression,  who  passes  his  life  in  vain  aspirations  for 
opportunities  which  will  never  be  granted  him,  and  who  will 
go  out  of  the  world  pitied,  disappointed,  and  ruined. 

"  With  respect  to  the  immediate  facts  connected  with  the 
commission  alluded  to,  they  are  as  follows  : 

"  It  was  accidentally  proposed  by  a  print-seller  who  had 
purchased  the  copyright  of  Napoleon  that  I  should  paint  your 
Grace  at  Waterloo.  I  naturally  seized  the  order  with  avid- 
ity, for  I  was  totally  without  employment.  Your  Grace  can 
not  blame  me  for  this,  when  I  tell  you  I  have  six  children, 
one  a  midshipman  in  the  Wolf,  Captain  Stanley,  one  a  scholar 
at  Wadham  College,  Oxford,  and  four  at  home,  and  that,  as 
J^ohixson  said,  I  have  still  to  provide  for  the  day  that  is  pass- 
ing ove^»r  me.     Your  Grace  can  not  wonder,  then,  that  I  was 


1835.]  THE  DUKE  OBLITERATED.  195 

ready  to  do  what  I  conceived  would  honour  you,  as  well  as 
provide  subsistence  for  my  family,  at  least  for  a  month  more. 

"  Two  thirds  of  the  purchase  money  was  paid,  so  that  there 
is  no  method  of  stopping  publication  but  by  purchasing  the 
picture  of  them  and  the  copyright,  and  this  it  is  not  worth  your 
Grace's  while  to  do. 

"  With  respect  to  the  large  picture  which  I  have  begun 
and  prepared  for  completion,  the  same  size  as  Sir  Robert 
Peel's  Napoleon,  which  is  entirely  my  own  property,  that, 
noiD  I  know  your  feelings,  I  pass  your  Grace  my  word  of 
honour  to  proceed  with  no  further  without  your  leave,  and  to 
obliterate  it  without  delay,  if  you  desire  it. 

"  I  trust,  therefore,  I  shall  now  regain  your  opinion  as  a 
gentleman,  and  remain  your  Grace's  admirer  and  servant, 

"  B.  Pv.  Haydon." 

"  His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Wellington,"  &c. 

"London,  February  9th,  1835. 

"  Sir, — I  have  had  the  honour  of  receiving  your  letter  of 
the  8th  inst.  In  the  letter  which  I  wrote  to  you  on  Satur- 
day, I  stated  my  reason  for  disapproving  of  your  having  ap- 
plied to  my  servant  for  my  clothes  without  my  previous  con- 
sent. 

"  The  same  reason  still  exists.  I  am  not  and  can  not  be 
a  party  to  or  an  encourager  of  the  picture  which  you  are 
painting  of  me.  Do  as  you  please  with  it.  But  I  have 
nothing  to  say  to  it. 

"  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  your  communication  with 
my  servants,  without  my  previous  permission,  was  not  regu- 
lar.    I  can  not  say  otherwise. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir,  your  most  obedient,  humble 
servant,  Wellington." 

"  I  wrote  his  Grace,  saying  I  admitted  it  was  not  regular, 
but  that  I  certainly  had  an  impression  that  the  clothes  could 
never  have  come  to  me  but  through  his  leave ;  that  my 
thanking  him  for  them  was  an  evidence  of  my  belief,  and  that 
he  never  could  have  known  I  had  them  if  I  had  not  informed 
him  ;  that  I  had  destroyed  the  large  picture,  and  should  de- 
stroy the  small  one,  if  the  purchaser  was  disposed  to  accede. 
To  this  I  received  the  following  answer  : 

"  '  London,  February  11th,  1835. 
"  'Sir, — I  have  already  told  you  that  I  have  not  tlie  small 
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est  objection  to  your  painting  and  engraving  a  picture  of  me 
in  any  way  you  please,  and  in  any  costume.  It  is  impossi- 
ble for  me  to  have  any  feeling  on  the  subject,  provided  that 
it  is  clearly  understood  that  I  am  no  party  to  the  picture. 

"  '  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir,  your  most  obedient,  humble 
servant,  Wellington." 

''February  12th.  Worked  hard.  At  the  first  dawn  of 
morning  had  a  flash  of  an  Imperial  Guard  musing  at  Wa- 
terloo, as  a  fitter  companion  for  Napoleon.  Finished  it  over 
the  Duke  I  This  is  the  first  time  an  Imperial  Guard  extin- 
guished the  Duke." 

The  result  of  this  correspondence,  so  characteristic  on  both 
sides,  was,  that  the  publication  of  the  print  was  arrested  for 
the  time. 

''  lAth.  Out  the  whole  day — very  much  harassed — sold  the 
Imperial  Guard  to  Ackerman  for  £31  IO5.  Came  home  re- 
lieved. To  work  Monday,  but  still  harassed.  Thanks  to 
God  for  this  relief  I 

"  2lst.  These  times  are  serious  indeed.  Never  were  po- 
litical feelings  deeper,  more  determined,  or  more  threatening. 
Literature  and  art  will  be  sacrificed.  I  can  get  no  body  to 
think  of  art,  and  the  question,  which  was  becoming  one  of 
great  interest,  is  going  out  entirely.  Individually,  my  stand- 
ing in  society  is  decidedly  improved,  but  my  want  of  employ- 
ment is  as  great  as  ever.  I  feel  inspired,  elevated  in  divine 
God  I  I  feel  internally  in  communication  with  the  Deity,  as 
if  he  were  near,  nearer  than  ever,  as  if  I  were  sure  of  sup- 
port, though  in  trial. 

"  God — what  can  these  mysterious  struggles  mean — why, 
if  gifted  with  high  power  in  my  art,  is  it  always  to  be  devel- 
oped by  trouble  and  want  ?  Even  now,  I  begin  the  day  with 
only  one  sovereign  in  the  world,  and  must  send  some  sketches 
to  the  pawnbroker  for  existence.  I  wrote  to  Lord  Melbourne, 
and  offered  him  a  study  of  himself  for  ten  guineas.  No  re- 
ply. 

"  26th.  Began  Lord  Grey  musing.  Worked  sottishly,  stu- 
pidly, inefficiently,  leadenly. 
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"  21th.  Went  to  the  city  in  a  state  of  misery  not  to  be  ex- 
pressed. Called  on  Moon,  the  print-seller.  I  told  him  of  my 
dreadful  situation.  He  is  to  call  this  day.  I  had  written  to 
Lord  Egerton,  offering  to  paint  the  fire  of  the  Houses  of  Par- 
liament for  <£50.  He  answered  he  had  not  room  for  pictures, 
and  sent  twenty  guineas.  Horrid  work,  this  perpetual  char- 
itable assistance.  This  is  only  additional  evidence  of  what  I 
have  always  said  :  when  a  house  is  full  of  old  works,  there 
is  no  room  for  existing  talent.  Came  home  in  better  spirits. 
"Went  to  Lady  Blessington's  in  the  evening. 

"  Every  body  goes  to  Lady  Blessington's.  She  has  the  first 
news  of  every  thing,  and  every  body  seems  delighted  to  tell 
her.  No  woman  will  be  more  missed.  She  is  the  centre  of 
more  talent  and  gayety  than  any  other  woman  of  fashion  in 
London. 

''•March  1st.  Called  on  Lord  Melbourne,  and  found  him 
reading  the  Acts,  with  a  quarto  Greek  Testament  that  be- 
longed to  Samuel  Johnson,  given  to  him  by  Lady  Spencer. 

"  '  Ls  not  the  world,  Lord  Melbourne,  an  evidence  of  per- 
petual struggle  to  remedy  a  defect  V  '  Certainly,'  he  mused 
out.  '  H",  as  Milton  says,  we  were  sufficient  to  have  stood, 
why  did  we  fall  V  Lord  Melbourne  rose  bolt  up,  and  re- 
plied, *  Ah,  that's  touching  on  all  our  apprehensions.' 

"  We  then  swerved  to  art.  He  advised  me  not  to  petition 
before  E wart's  motion.  He  advised  me  to  see  Ewart  and 
judge  of  his  character.  I  told  him  that  all  the  ministers 
began  with  enthusiasm  and  ended  by  doubt,  because  they 
first  saw  the  propriety  of  my  propositions,  and  then  asked 
advice  of  the  Academy,  who,  perfectly  contented  with  their 
monopoly  and  emolument,  denied  the  necessity  of  state  sup- 
port. 

"4i/z.  Nearly  finished  the  Duke  of  Sutherland's  small  Na- 
poleon. 

"  5th.  Idle.  Went  to  Hamilton  to  consult  about  this  Com- 
mittee for  the  building  of  the  Lords.  Called  on  Hume,  who 
was  knocked  up  abed. 

"  Qth.   Called  on  dear  Hamilton.     Carried  him  the  peti- 
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tion,*  and  we  laid  our  heads  together  to  improve  it.     He  sug- 
gested a  great  improvement.     I  went  to  Halket's  and  wrote 

*  The  following  is  the  petition  addressed  by  Haydon  to  the  Com- 
mons' and  Lords'  Building  Committee,  which  was  presented  by  Lord 
Morpeth : 

"•  The  humble  petition  of  B.  R.  Haydon,  historical  painter,  to  the 
Right  Hon.  the  Chairman  and  Committee  of  the  House  of  Commons' 
and  Lords'  Building  Committee, 

"Shov/eth — 1.  That  it  is  now  nineteen  years  since,  at  the  period 
of  the  purchase  of  the  Elgin  Marbles,  the  committee  appointed  to 
make  that  arrangement  concluded  the  report  upon  the  subject  by  rec- 
ommending to  the  attention  of  the  Legislature  the  great  advantage 
which  had  accrued  to  painting  and  sculpture  in  so  small  a  state  as 
Attica  by  the  patronage  of  the  government. 

"  2.  That,  though  indisputable  talent  has  been  developed  in  paint- 
ing by  very  liberal  though  private  patronage  in  England,  of  those 
branches  which  private  patronage  can  advance,  viz.,  portrait,  peasant- 
life,  landscape,  sea  views,  animal  painting,  and  still  life,  yet  in  his- 
torical painting  enough  has  not  yet  been  done,  either  by  painters  or 
by  the  state,  to  establish  the  character  of  Great  Britain  in  the  opinion 
of  foreign  nations  as  an  historical  school :  this  can  not  be  attributed 
to  any  deficiency  of  genius,  because  great  excellence  has  occasional- 
ly been  shown  in  individual  and  insulated  works,  but  solely  because 
there  was  no  adequate  space  or  existmg  necessity,  it  is  supposed,  to 
justify  the  state  in  affording  that  encouragement  by  which  alone,  in 
foreign  countries,  those  who  attained  eminence  have  been  always 
supported. 

"  3.  That  it  appears  to  your  petitioner  that  the  obligation  to  rebuild 
the  two  Houses  of  Parliament  will  at  last  give  to  the  Legislature  or 
!o  the  government  the  most  favourable  opportunity  of  developing  the 
acknowledged  talent  now  in  England  by  state  employment. 

"4.  That  if  spaces  were  assigned  in  the  old  House  of  Lords  for  de- 
signs in  tapestry  to  commemorate  a  great  national  triumph,  no  just 
reason  can  now  be  given  why  equal  spaces  should  not  be  left  in  the 
new  House  for  the  commemoration  by  painting  of  other  national  tri- 
umphs equally  important. 

"  5.  That  your  petitioner  has  no  personal  object  in  thus  intruding 
himself  on  your  notice,  having  for  thirty  years  of  an  anxious  life  given 
public  evidence  of  being  always  more  animated  by  a  love  for  his 
country's  honour  than  by  any  desire  for  gain  or  emolument ;  but 
there  can  be  no  dereliction  of  principle  in  respectfully  saying  he  is 
ready  at  a  moment's  notice  to  lay  a  series  of  designs  before  your 
Right  Hon.  Committee,  to  illustrate  the  superiority  of  the  British 
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a  fair  copy.  Drove  to  the  House.  The  Building  Committee 
were  sitting.     I  sent  it  in  to  the  chairman,  Lord  Granville 

Constitution  as  a  fit  ornament  for  a  British  senate-house ;  and  he  is 
equally  ready,  if  others  are  considered  more  worthy,  to  contribute  hrs 
support  in  helping  to  execute  their  designs  ;  his  anxious  desire  being 
principally  to  get  the  principle  acknowledged  and  acted  on,  and  to  di- 
rect the  attention  of  the  committee  to  the  value  of  the  great  oppor- 
tunity thus  placed  within  their  reach,  and  to  urge  them  to  consider 
the  vast  benefits  which  may  accrue  to  the  arts  and  the  manufactures 
of  this  country,  if  this  favourable  moment  be  seized  for  the  encourage- 
ment of  historical  painting,  which  has  been  so  long,  so  ardently,  and 
so  helplessly  expected,  during  the  last  century,  by  all  the  greatest 
men  in  the  nation. 

"  6.  That  as  the  House  has,  with  the  greatest  liberality,  spent  a 
vast  sum,  viz.,  £153,000,  in  procuring  the  finest  examples  to  guide 
the  native  artists — as  follows,  viz. 

Townley  marbles £20,000 

Elgin  marbles 35,000 

Phygaleian  marbles 19,000 

Angerstein  pictures 58,000 

A  Titian,  Poussin,  and  Corregio 10,000 

Lord  Londonderry's  Corregios 1 1,000 

£153,000 
surely  something  might  now  be  done  to  reward  those  whose  works 
have  proved  these  examples  were  not  afforded  in  vain. 

"  7.  That  the  memorials  of  former  times,  which  a  few  months  ago 
received  their  last  blow,  and  are  now  lost  forever,  testified  that  even  in 
the  Middle  Ages  the  sovereigns  of  this  country  gave  large  and  liberal 
encouragement  to  historical  painting  ;  for  the  walls  of  St.  Stephen's 
Chapel  and  the  Painted  Chamber  were  evidences  of  the  conviction 
entertained  that  it  was  to  the  interest  and  honour  of  the  state  it 
should  be  fostered  at  that  time. 

"  8.  That  your  petitioner  begs  to  conclude  by  appealing  to  your  Right 
Hon.  Committee  whether  it  will  not  be  subject  of  regret  to  the  future 
historian  if  an  age  so  far  advanced  in  knowledge,  and  so  distinguished 
in  talent,  as  the  present,  should  prove  itself  less  sensible  of  the  great 
value  of  history  painting  than  one  so  remote  and  comparatively  un- 
civilized as  those  of  Henry  HI.,  when  the  two  Houses  of  Parhament 
would  certainly  not  have  been  rebuilt  without  the  embellishment  of 
historical  painting. 

"  And  your  petitioner  will  ever  pray,  B.  R.  Haydon. 

"London,  March  6, 
"4  Burwood  Place,  Conn  aught  Terrace." 
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Somerset,  and  prayed  for  success.  God  grant  it  I  Thou 
knowest  I  have  never  given  in. 

"•1th.  Finished  the  Duke  of  Sutherland's  Napoleon.  Call- 
ad  on  Hamilton,  who  advised  me  to  send  a  copy  of  the  pe- 
tition to  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  which  I  did. 

"  I  am  most  anxious  about  this  matter,  because  it  really  is 
the  climax  of  my  efforts,  to  obtain  which  I  have  stayed  in 
England,  neglected  to  go  to  Italy,  and  devoted  my  whole  life 
to  the  accomplishment  of  this  great  national  object.  If  the 
Committee,  Lords  or  Commons,  if  the  Duke  take  it  up,  it  will 
go  on.  God  only  knows.  The  misery  is,  the  art  is  consider- 
ed but  as  an  embellishment — a  sort  of  gilding — nothing  more. 

"  '^th.  No  answer.  Went  into  the  city  for  money.  Came 
back  disappointed. 

"  Hubbed  in  a  grand  subject — Orestes  hesitating  to  murder 
Clytemnestra — ghost  of  Agamemnon. 

"  Wth.  Advanced  Lord  Grey  musing.  It  will  make  an 
interesting  thing.  Exceedingly  distressed  in  mind  on  money 
wants.     Wrote  to  the  Duke  of  Devonshire." 

Haydon  had  painted  at  this  time  a  small  picture  of  Napo- 
leon at  St.  Helena  for  the  Duke  of  Sutherland.  Just  after 
the  picture  arrived  at  the  Duke's,  who  should  enter  the  room 
where  it  was  placed,  previously  to  being  hung  up,  but  Lu- 
cien  Bonaparte.  The  Duke,  who  was  there  at  the  time, 
told  Haydon  that  he  had  just  time  to  turn  the  picture  to 
the  wall. 

"  I'^th.  Hard  at- work,  and  completed  my  little  picture  of 
a  Statesman  musing  after  a  Day's  Fag. 

"  Cassandra  much  liked.  One  of  the  papers  said  the 
'Veteran  Haydon.'  This  is  the  first  step  toward  the  grave. 
By-and-by,  '  Old  Haydon  ;'  then,  '  Poor  old  Haydon,' 

"  20^/i.  Rubbed  in  Mr.  Cowper  and  Mrs.  Leicester  Stan- 
hope, from  a  tableau  vivant  I  saw  at  her  house,  as  a  Scotch 
girl  and  lover — very  pretty. 

**  2'id.  Saw  Ewart,  and  had  a  long  conversation  previous 
to  the  motion  for  a  committee.  He  is  a  sensible  man,  and 
regulated  my  enthusiasm.  The  difficulties  are  great,  but  he 
will  do  it. 
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"  25th.  My  trials  are  severe,  yet  I  trust  in  God  with  all 
my  heart ;  and  if  I  had  really  begun  a  picture,  all  would  be 
right,  for  mind  in  artists  preys  upon  itself.  Nous  verrons 
deniain  onatin. 

"  28^^.  Took  my  dear  little  Georgy — beautiful  little  creat- 
ure— to  Sir  Charles  Clarke  ;  was  there  all  the  morning. 
Then  called  on  Lord  Grey,  who  was  looking  well.  He  is 
going  to  put  the  Banquet  in  the  dining-room,  which  will  do 
me  good.  Then  came  home  and  made  a  drawing  for  the 
Achilles  ;  appointed  a  model  for  Monday ;  but  so  many  pe- 
cuniary anxieties  will  accrue  next  week,  I  dread  to  think  of 
the  loss  of  time. 

"  0  God  I  what  £50  would  do — float  me  entirely  in,  and 
lay  the  foundation  again  of  triumph. 

"  I  was  obliged  to  take  out  five  heads — dear  Harry's^  col- 
lection of  Napoleons — and  pawn  them  for  £,1  ;  and  now, 
Saturday,  I  am  reduced  to  Xl  155.,  with  a  dear  infant  ill, 
and  bills  to  meet  next  week  to  the  amount  of  X50.  Good 
heavens  I  But  I  despair  not.  Oh  no  I  I  shall  be  relieved. 
Began  Achilles  again,  which  I  wish  I  had  never  left  for 
trifles.  God  bless  me  through  it,  as  He  has  always  blessed 
me  through  all  my  works,  in  spite  of  every  misery. 

"  29^/i..  Drank  wine  with  my  old  friend  Billy, f  the  dear- 
est friend  I  ever  had,  and  went  in  the  evening  to  Lady  Bles- 
sington's.  She  described  Lord  Abercorn's  conduct  at  the  Pri- 
ory. She  said  it  was  the  most  singular  place  on  earth.  The 
moment  any  body  became  celebrated,  they  were  invited.  He 
had  a  great  delight  in  seeing  handsome  women.  Every  body 
handsome  he  made  Lady  Abercorn  invite  ;  and  all  the  guests 
shot,  hunted,  rode,  or  did  what  they  liked,  provided  they  never 
spoke  to  Lord  Abercorn  except  at  table.  If  they  met  him 
they  were  to  take  no  notice. 

"  At  this  time  Thaddeus  of  Warsaw  was  making  a  noise. 
'  'Gad,'  said  Lord  Abercorn,  '  we  must  have  these  Porters. 
Write,  my  dear  Lady  Abercorn.'      She  wrote.     An  answer 

*  His  dead  Boy. 

+  Newton,  his  landlord — a  Phoenix  of  a  man. 
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came  from  Jane  Porter  that  they  could  not  affoi-d  the  ex- 
pense of  travelling.  A  check  was  sent.  They  arrived. 
Lord  Abercorn  peeped  at  them  as  they  came  through  the  hall, 
and  running  by  the  private  stair-case  to  Lady  Abercorn,  ex- 
claimed, '  Witches,  my  lady  I  I  must  be  off,'  and  immediately 
started  post,  and  remained  away  till  they  were  gone. 

"  April  4th.  At  work  at  the  Achilles.  I  omitted  to  sub- 
scribe to  Soane's  tribute.  I  wrote  to  tell  him  I  was  too  poor. 
He  inclosed  me  directly  a  check  for  XlO,  for  which  I  shall 
give  him  a  share.*  He  ought  not  to  have  done  so,  and  I 
ought  not  to  have  accepted  it." 

On  the  8th  of  this  month  the  Peel  and  "Wellington  Cabinet 
resigned. 

"  3Iay  1st.  Hard  at  work,  and  nearly  completed  the  '  We 
are  a  ruined  jSTation.'  Being  obliged  to  put  in  a  couple  of 
portraits  spoils  it ;  but  to  such  hard  uses  does  necessity  drive 
one.  Lord  Grey's  help  to-day  has  secured  me  from  immedi- 
ate ruin,  and,  under  the  blessing  of  Providence,  I  will  get 
through.  On  Monday  I  return  to  Achilles.  There,  there 
only  is  my  energy  fixed. 

"  7th.  I  painted  a  sirloin  yesterday  on  John  Bull's  table  in 
style.     Finished  the  Old  Tory." 

This  refers  to  a  capital  humorous  picture  of  a  lusty  John 
Bull  at  breakfast,  surrounded  with  every  luxury,  and  proclaim- 
ing the  ruin  of  the  country. 

"June  1st.  Anxious  the  whole  day  about  my  dearest 
Georgy.  Sir  Charles  Clarke  came  and  said  she  ought  to  do 
well.  She  looked  like  a  suffering  and  prostrate  lily.  We 
had  her  baptized  in  case  of  the  worst. 

"  5th.  Dearest  Georgy  will  die,  like  the  last  three,  from 
suffusion  of  the  brain — a  dreadful  disease.  As  I  watched  her 
to-night  in  her  convulsions,  her  beautiful  head  had  a  look  of 
power  and  grief  no  one  could  forget.  It's  dreadful  work.  I 
tried  to  sketch  her  dear  head,  but  could  not.  The  look  Avas 
of  another  world,  as  if  she  saw  sights  we  could  not  see,  and 
heard  sounds  unfit  for  our  mortality — sweet  innocent. 

*  In  his  picture  of  Xenophon. 
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"  1th.  My  dearest  Georgy  died  to-day  at  ten  minutes  be- 
fore six. 

"  l^th.  I  have  no  employment.  My  landlord  allows  me 
to  pay  off  my  debt  to  him  by  Achilles,  and  allows  me  £6  5s. 
a  week  for  five  months  to  do  it  in. 

"  nth.  Called  on  Ridley  Colborne  and  had  a  conversation. 
It  is  extraordinary  how  ingenious  men  are  to  find  excuses  for 
the  errors  of  power,  and  hov/  very  ready  they  are  to  join  the 
hue  and  cry  against  unsupported  opposers  of  it. 

"  Ridley  Colborne  put  forth  all  the  most  commonplace  tru- 
isms with  the  gravest  oratorical  assumption  in  answer  to  my 
questions.  At  last  I  said,  '  Will  you  vote  for  the  Committee  ?' 
He  drew  in  and  said,  '  I  make  no  promise.' 

"  The  fact  is,  the  aristocracy  are  determined  to  carry  the 
Academy  through.  The  Academy  is  a  necessary  appendage 
to  the  spring  fashions,  and  people  of  fashion  can  no  more  do 
without  it  than  they  can  do  without  their  valets  or  ladies* 
maids. 

"  22d.  Excessively  distressed.  No  employment  but  my 
landlord's  charity.  The  session  is  passing.  The  Academy 
has  advanced  in  power.  They  will  get  into  the  National 
Gallery,  and  laugh  at  the  country. 

"  2'Sd.  Visited  the  tomb  of  my  dear  children.*  I  hope  I 
shall  be  able  to  leave  something  to  keep  it  in  order. 

"  24:t}i.  Opened  th^  Bible  in  an  agony  of  despairing  thought. 
Hit  at  once  on  the  following  passage  : 

"  '  I  Avill  go  before  thee,  and  make  the  crooked  paths 
straight ;  I  will  break  in  pieces  the  gates  of  brass,  and  cut 
asunder  the  bars  of  iron.' — Isaiah,  chap,  xiv.,  v.  2. 

"  A  passage  like  this  sent  me  through  Macbeth  in  the  mid- 
dle of  want,  when  my  father  left  me. 

"  (Note. — October  30th.  It  sent  me  through  Achilles,  then 
painting,  and  will  support  me  while  I  live.) 

"July  \^th.  I  tried  an  experiment  in  1830.  I  wrote  to 
Sir  Robert  Peel  I  was  in  prison,  and  begged  his  protection 
of  my  family  from  the  brutal  tax-collector.  He  wrote  to  the 
*  In  Paddington  new  church-yard. 
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Treasury  instantly,  and  orders  were  issued  to  the  collector  to 
wait.  As  soon  as  I  returned  to  my  family,  I  kept  my  word 
with  Sir  Robert,  and  paid  up  all  my  arrears. 

"  Now  I  am  in  such  necessity  I  can  not  pay  up  my  ar- 
rears and  register  myself.  I  have  written  Charles  Wood, 
and  told  him  about  Peel,  and  asked  him  to  help  me  with 
£17,  and  I  will  repay  it  £5  at  a  time.  We  shall  see.  This 
will  be  a  fair  specimen,  and  I'll  bet  five  to  one  Wood  refuses. 

"  They  may  say  what  they  like  of  Peel,  he  has  a  good,  a 
tender,  and  a  feeling  heart. 

"  14:th.  Hard  at  work.  Wrote  the  Duke  of  Devonshire, 
Lord  Morpeth,  and  Hume  for  help  to  pay  my  taxes.  Not  a 
sixpence  from  either,  I'll  bet. 

"  15th.  Lord  Morpeth  helped  me." 

At  this  time,  to  Haydon's  great  triumph,  Mr.  Ewart  ob- 
tained his  Select  Committee  "  to  inquire  into  the  best  means 
of  extending  a  knowledge  of  the  arts  and  principles  of  design 
among  the  people  (especially  among  the  manufacturing  pop- 
ulation) of  the  country,  and  also  to  inquire  into  the  constitu- 
tion of  the  Eoyal  Academy,  and  the  effects  produced  by  it." 
Haydon's  unceasing  efforts  had  no  little  share  in  producing 
this  result,  and  the  triumph  he  expresses  about  it  is  natural. 
To  aid  the  promoters  of  the  inquiry,  he  wrote  letters  to  the 
newspapers,  and  determined  on  giving  lectures  at  the  Lon- 
don Mechanics'  Institute,  under  the  auspices  of  Dr.  Birkbeck. 

"  18th.  Hard  at  work,  and  finished  another  httle  picture 
of  We  are  a  ruined  Nation. 

"  26th.  I  lecture  at  the  Mechanics'  Institute.  It  is  quite 
an  experiment.  God  support  me.  I  hope  I  shall  get  through. 
As  to  matter  I  am  quite  sure  ;  but  self-possession  in  face  of 
a  multitude  is  different  from  self-possession  in  a  study. 

"  22d.  Finished  Achilles,  thanks  to  God  I  Began  it  April 
1st.  Painted  three  weeks  on  other  things.  Two  weeks 
idling,  i.  e.,  not  painting,  but  not  idleness  of  mind. 

"  At  half  past  nine  my  dearest  Mary  presented  me  with  a 
boy.     Shall  I  call  the  dog  B.  R.  Haydon  ? 

"  26th.  Began  Christ  raising  the  Widow's  Son.     God  bless 
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my  commencement,  progression,  and  concluding,  and  the 
same  protection  and  courage  to  conquer  difficulties  as  He 
has  ever  granted,  and  render  this  picture  as  well  as  Achilles 
beneficial  to  my  dear  landlord,  Newton,  for  whom,  and  to 
pay  off' whom,  they  are  painted.     Amen  with  all  my  soul. 

"  29th.  Such  was  my  necessity  last  Saturday,  I'was  obliged 
to  take  down  all  my  drawings  in  the  parlour  while  Mary  was 
actually  in  labour-pains,  and  raise  money.  But  I  shall  carry 
my  great  object,  and,  glorious  creature,  she  will  suffer  any 
thing  rather  than  that  I  should  fail. 

"  Made  another  sketch  of  another  conception,  and  a  much 
finer  one.  I  painted  it  in  one  continual  agony.  I  was  threat- 
ened with  an  execution,  and  expected  at  every  knock  to  see 
the  man  enter.  Heart-breaking  apprehensions  seized  me  at 
intervals  of  thought,  but  I  got  through,  something  constantly 
saying,  '  Work  away,  and  trust  in  God.'  I  did  so,  and  suc- 
ceeded, n 

"  Sept.  8th.  Worked  hard,  and  brought  on  my  picture  to 
a  resting-point.  This  evening,  at  last,  I  lectured^  at  the 
Mechanics'  Institute.  After  all  my  humiliations,  it  was  at 
first  a  rather  nervous  affair.  The  audience  paid  me  keen  and 
intense  attention,  and  ultimately  were  enthusiastic.  One 
man  said  my  delivery  was  perfect ;  another,  who  was  deaf, 
said  my  delivery  was  the  only  thing  wanting.  Dr.  Birkbeck 
said,  as  we  went  out,  '  You  have  got  'em  ;  it  is  a  hit ;'  and  I 
think  it  was.  1  laid  down  principles  which  must  reform  En- 
glish art,  and  I  had  an  audience  who  gloriously  comprehended 
them. 

"  26th.  The  agony  of  my  necessities  is  really  dreadful.  For 
this  year  I  have  principally  supported  myself  by  the  help  of 
my  landlord,  and  by  pawning  every  thing  of  any  value  I  have 
left,  until  at  last  it  is  come  to  my  clothes,  a  thing  in  all  my 
wants  I  never  did  before.  I  literally  to-day  sent  out  my  din- 
ner suit,  which  cost  XlO,  and  got  £2  15s.  on  it  for  to-night's 
necessities.  Oh,  it  is  dreadful  beyond  expression  I  I  could 
not  go  to  dearest  Mary  and  ask  her  for  her  little  jewelries  ; 
*This  was  the  first  of  the  pubhshed  lectures. 
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but  I  am  now,  if  invited  to  dinner,  without  a  dress  to  dine 


m. 


"  I  finished  the  feet  of  the  widow's  son  capitally,  and  if  I 
can  complete  the  hand  left,  I  shall  have  done  the  picture  ; 
but  those  wants  press  hard  indeed.  '  Great  is  the  gloiy,  for 
the  strife  is  hard.' 

"  Painted  all  day,  but  in  great  anxiety. 

•'  28^/i.  Lay  awake  in  misery.  Threatened  on  all  sides. 
Feared  the  dreadful  effect  on  my  dear  Mary.  Doubtful 
whether  to  apply  to  the  Insolvent  Court  to  protect  me,  or  let 
ruin  come.  Wrote  to  Lord  Spencer  and  Mr.  Harman  in  a 
state  not  to  be  understood.  Improved  the  picture,  and  not 
having  a  shilling,  sent  a  pair  of  my  spectacles,  and  got  5s.  for 
the  day. 

"  29th.  Sent  the  tea-urn  off  the  table,  and  got  10s.  for  the 
day.     Shall  call  my  creditors  together.     In  God  I  trust. 

"  30th.  My  worthy  landlord  called,  and  I  told  him  my 
horrid  condition.  He  behaved  M^ell,  but  was  hurt  I  had  not 
told  him  before.  Painted  after  he  was  gone,  but  in  a  har- 
assed state  not  to  be  described.  To-morrow  is  the  meeting  : 
God  enlighten  them  I  I  go  to  sleep  something  like  a  culprit 
in  Newgate,  who  expects  to  be  awakened  by  the  execution 
bell.  God  protect  us  I  Let  me  get  out  of  debt  this  time, 
and  if  ever  I  get  in  again,  punish  me. 

"  October  1st.  Harass,  threats,  harass.  Worked  hard  and 
finished  the  drapery. 

"  2d.  Harassed.  Awoke  at  two  with  heated  consciousness 
of  approaching  ruin.  Listened  if  dear  Mary  was  ill ;  all  dead, 
silent.  The  children  expect  something,  and  are  nervous.  The 
servants  lag.  What  an  instinct  there  is  in  a  house.  The  cred- 
itors met  last  night.  Some  got  up  in  the  midst  of  examining 
my  statements  to  look  at  my  picture  of  the  Widow's  Son.  A 
little,  fat,  worthy  fellow  said,  'Just  returned  to  hfe  ;  yes,  in- 
deed, beautiful  !'     All  that  came  granted  me  time. 

"  3d.  Out  all  day  to  see  creditors.  One  at  Margate,  one 
in  Devonshire,  and  so  forth.  Came  home  tired  and  irritable. 
By  way  of  a  comfort,  served  with  a  writ  in  the  evening  by  a. 
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fellow  (who  would  not  come  to  the  meeting)  for  books.    Hail 
Sunday — the  solace  of  the  dray-horse  and  the  debtor.     Hail  I 

'*  5th.  Out  with  my  dear  landlord,  and  quieted  two  im- 
portant creditors.  As  a  proof  of  this  man's  innate  goodness 
of  heart,  he  said,  as  we  went  along,  '  I  hope  I  shall  get  you 
through.'  Came  home  and  looked  at  my  picture  in  sorrow. 
iS'othing  Saturday  or  Monday. 

"  ^tli.  Worked  hard,  and  finished  the  Widow's  Son.    • 

"  1th.  Out,  and  got  another  creditor  to  sign  till  June, 
1836.  Came  home  exceedingly  tired,  and  fell  asleep  from 
sheer  want  of  repose,  as  if  my  brain  was  in  a  stupor. 

"  Qth.  Out  uselessly — fatigued  to  death.  Looked  at  my 
picture. 

"  ^th.  Worked  dehciously,  as  I  was  resolved  to  paint,  let 
what  would  happen.     This  ruined  me  in  1823. 

"  Painted  the  mother's  head. 

"  10^/^.  My  wedding-day.  Worked  hard,  and  finished  the 
mother.  This  week  ended  so  far  well ;  nearly  all  my  cred- 
itors have  agreed  to  my  terms,  but  still  there  are  some  who 
harass.  Last  Saturday  I  did  not  expect  to  get  through  this 
week  ;  but  I  trusted,  and  have  done  it. 

"  \'3>th.  Hard  at  work,  and  put  in  a  beautiful  head  of  dear- 
est Mary. 

"  Called  on  Lord  Melbourne,  and  had  an  hour's  interview. 
'  Is  there  any  prospect,  my  Lord,  of  the  House  of  Lords  being 
ornamented  by  painting  ?'  '  No,'  he  thundered  out,  and  be- 
gan to  laugh.  'What  is  the  use  of  painting  a  room  of  de- 
liberation ?'  'Ah,'  said  I,  '  if  I  had  been  your  tutor  at  col- 
lege, you  M^ould  not  have  said  that.'  He  rubbed  his  hands 
again,  looking  the  picture  of  mischief,  and  laughed  heartily. 
I  then  said,  '  Let  me  honour  your  reign.'  He  swaggered 
about  the  room  in  his  gray  dressing-gown — his  ministerial 
boxes  on  the  table — his  neck  bare — and  a  fine  antique  one  it 
was — looking  the  picture  of  handsome,  good-natured  mischief. 
*  Suppose,'  said  he,  '  we  employ  Calcott.'  '  Calcott,  my  Lord  ; 
a  landscape  painter  I'  said  I.  '  Come,  my  Lord,  this  is  too 
bad.'     He  then  sat  down,  opened  his  boxes,  and  began  to 
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write.  I  sat  dead  quiet,  and  waited  till  his  majesty  spoke. 
'What  would  you  choose  V  '  Maintain  me  for  the  time,  and 
settle  a  small  pension  to  keep  me  from  the  workhouse.'  He 
looked  up  with  real  feeling.  '  Let  me,'  said  I,  '  in  a  week 
bring  you  one  side  as  I  would  do  it.'  He  consented,  and  we 
parted  most  amicably.     God  knows  what  will  come  of  it. 

"  I6th.  Worked  very  hard,  and  delightfully.  Made  a 
sketth  of  one  side  of  the  House  of  Lords,  as  I  propose  to  adorn 
it — with  a  series  of  subjects  to  illustrate  the  principle  of  the 
best  government  to  regulate  without  cramping  the  liberty  of 
man. 

Anarchy Banditti. 

Democracy Banishment  of  Aristides. 

Despotism Burning  of  Rome, 

Revolution La  derniere  charette. 

Moral  Right Establishment  of  Jury. 

Limited  Monarchy Kiiig.  Lords,  and  Commons. 

"  God  grant  this  victory  at  last. 

"  20th.  Out  again — was  so  miserable  at  not  being  able  to 
paint,  I  came  home  and  set  to  work,  come  what  would,  and 
left  my  dear  landlord  to  attend  to  it. 

"  2\st.  Worked  hard  and  delightfully  at  Christ's  head. 
God  only  knows  if  successfully.  What  a  condition  mine  is. 
No  prints — no  books — all  gone  as  security  for  loans  to  support 
my  family.  Yet  '  Go  on'  I  ever  hear,  as  I  have  ever  heard 
for  thirty  years.  God  bless  me  with  health  and  vigour  of 
mind  to  my  last  gasp. 

"  2Sth.  On  Sunday  I  sent  down  by  Lord  Melbourne's  de- 
sire the  sketch  of  one  side  of  the  House  of  Lords,  containing 
pictures  to  illustrate  the  best  government  for  man.  He  saw 
it,  and  seemed  more  nettled  than  pleased  I  had  proved  its 
feasibility.  He  objected  to  the  picture  of  Revolution  being 
taken  from  the  French.  He  said  the  French  government 
would  think  it  an  insult  ;  and  said  the  subjects  ought  all  to 
refer  to  the  House  of  Lords  and  English  history.  I  replied  it 
should  be  an  abstract  idea,  illustrated  from  the  history  of  the 
world.     After  musing  some  time,  he  said,  '  It  certainly  does 
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express  what  you  mean,  but  I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with 
it.'  He  then  went  on  bantering  me,  and  I  replying  in  the 
same  strain — it  was  an  amusing  duel. 

"  30th.  God  protect  us — Amen.  Sold  some  prints,  which 
relieved  our  actual  wants,  and  nearly  finished  the  figure, 
though  being  so  dark  it  may  want  supervision.  I  think  I  may 
say  I  am  beginning  to  reap  at  last,  in  execution,  those  de- 
lights I  looked  forward  to  when  dissecting. 

"  God  in  heaven  grant  me  twenty  years  more  of  meridian 
powers." 

At  this  time.  Lord  Brougham's  Discourse  of  Natural  The- 
ology appearing,  engrossed  Haydon,  and,  as  is  usually  the 
case,  when  any  book  deeply  interested  him,  he  has  filled  many 
pages  of  his  Journal  with  arguments  and  reflections  suggested 
by  it,  at  the  end  of  which  he  acknowledges  he  should  have 
been  painting  instead  of  writing  them. 

"  Nov.  4:th.  Lord  Brougham's  book  threw  my  mind  entirely 
off  its  balance  for  painting,  and  I  have  not  touched  my  brush 
till  to-day,  and  then  very  feebly.  Such  speculations  always 
act  thus  on  me. 

"  6th.  Up  to  this  moment  I  have  not  actually  painted. 
Why  ?  Harass,  anxiety,  want  of  money,  loss  of  time  in  be- 
ing obliged  to  trudge  about  and  sell  my  own  prints,  at  fifty 
years  old  nearly,  and  after  thirty-one  years'  intense  devotion 
to  the  art.     It  is  hard  ;  but  God's  will  be  done. 

"  Dec.  5th.  Hard  at  work,  and  advanced  well.  An  Aca- 
demician said  the  sun  of  art  had  set  in  this  country.  The 
silly  creature — it  has  never  risen.  The  first  streak  of  the 
dawn  has  but  just  appeared.  The  morning  star  is  still  glit- 
tering. The  comets  Reynolds,  Hogarth,  Wilson,  Gainsbor- 
ough, were  blazing  but  irregular  lights.  We  have  never  had 
the  steady  effulgence  of  the  sun. 

"  31st.  The  last  day  of  1835.  Another  last  day.  On  re- 
viewing the  year,  though  I  have  suffered  bitter  anxieties,  I 
have  cause  for  the  deepest  gratitude  to  my  great  Creator  in 
raising  me  up  such  a  friend  as  my  dear  landlord,  who  has 
helped  me  when  the  nobility  forsook  me,  as  usual,  and  em- 


210  MEMOIRS    OF    B.    R.   HAYDON.  [1835. 

ploj'ed  me  to  paint  the  Widow's  Son  and  Achilles,  paying  me 
five  guineas  weekly,  to  the  amount  of  100  guineas,  and  then 
striking  ofi^400  guineas  for  each  from  the  gross  debt.  Dur- 
ing the  whole  of  that  time  I  have  not  had  a  single  inquiry 
as  to  what  I  was  doing,  or  if  I  wanted  any  thing  to  do, 
though  they  all  know  my  necessities,  my  large  family,  and 
my  misfortunes. 

"  I  close  this  year,  1835,  apprehending  an  execution  ;  but 
I  despair  not.  A  star  is  always  shining  in  my  brain,  which 
has  ever  led  me  on,  and  ever  will. 

"  Though  the  Melbourne  ministry,  in  imitation  of  their 
head,  have  no  feeling  for  art,  a  feeling  is  dawning  among 
the  mechanics  and  the  middle  classes.  Day  has  broke,  how- 
ever far  ofi  may  be  the  meridian  sunshine." 

Through  all  the  sore  struggle  of  this  year  Haydon  had 
seen  more  of  fashionable  society  than  at  any  period  since  that 
of  his  early  successes,  I  find  constant  mention  of  dinners, 
and  routs,  and  charade  parties,  ^nteved pele  niele  with  notes 
of  invitation  to  such  gay  and  pleasant  parties  are  urgent  ap- 
peals for  commissions  to  great  patrons,  lawyers'  letters,  many 
notes  refusing  assistance,  not  a  few  giving  it.  No  w^onder 
that  the  constant  battling  with  necessity  had  already  begun 
to  tell  as  well  on  Haydon's  mode  of  working  as  on  his  pow- 
ers. He  was  now  painting  pictures  for  bread — repeating 
himself — dispatching  a  work  in  a  few  days  that  in  better 
timies  he  would  have  spent  months  over — ready  to  paint  small 
things,  as  great  ones  would  not  sell — fighting  misery  at  the 
point  of  his  brush,  and  with  all  his  efibrts  obliged  to  eke  out 
a  livelihood  by  begging  and  borrowing,  in  default  of  worse 
expedients,  such  as  bills  and  cognovits.  In  short,  the  net  of 
embarrassment  was  now  drawn  closely  about  him,  never 
more  to  be  struggled  clear  of  while  he  lived.  A  less  elastic 
temperament  and  a  less  vigorous  constitution  would  have 
broken  down  in  one  year  of  such  a  fight.  Haydon  kept  it 
up  for  ten.  One  justice  must  be  done  him  ;  if  he  pleaded 
hard  for  himself  in  his  necessities,  he  pleaded  as  passionate- 
ly for  art. 
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^^  Januarij  \st.  Prayed  God  to  bless  us  through  the  year, 
and  went  into  the  city  to  beg  mercy  from  a  lawyer  till  Mon- 
day, though  I  have  no  more  chance  of  paying  then  than  now. 
To-day  I  had  another  sum  due.  I  must  beg  money  to-mor- 
row for  that.  I  came  home  to  attend  to  my  sick  children, 
relying  on  the  lawyer's  honour.  So  has  passed  the  first  day 
of  1836. 

"  2d.  Harass,  harass,  harass.      Fred  ill. 

"  K>th.  Dashed  in  Adoration  of  Magi. 

"  1th.  Not  fairly  begun  yet.  The  canvass  came  home  to- 
day.     God  bless  it,  and  what  I  put  on  it. 

"  ^tli.  Rubbed  in  the  Magi .  God  bless  me  through  it. 
Sketched  from  naked  model  the  figures  for  the  picture. 

"  9^/t.  Completed  the  rubbing-in  of  the  picture,  and  made 
two  sketches  of  lion  and  man,  and  had  a  kind  letter  from  the 
Duke  of  Bedford,  with  £5 — a  real  blessing.  I  took  my  dress 
coat  out  of  pawn  with  it  to  lecture  at  the  Mechanics'  Insti- 
tution. 

"  \^th.  My  house  in  great  anxiety,  from  so  much  sickness. 
I  hope  the  dear  baby  will  not  sufl'er.  Marriage  entails  great 
interruptions,  but  I  think  it  prevents  a  man's  mind  eating  him 
up,  which  is  the  case  in  too  much  solitude. 

"  Wth.  '  Italy  is  the  place  for  a  painter,'  said  my  friend. 
I  say  '  No.'  In  Italy  every  thing  has  been  done.  England 
is  the  place  for  enterprise,  where  every  thing  is  to  be  done. 

"  X'^th.  Read  my  second  lecture  at  the  Mechanics'  Insti- 
tution on  the  bones,  with  great  applause,  and  introduced  the 
naked  figure. 

"  I  told  them  all  if  they  did  not  get  rid  of  every  feeling  of 
indelicacy  in  seeing  the  naked  form,  and  did  not  relish  its  ab- 
stract beauty,  taste  for  grand  art  would  never  be  rooted  among 
them.  This  was  received  with  applause,  and  I  broke  the  ice 
forever.  I  always  said  the  middle  classes  were  sound,  and  I 
am  sure  of  it.  I  was  obliged  to  take  my  black  coat  out  of 
pawn  to  lecture  in  ;   and  this  morning,  when  all  my  friends 
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are  congratulating  me,  in  walks  an  execution  for  £50.  I 
wrote  to  Lord  Melbourne,  Peel,  and  Duke  of  Bedford.  Lord 
Melbourne  sent  me  directly  a  check  for  £70.  This  was  kind- 
hearted.  He  told  me  I  must  not  think  him  hard,  but  decided- 
ly he  could  not  repeat  it.  I  concluded  my  grateful  reply  by 
telling  him  that  I  should  think  nothing  hard  but  his  building 
the  House  of  Lords  without  pictures — at  which  he  laughed 
heartily,  I  will  be  bound. 

"  24:th.  What  a  grand  style  the  artists  had  got  into  their 
heads  the  last  century. 

Nothing  natural  was  the grand  style. 

Bad  colour grand  style. 

No  light  and  shadow grand  style. 

Clothing  a  king  and  beggar  alike grand  style. 

Dislocated  knees,  hip,  wrists,  and  neck  grandest  style. 

•'  25th.  My  birth-day — fifty  years  old.  Settled  the  subject 
for  Newton,  Samson  and  Delilah.  God  bless  me  through  it  I 
Amen. 

"  26th.  Another  execution  for  £22.  Wrote  Lord  Lands- 
downe.  No  answer  yet.  I  shall  stand  it  out  ;  but  the  ex- 
penses are  horrible.  This  is  always  the  way  after  any  pub- 
licity. 

"  30^/^-.  Rubbed  in  Cassandra.  (Released  from  execution, 
after  a  week's  agony.) 

"  31st.  Passed  the  day  in  divine  peace  after  the  torments 
of  the  week.  Read  prayers  to  the  children,  and  wrote  my 
fourth  lecture.  How  will  the  academic  authorities  of  art  in 
Europe  stare  to  hear  these  rebellious  doctrines  promulgated 
by  a  simple  Englishman  in  a  Mechanics'  Institute,  No.  37 
Southampton  Buildings,  Holborn.  Why,  the  cocked  hats  of 
all  the  presidents  will  rise  up  like  Mohamraied's  coffin,  and 
be  suspended  in  horror  between  earth  and  heaven,  uncertain 
which  to  fly  to  for  refuge  and  protection. 

"  Hail  immortal  cocked  hats  I — the  last  of  an  illustrious 
race — hail  I  but  carry  with  you  this  consolation  in  adversity 
— nothing  human  is  stable.     Babylon,  in  all  her  glory,  fell. 
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"Why  should  cocked  hats  escape  the  sentence  of  all  things  hu- 
man ? 

''February  od — 10^^^.  Being  a  little  clear,  I  began  to  glaze 
the  Widow's  Son,  drying  oil  and  mastic,  half  and  half 

"  \&th.  The  R.  A.'s  complain  I  do  not  go  on  in  *  a  quiet, 
gentlemanly  way.'  Exactly  so.  When  I  got  into  a  prison, 
nothing  would  have  pleased  them  more  than  if  I  had  died  in 
'  a  quiet,  gentlemanly  way.' 

"  l^th.  Glazed  and  completed,  but  I  can  look  back  with 
little  satisfaction  on  the  passing  of  the  last  two  months.  So 
much  harass,  and  thinking  for  lectures,  though  they  were  tri- 
umphantly received.  So  much  necessity  and  pecuniary  want 
are  sad  occupiers  of  time.  However,  I  trust  in  God,  as  I  have 
ever  done,  and  hope  humbly  he  will  have  the  mercy  to  permit 
my  two  last  pictures  to  be  sold  for  my  sake,  and  for  the  en- 
couragement of  my  worthy  landlord,  to  go  on  helping  me  to 
finish  other  works. 

"  Called  at  the  Duke's  to  see  Cassandra  ;  was  not  pleased. 
Her  head  is  too  small,  and  that  is  the  fault  of  all  the  heads  ; 
and  the  foreground  kneeling  man  is  too  large.  One  gets  flat- 
tered so  in  one's  own  painting-room,  and  thinks  so  highly  of 
one's  immediate  efforts — I  was  abashed  at  seeing  so  many 
faults.     They  shall  not  occur  again. 

"  2^th.  I  dined  with  Lord  Audley  last  night. *"  He  gave 
me  two  handsome  commissions.  I  trust  in  God  they  will 
turn  out  satisfactorily,  and  that  He  will  bless  their  commence- 
ment, progression,  and  conclusion. 

"  March  2d.  Hard  at  work.  Lord  Audley  has  given  me 
a  handsome  commission — the  Black  Prince  thanking  Lord 
James  Audley  for  his  valour  after  the  battle  of  Poictiers. 
This  subject  will  bring  me  into  English  history,  which  I  have 
long  wished  for. 

"  4,th.  In  the  city,  for  what  the  city  is  only  fit  for — cash — 
and  disappointed. 

"  5th.   In  the  city  for  cash,  and,  the  best  of  the  joke  is,  got 
it.     Lord  Audley  called  and  sat  while  I  finished  his  second 
*  Lord  Audley  was  undoubtedly  at  this  time  insane. 
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son.  Settled  the  size  and  every  thing.  All  now  afloat, 
thanks  to  God  I  What  I  have  gone  through  these  pages  test- 
ify I  Let  any  man  of  feeling  reflect  that  on  the  loss  of  a 
beautiful  infant  we  were  obliged  to  pawn  our  winter  things 
to  bury  her — that  when  my  dear  Mary  was  screaming  in  la- 
bour, I  rushed  into  my  parlour,  took  down  the  drawings  of 
my  children,  and  raised  £2  on  them,  after  my  landlord  had 
advanced  me  £3 — that  on  the  night  of  my  most  brilliant 
success,  I  took  my  coat  out  of  pawn,  and  had  the  torture  of 
being  obliged  to  return  it  the  next  day,  with  the  thunder  of 
public  applause  ringing  in  my  ears. 

"  Lord  Audley  seems  quite  aware  of  all,  and  says  he  hopes 
his  example  will  be  followed  by  the  nobility  in  recording  the 
deeds  of  their  ancestors. 

"  7th.  Lord  Audley  dined  with  us,  an  old  George  IV. 's 
man — the  lineal  descendant  of  the  Lord  James  Audley  who 
fought  at  Poictiers.  He  told  us  all  about  his  poverty,  of  Lord 
Grey's  getting  him  .£300  from  the  King's  privy  purse,  and 
his  losing  it  in  a  coffee-house  ;  of  his  going  to  Lord  Dudley 
at  twelve  at  night,  and  stating  his  misfortunes,  and  that  Lord 
Dudley  went  into  the  next  room,  and  wrote  a  check  for  £1500 
for  him. 

'*He  said  George  IV.,  one  day  when  he  dined  with  the 
King  in  company  with  Sir  E.  Home,  said,  '  Audley,  I  must 
kiss  your  forehead,'  and  did  so  in  honour  of  Poictiers. 

"  He  drank  freely  and  fell  asleep.  I  could  not  help  being 
deeply  interested  at  seeing  the  descendant  of  Lord  James 
Audley  dozing  by  my  fireside. 

"  He  said,  since  he  gave  me  that  commission,  he  had  been 
advised  not  to  do  so,  for  fear  his  picture  should  be  seized. 
He  told  us  *  he  despised  the  scoundrel.' 

"  Lord  Audley  said,  '  Money  is  at  your  command.'  He 
talked  of  making  my  daughter  presents,  but  this  I  shall  not 
allow,  and  if  he  does  any  thing  out  of  the  way  in  point  of  lib- 
erality for  me,  I  will  write  to  his  eldest  son,  for  I  do  think  he  is 
eccentric.  He  made  me  tell  him  how  much  I  owed,  and  said, 
'  Would  you  not  like  to  be  cleared  ?'     But  it  is  a  large  sum. 
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"  He  praised  my  daughter  (who  is  beautiful),  and  said, 
'  If  Bill  likes  her,  and  she  will  marry  him,  I  will  give  him 
£50,000.*  He  told  stories  capitally  well,  and  laughed  heart- 
ily, and  then  stopped,  and  laughed,  and  looked  serious.  His 
manners  were  peculiar,  and  made  me  melancholy.  What 
seemed  to  dwell  on  his  mind  was  his  former  poverty.  He 
told  me  our  meeting  was  providential,  and  that  I  should  nev- 
er want.  He  got  excessively  tipsy  with  little  wine.  1  went 
for  a  coach  and  sent  him  to  the  New  Hummums.  I  feared, 
after,  I  ought  to  have  seen  him  home, 

"  Poor  Lord  Audley,  he  means  to  do  us  a  service  if  not  per- 
suaded out  of  it. 

"  He  was  very  witty,  and  concluded  always  his  stories  of 
the  nobility  assisting  him  by  saying,  '  You  know  I  always 
brought  in  Poictiers.' 

"  10th.  Lord  Audley  called  ;  was  highly  pleased,  and  left 
me  £85.  He  talked  no  more  of  Bill  and  £50,000.  He 
saw  my  little  dear,  who  said,  '  Lord  Audley  is  different  to- 
day.' I  did  not  tell  her  ;  but  the  fact  was,  he  was  sobe?' — all 
the  difference. 

"  11th.  Spent  the  day  at  the  Museum,  and  read  Hollin- 
shed,  Stowe,  and  Froissart.  Stowe's  is  the  best  account. 
Looked  into  Stothard's  beautiful  Monumental  Effigies,  and 
into  Meyrick. 

"  19th.  The  private  day  at  Suffolk  Street.  Sir  Kobert 
Peel  was  there  in  the  morning  and  admired  the  Achilles. 
He  went  to  the  Falstaff,  and  said  to  a  member,  '  I  don't  know 
if  this  is  not  his  forte.'  Now  this  was  very  mischievous. 
It  is  not  more  my  forte  than  Napoleon,  or  the  head  of  Laz- 
arus. 

"  20th.  Read  late  last  night  in  Stowe's  Chronicles  and 
hurt  my  eyes.  Sent  the  children  to  church,  and  read  prayers 
to  myself  with  the  greatest  delight.  There  is  nothing  like 
piety. 

"  Sir  Joshua  said  no  man  would  be  a  great  painter  who 
looked  to  Sunday  as  a  relief     I  say  he  will  never  be  a  great 
*  My  simplicity  in  believing  the  vagabond  I — B.  R    H.  1845 
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painter,  the  development  of  whose  powers  will  be  injured  by 
one  day  in  seven  devoted  to  religion. 

"  Rubens  arose  at  four,  prayed,  and  entered  his  painting- 
roonfi.  Here  was  the  most  daring  spirit  in  the  art — a  man 
who  had  only  to  use  his  brush  as  authors  use  their  pens,  and 
do  little  else  but  write  his  conceptions  on  canvass — not  ven- 
turing to  begin  for  the  day  till  he  had  prayed  for  a  blessing 
on  his  efforts. 

"  I  always  used  to  remark  that  the  idlest  students  worked 
hardest  on  a  Sunday.  Call  on  them  in  the  week,  they  were 
never  at  their  studies  ;  call  on  a  Sunday,  and  you  were  sure 
to  find  them  buried  in  all  the  grubbiness  of  dressing-gown 
and  dirty  slippers. 

"  21st.  Hard  at  work  and  advanced  rapidly.  Pictures  that 
used  to  take  me  years  I  do  now  in  months.  Those  which 
noiv  take  me  months,  I  hope  soon  will  only  take  me  days. 

"  oOth.  Lectured  at  the  Mechanics'  on  Composition  ;  tried 
them  on  the  Academy,  and  succeeded.  The  Committee 
were  in  a  funk. 

"  In  the  Committee  afterward  they  said,  '  l^our  enthusiasm 
carried  them  on,  or  they  would  not  have  borne  it.'  No,  it 
was  their  understandings  carried  them  on.  They  have  an 
instinct  against  oppression.     They  know  I  am  the  victim. 

''AjJril  6th.  Lectured  at  the  Mechanics'  with  great  ap- 
plause. Hamilton  ('  ce  cher  William  Hamilton,'  as  Canova 
called  him)  went,  and  seemed  highly  gratified.  He  took  his 
son,  Captain  Hamilton,  a  fine,  sailor-like,  manly  fellow. 
They  seemed  astonished  at  my  hearty  reception  from  the  au- 
dience. They  are  of  a  different  race  to  the  audiences  at  the 
E-oyal  Institution. 

"  12th.  In  the  city,  and  succeeded.  Curse  the  crowded, 
stinking,  smoky,  golden  city,  with  its  iron,  money-getting, 
beastly,  under-bred  snobs  I 

"May  3d.   Finished  my  lecture. 

"  Ath.  Delivered  it,  and  concluded  the  series  trmmphant- 
ly.  Frank  and  dear  Mary  were  there,  and  when  she  came 
in  with  her  beautiful  face,  they  gave  her  a  round  of  applause. 
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Ah,  would  my  dear  Harry  had  been  present.      How  his  mag- 
nificent young  soul  would  have  expanded  I" 

The  picture  of  Xenophon  was  raffled  for  on  the  9th  of  this 
month,  and  won  by  the  Duke  of  Bedford.  The  amount  of 
subscriptions  was  .£840,  and  the  noble  winner  presented  the 
picture  to  the  Russell  Institution,  Great  Coram  Street,  Rus- 
sell Square,  where  it  now  hangs.  There  is  great  vigour  in 
the  work  throughout,  and  parts  of  it,  such  as  the  head  of  the 
horse  in  the  centre,  the  back  of  the  rider  who  is  carrying  his 
wife,  the  wounded  soldier,  and  the  female  figure,  are  admi- 
rable. But  it  represents  rather  an  episode  in  the  march  up 
Mount  Theches  than  the  discovery  of  the  sea  from  its  sum- 
mit ;  and  the  distribution  of  the  picture  is  not  pleasing  ;  the 
foreground  figures  look  too  large,  owing  to  the  want  of  a 
group  in  the  middle  distance  to  connect  them  with  Xeno- 
phon and  his  soldiers  on  the  hill-top  in  the  background. 

On  the  16th  of  the  same  month  death  took  Haydon's 
youngest  child,  Newton.  Passionately  attached  to  his  chil- 
dren as  Haydon  was,  this  blow  fell  heavily,  and  left  him  for 
many  days  in  a  melancholy  apathy.  "  That  dear,  innocent, 
quiet  angel  of  a  baby  haunts  my  imagination,"  he  writes  on 
the  25th.  And  it  should  not  be  forgotten  that  the  sorrow 
came  at  a  time  of  grievous  straits,  when  every  thing  on  which 
money  could  be  raised  was  often  pawned  for  necessaries.  The 
success  of  the  lectures,  it  is  true,  was  some  set-ofi^  against 
want  and  family  griefs.  Haydon  was  a  most  eflfective  lec- 
turer. His  confident,  energetic,  and  earnest  manner  carried 
his  audience  cheerfully  along  with  him.  His  delivery  was 
distinct  and  animated,  and  his  style  better  adapted  for  hear- 
ing than  reading.  The  two  published  A'^olumes  of  lectures 
will  be  found  to  contain  much  the  germ  of  which  is  to  be 
found  in  the  Autobiography  and  Journals,  and  their  publica- 
tion renders  unnecessary  more  detailed  notice  of  the  lectures 
themselves  in  this  book. 

The  lecturer's  power  of  rapid  and  vigorous  drawing  also 
stood  him  in  good  stead,  and  the  masterly  effect  with  which 
he  dashed  down  on  his  black-board  a  figure  or  a  limb,  or  il- 

Vol..  n.—K 
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lustrated  the  leverage  of  a  bone,  or  the  action  and  mechanics 
of  a  muscle,  always  commanded  interest  and  applause.  Then 
he  was  never  afraid  of  his  audience  ;  he  ruled  them,  sternly 
enough  sometimes,  and  never  shrunk  from  a  reprimand  when 
he  thought  they  deserved  it.  A  friend  who  attended  his  lec- 
tures at  Liverpool  has  described  to  me  how  once,  when  he 
had  got  up  two  wrestlers  on  the  platform  to  demonstrate  the 
laws  of  muscular  action  in  the  living  subject,  the  audience 
having  laughed  at  some  contortion  of  the  pair,  Haydon,  fierce- 
ly addressing  the  laughers  as  "  you  fools,"  checked  the  merri- 
ment, and  ordered  his  hearers  to  observe  and  admire,  with 
more  respect  for  God  Almighty's  handiwork. 

Lecturing,  which  Haydon  had  now  fairly  begun,  became 
before  long  one  of  his  main  resources,  and  it  must  be  added 
to  the  other  means  he  took  of  inculcating  his  views  of  art  and 
its  relations  to  government  and  education. 

"  Ju7ie  2\st.  Out  on  business.  Came  home.  Dashed  in  the 
composition  of  the  Heroine  of  Saragossa.  Did  little  to  Poictiers. 
I  have  had  a  great  deal  of  money  ;  have  paid  a  great  deal 
away  ;  have  none  left,  and  am  harassed  out  of  my  life." 

Mr.  Ewart's  Committee*  commenced  its  sittings  in  June, 
and,  as  may  be  supposed,  Haydon  followed  the  progress  of  the 

*  The  Committee  consisted  of  Mr.  Ewart  (chairman),  Mr.  Morrison, 
the  Lord  Advocate,  Mr.  Pusey,  Mr.  John  Parker,  Mr.  Wyse,  Mr.  H.  T. 
Hope,  Dr.  Bowrin^,  Mr.  Heathcoate,  Mr.  Strutt,  Mr.  Hutt,  Mr.  Broth- 
erton,  Mr.  Scholefield,  Mr.  David  Lewis,  Mr.  Davenport. 

It  examined  manufacturers,  connoisseurs,  picture-cleaners  and 
dealers,  Hoyal  Academicians,  and  artists.  Its  report  adverted  to  the 
little  encouragement  hitherto  given  to  the  arts  in  this  country,  to  the 
close  connection  hetween  arts  and  manufactures,  and  the  want  of 
means  for  instruction  in  design  in  our  principal  seats  of  manufacturing 
industry  ;  and  suggested,  in  addition  to  the  Normal  School  of  Design, 
which  government  had  now  taken  a  vote  for  establishing,  local  schools 
to  be  assisted  by  grants  ;  the  formation  of  museums  and  galleries  of 
art,  and  further,  the  formation  of  a  cheap  and  accessible  tribunal  for 
the  protection  of  invention  in  design. 

With  respect  to  Academies,  the  Committee  inclined  to  the  belief 
that  the  principle  of  free  competition  in  art  will  ultimately  triumph 
over  all  artificial  institutions,  and  pointed  out  strongly  the  ambiguous 
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inquiry  with  interest.  What  particularly  pleased  him  was  to 
see  the  Academicians  brought  to  public  examination.  His 
personal  grudge  and  his  views  of  art,  education,  and  patron- 
age had  now  become  too  completely  intertwined  in  his  mind 
for  him  to  separate,  or  for  us  to  unravel  them.  His  own  ex- 
amination took  place  on  the  28th.  and  the  result,  he  says,  was 
glorious.  In  entering  this  fact  in  his  Journal,  he  adds,  "  When 
I  think  that  in  1804  I  went  into  the  new  church  in  the  Strand, 
and  on  my  knees  prayed  I  might  be  a  reformer  of  the  art ; 
that  often  and  often  I  have  had  those  extraordinary  inspira- 
tions of  '  go  on'  supernaturally  whispered  ;  and  that  now  I  am 
permitted  to  see  the  beginning  of  the  end  of  this  imposture,  I 
must  believe  myself  destined  for  a  great  purpose.  I  feel  it, 
I  ever  felt  it,  I  know  it." 

half  public,  half  private  character  of  the  Academy,  without  directly 
recommending  any  modification  of  its  constitution. 

With  respect  to  the  National  Collections,  the  Committee  recom- 
mended the  compiling  of  a  catalogue  for  the  use  of  visitors,  the  fixing 
on  the  frames  of  the  pictures  the  names  of  the  school,  the  master,  the 
date  of  his  birth  and  death — the  purchase  of  the  works  of  living  Brit- 
ish artists,  after  they  have  stood  the  test  of  time  and  criticism — the 
deposit  in  the  National  Gallery  of  the  Cartoons  from  Hampton  Court 
— ^the  admission  of  practical  and  professional  critics  among  the  persons 
intrusted  with  the  duty  of  purchasing  works  for  the  National  Gallery, 
and  an  improvement  in  the  constitution  of  commissions  for  deciding 
on  plans  of  public  works,  by  subjecting  them  first  to  the  test  of  public 
criticism,  and  afterward  to  a  tribunal  consisting  of  artists  in  general, 
assisted  by  persons  professionally  acquainted  with  the  subject  of  the 
work. 

In  conclusion,  they  submitted  that,  in  the  completion  of  great  public 
buildings,  the  arts  of  sculpture  and  painting  might  be  called  in  for  the 
embellishment  of  architecture,  and  expressed  their  opinion  that  the 
contemplation  of  noble  works  in  fresco  and  sculpture  is  worthy  of  the 
intelligence  of  a  great  and  civilized  nation. 

It  will  be  obvious  to  all  readers  of  these  Memoirs  that  many  of  the 
most  important  of  these  recommendations  were  the  very  things  which 
Haydon  had  most  vehemently  urged  on  mmisters  and  the  public. 
Haydon  in  his  evidence  suggested  a  constituency  of  artists  who  had 
exhibited  three  years,  to  elect  annually  twenty-four  directors  for  a 
central  school  of  art  in  London,  in  connection  with  branch  schools  in 
the  country. 
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"  The  result  seems  to  be"  (he  says  a  little  later),  "  that 
the  artists  are  disposed  to  compromise  and  save  the  Academy. 

"  It'  they  do,  they  deserve  all  that  may  and  will  happen  to 
them  again.  After  thirty  years'  fighting,  the  government 
have  done  all  they  wished  ;  they  have  granted  a  Committee  ; 
if  the  artists  have  neither  talent,  skill,  or  disinterestedness 
enough  to  make  full  use  of  so  vast  an  advantage,  then  let 
them  no  more  complain,  but  bend  their  necks  to  the  chain 
and  the  padlock,  and  submit  for  another  seventy  years  to  the 
kicks  they  have  so  valorously  grumbled  under  for  seventy 
years  past." 

His  learned  and  genial  friend,  Mr.  Gwilt,  whom  Haydon 
often  applied  to  for  information  on  the  History  and  Antiqui- 
ties of  Art  (on  which  he  could  hardly  find  a  better  informed 
or  more  accessible  authority),  furnished  him  with  matter  for 
this  examination,* 

*  Here  is  Mr.  Gwilt's  useful  summary  of  facts  in  the  history  ol 
Academies  of  the  Fine  Arts. 

The  Academy  of  St.  Luke  was  founded  by  Girolamo  Muziano,  a  na- 
tive of  Aquafredda,  in  the  territory  of  Brescia,  who  was  born  in  1528, 
and  died  in  1590.  Gregory  XIII.  made  him  superintendent  of  works 
to  his  chapel.  Muziano  endowed  it  during  his  life,  and  at  his  death 
left  all  his  property  to  it.  Muziano  was  of  Titian's  school.  Louis 
XIV.  having,  in  1665,  established  a  French  Academy  at  Rome,  with 
a  pension  for  twelve  scholars  of  the  three  arts,  induced  the  Academy 
of  St.  Luke  to  let  it  be  hung  on  to  the  original  foundation. 

The  Royal  Academy  of  Architecture  at  Paris  was,  through  the  inter- 
cession of  M.  Colbert,  founded  by  Louis  XIV.  in  1671,  and  confirmed 
by  Louis  XV.  in  1717.  It  was  the  practice  for  lectures  to  be  deliv- 
ered constantly  by  the  members,  who  were  twenty-six  in  number. 

The  Royal  Academy  of  Painting  and  Sculpture  at  Paris  was  founded 
in  1648,  and  confirmed  through  the  interest  of  Mazaroni  in  1653. 
Colbert  procured  it  an  endowment.  It  consisted  of  a  director,  chan- 
cellor, four  rectors,  a  treasurer,  twelve  professors,  &c.,  by  whom  daily 
lectures  were  given,  and  the  model  set.  Prizes  were  given  every 
three  months.     It  sent  the  most  promising  students  to  Rome. 

The  Academy  of  St.  Luke  at  Venice  was  the  earliest  regular  associa- 
tion for  the  study  of  the  arts,  and  was  established  about  1345,  but  did 
not  take  the  name  of  Academy  till  1350.  The  Academy  "  delle  belle 
arti'^  at  Florence  was  founded  by  the  Grand-Duke,  Peter  Leopold,  iii 
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Haydon  was  not  satisfied  with  the  results  of  this  inquiry, 
nor  the  conduct  of  the  artists  examined.  He  complains  that 
they  showed  no  comprehension  of  a  general  principle,  but  kept 
driving  away  at  individual  grievances,  till  the  patience  of  the 
Committee  was  exhausted.  He  was  angry,  too,  that  the 
anti-Academic  party  among  his  brethren  did  not  formally  ap- 
ply to  him  to  be  their  leader  and  champion.  Thus  he  com- 
jjlains  : 

"  The  meanness  of  the  behaviour  of  the  artists  to  me  is 
extraordinary.  Yv'hen  I  attacked  the  Academy  in  1812,  they 
all  rushed  to  the  Academy  as  to  a  father  for  protection  from 
this  madman — predicting  my  death,  my  ruin,  my  destruc- 
tion, &c.  ;  but  finding  I  have  kept  ray  ground,  that  I  pro- 
posed and  have  got  a  Committee,  they  now  hold  their  meet- 
ings secretly  and  privately — never  give  me  notice,  fearful  of 
my  taking  the  lead,  as  I  should  instantly  do,  which  they 
know.  They  are  absolutely  intriguing  to  do  all  without  me, 
and  so  get  the  honour  which  I  have  so  successfully  fought 
for.  It  is  despicable,  and  just  like  them.  They  have  been 
so  cowed  by  the  despotism  that  has  ruled  them,  that  they 
are  like  the  Portuguese,  not  fit  for  the  liberty  we  want  to  give 
them. 

"  In  consequence  of  disappointment  from  Lord  Audley,  I  am 
without  a  guinea  ;  and  now,  this  day,  have  not  a  coat  in  my 
drawer.     Shocking  I 

"  \5th.  This  day  Thou  knowest  what  is  to  happen.  0 
God,  I  ask  only  for  justice  and  truth  to  triumph.     Amen. 

1784.  Premiums  twice  a  year,  and  a  grand  competition  every  third 
year. 

The  Institute  at  Bologna  was  originally  founded  by  Eustachio  Man- 
fredi  in  1690,  but  did  not  bear  its  present  name  till  1714,  when  it  was 
joined  by  a  sort  of  College  bearing  that  name. 

The  Royal  Academy  of  Sciences  at  Turin  was  founded  about  the  mid- 
dle of  the  eighteenth  century.     Its  memoirs  first  published  in  1759. 

The  Academy  at  Padua,  end  of  the  eighteenth  century. 

The  AcaJemy  of  Painting,  Sculpture,  and  Architecture  at  Vienna,  in 
1705. 

Royal  Academy,  London,  1768. 
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"  16th.  Justice  indeed  triumphed.  Shee,  the  President, 
was  examined. 

"  I  came  down  at  one,  and  found  Ewart  in  the  chair — the 
room  full — Shee  sitting  in  the  bitterest  agitation.  I  placed 
mj'self  right  opposite  Shee,  which  seemed  to  disturb  him. 
He  arose,  bowing,  and,  affecting  the  strongest  respect  for  the 
Committee,  begged  to  know  by  what  authority  he  was  sum- 
moned, as  he  considered  it  was  only  by  permission  of  the 
King  he  could  be  there.  The  chairman  ordered  the  com- 
mittee clerk  to  read  the  authority,  which  being  conclusive, 
poor  Sir  Martin  was  obliged  to  bow.  He  then  entered  on 
a  rambling  defense,  and  was  repeatedly  called  to  order  by 
Ewart,  and  told  to  stick  to  the  point.  He  accused  the  evi- 
dence of  being  personal  and  partial.  E.ennie  jumped  up  and 
denied  it,  and  was  called  to  order.  Shee,  shaking  his  hand 
at  me  across  the  table,  in  the  most  extraordinary  manner; 
said,  '  That's  the  respectable  man,'  alluding,  of  course,  to  my 
misfortunes.  Honourable  Sir  Martiii  I  First  to  drive  me 
into  distresses,  and  then  grossly  to  allude  to  them  before  a 
Committee  called  for  the  purpose  of  inquiring  into  the  effects 
of  institutions.  Mr.  Pusey  proposed  the  Court  should  be 
cleared.  Shee  begged  the  gentlemen  round  him  might  stay. 
The  absurdity  was  so  great,  that  leave  M^as  granted  for  all 
to  stay,  on  the  understanding  that  no  altercation  or  person- 
alities took  place.  Shee  then  dwelt  on  a  mere  incorrectness 
of  diction  in  my  evidence  which  gave  a  wrong  sense,  as  if  it 
was  an  intentional  or  gross  ignorance  of  mine. 

"  I  said  the  esprit  du  corps  of  portrait  painting  became 
embodied  by  the  Royal  Academy,  and  killed  Hussey,  and 
embarrassed  Hogarth.  This  reads  as  if  the  Royal  Academy 
killed  Hussey,  who  died  long  before  it  was  founded,  whereas 
I  meant  the  esprit  du  corjJS  killed  him. 

"  It  was  too  gross  to  suppose  I  am  so  ignorant  of  Hussey's 
period  ;  but  Shee  chuckled  over  this,  and  Phillips,  Wilkins, 
Hilton,  and  Howard  laughed  inwardly  with  a  delight  at  hav- 
ing caught  Haydon  napping,  which  was  pitiable  to  see. 

"  Conscious  I  had  all  three  of  the  Committee  of  1809  in 
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the  vice,  I  smiled,  and  was  dead  silent.  It  was  quite  a 
scene.  Shee  went  on,  reading  the  diploma,  and  verbiaging 
away,  Ewart  repeatedly  begging  him  to  be  concise.  At  last 
began  his  examination.  '  Do  you  think  Academies  beneficial 
or  no  ?'  '  Extremely  beneficial.'  '  Do  you  think  the  Acad- 
emy is  conducted  with  a  feeling  for  justice?'  '  Certainly.' 
'  Do  you  think  it  justice  that  600  artists  should  be  kept  out 
on  varnishing  days  ?'  *  Certainly.  This  is  one  o{  the  priv- 
ileges of  the  Academy.' 

"  So  may  say  Mohammed  Ali  when  he  bowstrings  a  min- 
ister. 

"  '  Do  you  think  forty  enough  ?'  '  Certainly.  I  know  no 
man  of  great  genius  out  of  the  Academy.'  '  Do  you  not 
think  Mr.  Martin,'  &c.  '  Certainly,  Mr.  Martin  is  most  re- 
spectable,' &c.  And  so  it  went  on — blind  to  all  genuine 
principle — seeing  only  the  Academy  and  its  bounded  circle, 
and  including  all  that  was  great,  illustrious,  or  immortal 
within  its  walls.  He  seemed  like  a  man  who  was  asleep 
amid  the  stirring  activity  of  mind  abroad  in  the  people.  All 
he  saw  was  the  Academy  and  its  members.  He  then  again 
abused  me  for  saying  the  Academy  was  founded  on  the  basest 
intrigue,  and  mentioned  Reynolds,  Chambers,  West,  and  Paul 
Sandby  as  men  whose  characters  were  a  security,  when  four 
more  intriguing  old  rascals  never  lived.  Why,  the  Academy 
obliged  Reynolds  to  resign  because  he  intrigued,  they  said,  to 
get  in  Bonomi  to  please  Lord  Aylesford.  Farrington  was  a 
thorough-bred  intriguer. 

"  Shee  said  the  Academy  as  a  body  had  appealed  to  the 
King  about  High  Art,  and  no  answer  was  returned.  Mr. 
Ewart  asked  him  if  he  knew  Waagen's  opinion  of  Acade- 
mies. Shee  imprudently  said  he  did  not,  and  he  must  have 
higher  authority  than  Mr.  Ewart's  for  his  having  an  opinion 
against  the  Academy.  This  was  gross.  Mr.  Ewart  order- 
ed the  committee  clerk  to  give  in  Waagen's  evidence,  where- 
in he  read  to  Shee,  with  gusto,  Waagen's  opinion — '  that  he 
considered  Academies  destructive  ;  that  Academicians  be- 
came a  portion  of  the  state  ;  that  it  had  been  known  that 
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men  of  medium  talent  had  obtained  employment  and  dis- 
tinction who  were  Academicians,  while  men  who  had  not, 
though  of  the  greatest  genius,  had  struggled  on  in  poverty 
and  without  employment.'  There  was  I,  a  living  instance, 
and  was  not  the  whole  scene  a  scene  of  retribution  ?  The 
very  men,  the  very  hangers — Shee,  Phillips,  and  Howard — 
who,  twenty-nine  years  ago,  used  me  so  infamously  in  hang- 
ing Dentatus  in  the  dark — by  which  all  my  prospects  were 
blasted  forever — at  which  Lord  Mulgrave  so  complained — 
were  now  at  the  bar  before  me  like  culprits  under  examina- 
tion.    How  Sir  George  would  have  relished  this  I 

"  Ah,  little  did  they  think,  in  the  despotism  of  their  power, 
that  I,  a  poor  student  at  their  mercy,  would  ever  have  the 
power  to  do  this — to  bring  them  face  to  face — to  have  them 
examined — ransacked — questioned — racked  I 

"  Ah,  they  are  deservedly  punished  I 

^^  July  18th.  Idle,  and  lectured  at  the  Milton,  a  delightful 
theatre — cool.     I  felt  like  a  lion,  and  read  like  one. 

^' 19th.  Attended  the  Committee;  the  impression  Shee 
had  made  was  decidedly  unfavourable  to  his  cause.  Sir 
John  Paul  was  examined,  and  gave  very  interesting  evidence 
as  to  the  state  of  design  in  manufacture. 

"  Sir  John  alluded  to  the  fact  that  he  had  casts  of  some 
ancient  tombs,  and  that  he  had  given  them  to  stone-masons ; 
and  that  the  people  preferred  them,  and  chose  them  for  the 
tombs  of  their  friends.  Here  Mr.  Hope,  with  his  peculiar 
delicate  and  dry  manner,  asked  Sir  John  Paul  if  the  shares 
in  the  Cemetery  Company  were  not  high.  He  said  they 
were.     Sir  John  was  a  director. 

"  Old  Landseer  was  examined  ;  but  he  was  prolix  and 
flowery.  He  quoted  Shee  against  himself  as  to  Academies, 
and  made  some  good  hits. 

"  The  Committee  will  do  immense  good.  Would  any 
man  beheve  that  Hussey  was  living  in  1774  ?=*  And  Shee 
is  the  man  to  accuse  me  of  ignorance  of  dates  I 

"  20th.  Went  to  the  British  Museum,  and  found  two  in- 
*  The  Royal  Academy  having  been  founded  in  1768. 
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teresting  pamphlets  connected  with  the  Royal  Academy,  by 
which  it  appears  decidedly  that  the  directors  who  were  ex- 
pelled from  the  chartered  body  of  artists  became  Academi- 
cians, and  that,  not  being  able  to  carry  their  exclusive  inten- 
tions in  the  constituent  body,  they  resorted  to  the  scheme  of 
an  Academy  of  forty,  securing  a  majority  of  their  own  way 
of  thinking,  that  they  might  enact  their  exclusive  laws.  This 
is  indisputable  from  Strong's  pamphlet,  1775,  and  another  in 
the  Museum,  1771,  entitled,  '  Considerations  of  the  Behaviour 
of  the  Academicians  who  were  expelled  the  Chartered  Body 
for  1760-69.' 

"  Reynolds  promised  the  chartered  body,  of  which  he  was 
member,  not  to  exhibit  with  the  expelled  directors  ;  but,  find- 
ing the  King  protecting  them,  he  broke  his  word — did  exhibit 
— and  was  expelled  the  incorporated  body.  This  is  not  known, 
nor  did  I  know  it  till  to-day.  Tickled  by  a  knighthood,  he 
joined  the  directors,  and  this  was  the  origin  of  the  Royal  Acad- 
emy— founded  in  intrigue,  based  on  injustice,  treachery,  and 
meanness. 

"  Dalton  seems  to  have  been  a  great  scoundrel,  and  he  was 
a  prime  instrument. 

"  Reynolds  was  properly  and  very  severely  punished  after, 
but  the  art  has  suffered  ever  since. 

"  2lst.  Shee  objects  to  a  constituency  on  the  grounds  that 
it  would  produce  all  the  evils  that  it  did  before.  What  evils  ? 
What  were  the  evils  ?  These  were  the  evils  :  Twenty-four 
directors  got  in  and  kept  in.  The  constituency  complained,  and 
passed  a  by-law  to  make  eight  go  out.  The  Attorney- Gen- 
eral, Grey,  gave  it  as  his  opinion  that  the  by-law  was  consist- 
ent with  the  charter.  The  directors  had  promised  to  abide 
by  the  opinion  of  the  Attorney-General,  and  then  refused.  Six- 
teen, of  these  worthies  were  voted  out,  and  became  Academi- 
cians, and  eight  more  joined  them,  and  these  formed  the  bulk 
of  the  Academy  ;  so  that  the  evils  complained  of  were  not  evils 
proceeding  from  a  constituency,  but  because  the  laws  of  that 
constituency  had  been  violated.  Therefore,  if  the  people  who 
were  conducting  were  improper  people,  these  people  founded 
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the  Academy,  and  brought  all  their  improprieties  into  the 
Academy,  and  are  the  origin  of  the  evils  which  we  complain 
of,  and  which  Sir  Martin  fears  would  be  revived  by  a  con- 
stituency, though  these  very  evils  were  produced  in  spite  of 
a  constituency  and  not  in  consequence  of  it.  So  much  for  Sir 
Martin. 

"  Sir  Martin  knows  well  that  he,  and  all  of  his  colleagues, 
are  benefitting  by  the  very  evils  he  affects  to  apprehend,  for 
if  they  were  improper  people  who  took  the  lead,  he  is  the 
produce  and  offspring. 

"  2i5th.  Finished  the  fair  copy  of  my  first  lecture  and  im- 
proved it  much,  but  idle  from  exceeding  harass  about  trifles. 
Lord  Audley  has  completely  deceived  me  about  his  resources; 
after  telling  me  he  was  the  richest  peer,  it  turns  out  he  is  the 
poorest.     I  fear  his  honour  and  his  character. 

"  2^th.  The  artists  do  not  know  the  origin  of  this  Commit- 
tee. All  are  claiming  the  honour.  They  all  deserve  to  share 
it — Foggo,  Rennie,  and  all.  But  the  morning  Lord  Melbourne 
was  sitting  to  me,  he  had  just  sent  out  his  circular  letters  about 
municipal  corporations.  I  said,  '  Why  not  give  us  a  commit- 
tee for  the  Academy  ?'  He  replied,  '  You  may  have  one  if  you 
like,'  and  this  is  the  real  origin. 

"  ?>Qth.  Out  the  whole  day  on  bitter  pecuniary  harass,  and 
yet  all  trifles,  £4  10s.,  £8  10s.,  £13  4s.  £10,  £3  IO5.,  £4  85., 
and  suffered  all  my  old  agonies  of  torture  as  to  probable  ruin, 
interruption  of  the  education  of  my  dear  children,  loss  of  my 
property.  If  I  could  stick  at  my  pictures  I  would  not  care, 
but  Lord  Audley  has  played  me  so  shabby  a  trick,  that  I  fear, 
unless  protected  by  my  Great  Creator,  in  whom  I  trust,  the 
consequence  may  be  ruin. 

"  These  Journals  testify  that  whenever  I  have  been  free,  I 
have  flown  to  my  canvass  as  a  relief  and  a  blessing.  The 
Mock  Election  was  the  fruits  of  the  peace  I  enjoyed  in  1827. 
The  Chairing  the  result  of  George  IV. 's  purchase.  In  fact, 
if  I  had  £500  a  year  regularly,  never  w^ould  I  cease  painting, 
morning,  noon,  or  night,  and  never  have  a  debt. 

"  August  SOtk.   Awoke  at  four  M'ith  a  terrific  conception 
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of  Gluintus  Curtius,  after  a  sublime  dream.  I  dreamed  I  was 
with  the  Duke  of  Wellington  near  the  sea.  I  stripped.  It 
was  a  grand  storm.  I  plunged  in,  and  swam  as  I  used  in  my 
youth.  I  saw  an  enormous  wave  rising,  curling  and  black. 
Suddenly  I  found  my  Mary  close  to  me.  We  were  both  look- 
ing at  the  sublime  wave  as  it  rolled  toward  us ;  at  last  it  came 
quite  close.  I  told  her  to  hold  tight.  She  smiled,  rosy  red. 
At  the  instant  it  was  overwhelming  us,  a  terrific  flash  of  hght- 
ning  broke  from  its  top,  and  it  roared  in  by  us  to  the  left  with- 
out even  wetting  us.  We  saw  it  stretch  in  its  gurgling,  sweep- 
ing glory  on  the  beach,  and  break  harmless.  I  awoke,  and 
the  moment  consciousness  came  over  me,  Q,uintus  Curtius 
darted  into  my  head.  This  is  a  true  description — exactly 
as  I  dreamed  it — not  added  to  nor  taken  from. 

*'  I  know  a  storm  is  approaching,  but  I  feel  I  shall  weather 
it,  under  God.     Success  I     Amen. 

"  September  6th.  Worked,  but  in  an  agony  ;  at  two  I  had 
a  promise  to  keep  for  X8  without  a  farthing  ;  at  four  for  £5 
without  a  halfpenny.     I  paid  away  X8  on  Saturday. 

"  I  worked  on  till  one.  Lunched.  Drove  away  in  an  om- 
nibus, and  got  till  Saturday  for  the  £8,  and  put  off  the  £5 
till  Wednesday.      I  rushed  home  and  worked. 

"  ^th.  Hard  at  work,  and  succeeded  in  the  fore-shortened 
figure.  At  one  time  of  the  day  my  anxieties  were  hideous. 
I  had  not  a  farthing,  and  taking  down  some  valuable  Italian 
books  worth  five  guineas,  I  sent  them  by  my  ' Jiclus  Achates' 
and  got  Is.  In  the  interval  I  worked  away  in  great  torture 
and  succeeded.  There  is  a  period  in  working,  when  the  re- 
sult is  not  secure,  that  is  excruciating.  No  wealth  or  honour 
would  relieve  or  ease  you.  If  it  turns  out  successful  in  the 
end,  no  torture  is  felt,  but  if  you  miss  it,  no  happiness  is  re- 
membered. 

"  Sejoteniber  9th.  At  breakfast  with  the  dear  children.  A 
timid  tingle  of  the  bell  made  us  all  look  anxiously.  A  whisper 
in  the  hall,  and  then  the  servant  entered  with  '  Mr.  Smith, 
Sir,  wishes  to  see  you.'  I  went,  and  was  taken  in  execu- 
tion.    After  lingering  two  days  at  Davis's  lock-up  house,  Red 
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Lion  Square,  on  the  12th  I  was  moved  again  to  that  blessed 
refuge  of  the  miserable — the  Bench. 

'•  Newton,  my  landlord,  offered  to  pay  me  out.  I  refused, 
and  proceeded  to  prepare  for  the  Court  directly.  Rather  than 
go  out  to  endure  the  horror  this  journal  gives  evidence  of, 
I'd  stay  here  forever. 

"  My  landlord  took  possession,  and  moved  away  my  brushes 
and  grinding-stone.  Took  the  things  at  <£133  IO5.,  paid  the 
difference,  and  took  the  rest  for  his  rent. 

"What  a  fight  it  is!  It  is  wonderful  how  my  health  is 
preserved,  and  my  dear  Mary's  too.  But  trusting  in  God, 
and  doing  our  utmost  to  please  Him,  I  have  not  the  least 
doubt  of  carrying  my  great  object — a  vote  for  money  for  art, 
and  perhaps  I  shall  then  sink  without  tasting  its  fruits. 

From  14th  to  30th  in  prison. 

"  Read  Wraxall's  two  works  with  very  great  interest. 
Relieved  my  mind  much  after  the  harass  of  lawyers,  insults 
of  turnkeys,  and  torture  of  suspense.  My  mind  in  a  state  of 
blank  apathy.      0  God,  in  Thee  I  trust. 

"  October  \st.  I  heard  from  Ewart  yesterday,  and  I  fear  the 
report.  The  fact  is,  the  Whigs  arrest  the  keen  edge  of  the 
scalping-knife  of  reform  which  the  people  have  put  into  their 
heads.  They  will  hesitate,  and  be  content  with  pricking  the 
corruption  which  ought  to  be  probed,  and  the  humours  let  out. 

"  10^/i.  The  last  time  I  was  here  I  fell  in  with  Dr.  Mac- 
kay,  who  negotiated  the  commercial  treaty  with  South  Ameri- 
ca for  Canning,  and  as  we  used  to  walk  about  by  night  in 
the  racket-ground,  he  detailed  to  me  the  interesting  particu- 
lars. 

"  Now  I  have  got   acquainted  with ,  a  species  the 

Continent  alone  produces,  dissolute  and  impious,  unprincipled 
and  reckless,  full  of  talent  and  full  of  diplomacy,  speaking 
seven  languages — just  such  a  man  as  Napoleon  would  have 
seized,  and  turned  to  every  purpose  on  earth. 

"He  says  he  was  chef  d'escadron  in  the  Garde  du  Corps, 
and  private  secretary  to  the  Due  d'Angouleme. 

"  He  is  evidently  possessed  of  state  papers  of  great  import- 
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ance — how,  he  told  me  in  a  moment  of  drunkenness.  He  is 
evidently  connected  with,  if  not  first  mover  of,  the  Portfolio. 

"  He  showed  me  documents  which  prove  he  was  acquaint- 
ed with  Fieschi's  attempt.  He  has  shown  me  a  deed  signed 
most  sacredly  by  three,  two  Spaniards  and  one  Englishman, 
Richard  Sheridan,  whereby  £5000  sterling  is  guaranteed  to 
the  Spaniards  for  the  invention  of  a  shell  and  machine  which 
was  to  destroy  Don  Carlos.  He  has  also  shown  me  a  letter 
from  the  Carlton  Club,  offering  £3000  for  some  letters  he 
has. 

"  I  believe  it.  And  does  not  this  prove  how  cautious  min- 
isters should  be  ?  I  believe  him  to  have  got  by  the  means 
he  told  me  the  whole  state  papers  already  published  in  the 
Portfolio,  and  what  he  showed  me  (affidavits  about  Fieschi) 
is  coming  out  in  the  next  number.      We  shall  see. 

"  24ith.  The  faces  here  are  horrid  ;  last  night,  all  of  a  sud- 
den, just  after  midnight,  a  roar  as  of  fiends  burst  out  from  the 
racket-ground  and  awakened  me.  Good  God,  on  a  Sunday  I 
swearing,  fighting,  cursing,  drinking,  gambling,  and  strum- 
peting  I  "What  an  offering  to  the  Almighty  for  the  blessings 
ofhfe! 

'"  King's  Bench,  Oct.  26,  1836. 

"  '  Ah,  Sir  Robert  Peel,  I  told  you  I  was  convinced  my  ab- 
surd* conduct  about  the  Napoleon  had  staggered  me,  and 
would  be  the  seed  of  future  embarrassment,  and  here  I  am 
again,  less  in  debt  than  ever  I  was  in  my  life,  yet,  being  un- 
able to  meet  in  time  the  balance  due,  a  victim  to  that  cursed 
law  of  imprisonment. 

"'When  a  man  touches  my  property,  it  is  just,  and  I  al- 
ways exert  my  resources  to  pay  the  claim  ;  but  when  he 
seizes  my  person,  I  let  the  law  take  its  course,  and  ever  will. 

"  '  I  shall  begin  the  world  again  with  no  more  property  left 
after  thirty-two  years'  struggle  than  the  clothes  on  my  back. 

" '  I  appeal  to  you  if  I  have  been  idle  since  my  last  troubles. 
I  have  never  incurred  in  all  my  lile  a  debt  of  vice,  debauch- 

*  After  naming  £100  as  his  price  for  a  whole-length  in  answer  to 
Sir  Robert  Peel's  inquiry,  he  felt  discontented  that  more  was  not  paid 
him,  and  wrote  to  ask  for  an  additional  sum.  Sir  Robert  paid  him 
£30,  but  naturally  was  annoyed. 
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ery,  or  extravagance,  and  I  have  been  brought  to  earth  by  a 
combination  of  circumstances.  I  assure  you  I  calculated  on 
receiving  more  from  you.  I  could  not  keep  my  engagements, 
and  then  came,  as  usual,  law  costs. 

"  '  Since  1830  I  have  paid,  because  I  could  not  keep  my 
word,  £303  85.  &d.  in  pure  cash,  or  rather  impure.  On  one 
debt  of  £7  10s.  I  paid  £8  10s.  costs — the  son  being  the  law- 
yer, who  acknowledges  the  father  shared  all  costs.  So  that, 
first,  there  was  the  father's  just  profit,  and  then  he  received 
£4  5s.  as  his  share  of  the  legal  spoliation. 

"'While  I  was  in  confinement  in  Red  Lion  Square  I  saw 
them  go  by  in  their  carriages,  /was  the  dishonourable,  they 
the  respectable. 

"  '  In  the  never-closing  and  inexorable  eye  of  our  Maker, 
who  was  the  real  dishonourable  here  ? 

"  '  I  am.  Sir  Robert  Peel,  your  grateful  servant, 

"  B.  R.  Haydon. 

" '  The  Right  Hon.  Sir  Robert  Peel,'  &c.,  &c. 

"  21th.  An  accomplished  Frenchman  came  to  my  rooms 
to  see  my  works.  '  I  have  none.'  'Where  are  they  V  'My 
Solomon  is  rotting  in  a  carpenter's  shop — my  Lazarus  in  a 
kitchen.'  'When  I  found  you  were  here,  I  thought  it  was 
for  your  pleasure.  It  is  extraordinary.  Why  does  not  Pal- 
merston  do  something  ?'      '  He  has  done  something.' 

"  '  It  is  wonderful  you  are  here.'  '  Not  at  all.  May  I  ask 
to  whom  I  have  the  honour  of  speaking  ?'  '  Neavare  mind  : 
Edmund  Burke  introduced  me  to  Reynolds.'  'Will  you  call 
again?'  '  I  will.  Have  you  no  work  to  show  me  ?'  '  Xeno- 
phon  at  the  Russell  Institution  ;  and  read  the  report  on  art.' 
'  My  friend,'  said  he,  '  you  will  neavare  make  this  trading  na- 
tion love  High  Art.'  '  My  friend,'  said  I,  '  I'll  try.'  '  You 
will  run  your  head  against  a  wall.'  '  Perhaps  I  may  knock 
the  wall  down.'  He  lifted  up  his  hands  and  eyes,  and  looked 
at  me  as  if  looking  through  the  devil. 

"  2^th.  One  evening,  while  I  was  sitting  by  myself,  came 
a  knock.  I  opened  the  door,  and  the  head-turnkey  (who  is 
a  M^orthy  man,  for  I  have  found  him  feeding  the  poor  prison- 
ers from  his  own  table),  after  making  sundry  apologies,  beg- 
ged a  few  minutes'  conversation.     He  sidled  in  and  sat  down, 
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big  with  something.  '  Perhaps,  Sir,'  said  he,  taking  out  and 
putting  across  his  knee  a  blue  cotton  handkerchief,  '  you  would 
scarcely  suppose  that  from  seven  years  old  divinity  and  med- 
icine have  been  my  passions.'  '  Certainly  not,  Mr.  ColwelL' 
'  Ah,  Sir,  'tis  true,  and  I  know,  I  assure  you,  much  more  than 
most  of  the  doctors  or  parsons.  Why,  Sir,  you  would  little 
think  I  always  cured  the  cholera.  You  may  wonder,  but  it 
is  a  fact.  I  never  lost  a  case,  and  in  twenty-four  hours  they 
were  as  well  as  ever.  I  do  it  all  by  harbs,  Mr.  Haydon — 
by  harbs.  You  are  a  public  man — a  man  of  genius,  as  they 
say,  and  perhaps  you  will  laugh  at  a  man  like  me  knowing 
any  thing.  But,  Sir,'  said  he,  looking  peculiarly  sagacious, 
and  half  knowing,  yet  trembling  lest  I  should  quiz,  '  I  gather 
my  plants  under  the  planets — ay,  and  it  is  wonderful  the 
cures  I  perform.  Why,  there  is  Lord  Wynford,  he  is  as  bent 
as  an  old  oak,  and  if  he'd  listen  to  me,  I'd  make  him  as 
straight  as  a  poplar.'  '  No,  Mr.  Colwell  I'  '  I  would,  though,' 
he  said,  in  a  loud  voice,  reassured  on  finding  I  did  not  laugh. 

"  By  this  time  he  had  got  courage.  He  assured  me  that 
he  was  blessed  in  a  wife  who  believed  in  him,  and  that  he 
had  cured  her  often  and  often,  and  here  his  weather-beaten 
face  quivered.  'Ah,  Mr.  Colwell,'  said  I,  'your  wife  is  a 
good,  motherly  woman.  It's  a  comfort  to  me  to  see  her  face 
among  the  others  here.'  Colwell  got  solemn  ;  assured  me  he 
had  out-argued  Taylor,  the  Atheist,  before  the  people  ;  that 
he  had  undoubted  evidence  Joseph  of  Arimathea  landed  at 
Glastonbury,  for  at  that  time  the  sea  came  all  up  to  the  ab- 
bey, and  what  was  to  hinder  him  ?  And,'  said  he,  '  Mr.  Hay- 
don, would  you  believe  it' — drawing  his  chair  closer,  and  wip- 
ing his  mouth  with  his  blue  handkerchief,  which  he  spread 
over  his  short  thighs,  that  poked  out,  as  it  were,  from  under 
his  belly — '  would  you  believe  it,  I  can  prove  Abraham  was 
circumcised  the  very  day  before  Sodom  and  Gomorrah  were 
burned  I' 

"  'Will  you  take  a  glass  of  wine,  Mr.  Colwell  ?'  I  replied. 
Cohvell  had  no  objection,  and  smacking  his  lips  as  he  rose, 
said  he  would  look  in  again,  and  bring  me  some  books  which 
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would  tell  me  all ;  but  nov/  he  must  go  to  14  in  10  to  give 
the  gentleman  his  chum  ticket.  I  attended  my  guest  to  my 
little  entrance,  and  he  wished  me  good-night,  looking  an  inch 
taller,  perfectly  convinced  he  had  made  an  impression,  and 
would  certainly  have  a  convert. 

"  When  he  came  in  he  seemed  labouring  with  deep  thoughts, 
and  he  left  me  as  if  relieved,  and  as  if  he  had  done  his  duty. 
He  was  the  first  man  I  saw  in  1823  when  I  paid  my  fees. 
The  hideous  look  of  his  dark  globular  eyes,  one  of  them 
awry,  like  Irving's,  gave  me  a  horror.  He  looked  a  perfect 
Schidone  ;  but  I  have  caught  him  in  perpetual  acts  of  be- 
nevolence, where  he  little  thought  any  eye  would  find  him 
out. 

"  There  is  not  a  worthier  heart,  and  never  was  a  rougher 
case  for  it.      Strange  to  find  such  sensibilities  in  a  jail. 

"  SOth.  My  dearest  love  came  in  nervous  dejection,  and 
left  me  to-day  afiected  like  herself.  This  is  one  of  those  oc- 
casional variations  in  the  feelings  of  those  who  love  with  all 
their  hearts. 

''November  2d.  Did  not  do  much,  but  thought  deeply.  The 
quiet  I  have  enjoyed  here  has  done  my  brain  great  good. 

'■'■  November  Wth.    A  poor    gentleman,  called   Phillips,  a 

writer  to  the  signet,  a  prisoner  in  consequence  of  Lord 's 

irregularity,  as  much  as  I  am  from  Lord  Audley's,  dropped 
dead  in  his  room  last  night.  He  had  a  mild,  benevolent 
countenance,  and  was  detained  by  a  rich  man  from  mere 
vindictiveness. 

"  It  might  have  been  thought  that  such  an  awful  event 
would  have  stopped  the  levity  of  the  vicious  and  thoughtless  : 
not  it.  Gambling,  swearing,  and  drinking  went  on  as  usual, 
and  last  night,  when  I  was  musing  (like  Byron  after  the  as- 
sassination of  the  Austrian  commander)  on  life  and  death,  the 
bloods  and  blackguards  of  the  place  were  singing  duets  out- 
side my  doors  at  midnight. 

"  A  prison  is  a  perfect  world  compressed  into  a  narrow 
space. 

"  '  In  the  midst  of  life  we  are  in  death.' 
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"  12th.  Read  Byron's  Life  by  Moore.  To-day  was  the  last 
day  for  opposition,  and  when  the  books  closed  at  four  there 
was  none.  God  be  thanked  ;  and  God  of  his  mercy  restore 
me  to  my  glorious  pursuit,  and  my  dearest  Mary  and  children 
before  the  week  is  out  —  with  deep  gratitude  for  the  unex- 
pected mercies  to  my  dear  family  and  myself  during  my  im- 
prisonment. 

"  14:th.  Lord came  in  prisoner,  and  brought  a  beauti- 
ful boy  with  him.  There  he  was  in  the  coflee-house,  sinless 
and  innocent,  watching  his  papa  smoking  and  sipping  brandy 
and  Avater,  up  at  eleven  o'clock,  when  the  dear  ought  to  have 
been  sleeping  in  bed.  I  watched  him  with  the  feelings  of  a 
father.  That  child  will  have  his  horror  of  a  jail  weakened 
forever.  Yet  there  was  something  interesting  in  seeing  a  fine 
young  man  keeping  his  dear  boy  close  to  him.  He  would 
have  him  sleep  by  his  side.  There  Avas  something  peculiarly 
innocent  in  the  look  of  the  boy,  with  his  white  collar. 

"  On  Saturday,  an  old  man  dies  and  is  opened  ;  on  Monday 
comes  in  the  son  of  a  noble  Lord  with  his  innocent  boy. 

"  I6th.  The  English  are  base-minded  where  money  is 
wanted  or  rank  concerned.  They  reverence  rank  from  the 
belief  that  wealth  is  the  consequence  of  it.  But  when  they 
have  evidence  M^ealth  is  wanting,  away  goes  at  once  all  re- 
spect for  my  Lord. 

"  Last  night  Lord set  all  the  prisoners  agape.      One 

must  go  out  of  his  room,  for  my  Lord  wanted  three  beds  ;  an- 
other was  applied  to  for  one  thing,  a  third  for  another.  This 
morning  the  bill  was  presented  as  usual,  for  all  bills  are  paid 
here  daily.  His  Lordship  looked  astonished,  said  a  bill  was 
a  nuisance,  and  as  soon  as  his  friend  came  again  he  would 
leave  £5  with  the  landlord,  and  when  it  was  out  he  must 
tell  him. 

"  The  evidence  that  my  Lord  had  no  money  was  palpable, 
and  immediately  my  Lord  fell  50  per  cent. 

"  17th.  I  went  up  to  Court  to-day,  and  was  treated  with 
the  greatest  humanity.  Commissioner  Law  seemed  by  his 
face  to  have  the  greatest  sympathy.     He  looked  feehng  all 
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over.     He  never  asked  me  a  single  question,  and  the  whole 
Court  hastened  my  discharge  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning. 

"  I  trust  in  God  this  will  be  the  last  time  I  shall  ever  need 
such  protection  again. 

"  18^/i.  Returned  once  more  to  my  dear  home.  I  opened 
the  Bible,  which  I  found  on  the  chimney-piece,  and  at  once 
came  to  that  wonderful  blessing  and  cursing  in  the  28th  chap- 
ter of  Deuteronomy. 

"  20t]L.  Went  to  church,  and  returned  thanks  with  all  my 
heart  and  all  my  soul  for  the  great  mercies  of  God  to  me  and 
my  family  during  my  imprisonment. 

"  2lst.  Routed  out  all  my  plaster  figures,  to  have  the  room 
cleaned,  which  has  not  been  done  for  two  years.  Hope  to  be 
ready  by  to-morrow  night.  Wrote  Law,  and  thanked  him 
for  his  sympathy  and  firmness. 

"  22d.  Got  all  ready  in  the  plaster-room.  Now  for  the 
painting-room. 

"  23c?.   Cleared  out  and  re-arranged  my  desert-room. 

"  24^/i.  My  landlord  returned  my  brushes  and  grinding- 
stone.  Picked  up  a  second-hand  carpet  to  cover  the  room. 
Ordered  a  canvass,  and  sent  half  the  money  for  it  to  Brown, 
a  worthy  fellow,  who  abused  me  to  my  man  for  not  settling 
£4  15s.  (the  last  balance).  Fitz  quieted  him,  and  he  prom- 
ised canvass  Saturday  night.  Poor  Brown,  he  shall  have  his 
money  as  soon  as  I  begin  to  get  on.  Brown  and  I  have  been 
connected  for  thirty  years,  and  have  had  about  forty  regular 
quarrels.  He  is  sulky  and  coarse,  I  am  violent  and  unflinch- 
ing. It  ends  by  his  trying  to  smile  through  the  sulkiness  of 
his  honest  face. 

"  2Sth.^  Did  a  great  deal  of  preparatory  business.  Paid 
ofT  a  scoundrel  of  a  lawyer. 

*  The  following  advertisement  refers  to  his  affairs  at  the  time  of 
this  imprisonment. 

•'  Mr.  Haydon  begs  leave  to  inform  his  creditors,  that,  out  of  the 
£1220  %s.  &d.  correctly  stated  as  the  amount  of  debt  incurred  since 
1830,  £550  must  be  deducted  as  renewed  liabilities  from  before  1830, 
and,  again,  £84  14s.  M.  must  be  further  deducted  for  the  fictitious 
debt  of  law  cost :  the  real  balance  is  thus  brought  to  £586  14*.  6d.,  all 
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"  29th.  Set  my  palette  to-day,  the  first  time  these  eleven 
weeks  and  three  days.  I  relished  the  oil ;  could  have  tasted 
the  colour  ;  rubbed  my  cheeks  with  the  brushes,  and  kissed 
the  palette.     Ah  I  could  I  be  let  loose  in  the  House  of  Lords  I 

"  I  hope  to  return  to  my  pursuits  under  the  blessing  of  my 
Creator.  My  conscience  will  never  be  clear  till  I  have  paid 
all  I  owe,  lor,  though  the  law  protects  me,  the  debts  are  still 
debts  of  honour." 

During  the  beginning  of  December,  he  was  working  at  the 
heroine  of  Saragossa  and  Falstaff  reproving  Prince  Hal,  for 
Mr.  Hope. 


of  which  could  have  been  cleared  off  in  another  year,  as  Mr.  Haydon 
had  paid  off  more  than  that  sum  during  the  previous  year.  It  has  been 
a  matter  of  astonishment  to  Mr.  Haydon  why  he  should  never  have 
been  persecuted  with  law  from  eighteen  years  of  age  to  thirty-four,  a 
period  of  greater  struggle  than  any  since,  and  he  attributes  it  to  a  sus- 
picion among  London  tradesmen  that  he  saved  and  secured  a  large 
sum  of  money  from  the  great  receipts  of  his  Entry  into  Jerusalem. 
There  never  was  a  more  absurd  belief;  the  receipts  were  nearly 
£3000  ;  the  expenses  of  the  exhibition  were  £1100  ;  the  picture  had 
taken  six  years,  and  the  painter  was  supported  through  it  entirely  by 
loans ;  the  balance  of  receipts  was  paid  away,  and  did  not  liquidate 
one  half  of  them.  Mr.  Haydon  has  been  told  this  idea  got  abroad  ; 
there  is  certainly  no  other  way  of  accounting  for  that  immediate  rush 
of  law  cost  which  has  brought  him  four  times  to  the  earth,  for  the  first 
proceeding  took  place  at  this  time.     Mr.  Haydon  incurred 

From  1820  to  1823,  law  costs £377  Qs.  Qd. 

From  1823  to  1830,      ditto       450  Os.  Oi. 

From  1830  to  1836,      ditto       303  8^.  Qd. 

Altogether £1130  Ss.  Qd. 

(An  actual  independence.) 
"London  tradesmen  are  generous  men  if  they  think  they  are  not 
imposed  on.  Mr.  Haydon  appeals  to  them  if  they  consider  it  was  a 
reasonable  way  of  enabling  him  to  earn  the  means  of  paying  his  debts 
to  suddenly  lock  him  up,  and  keep  him  useless  to  himself  and  family 
for  ten  weeks,  and  all  for  a  debt  of  £30  155.  Qd.\  after,  too,  he  had 
paid  all  of  £947  received  this  year  but  As.  6d.,  the  actual  sum  he  pos- 
sessed in  the  world  when  arrested.  Mr.  Haydon  is  now  beginning 
the  world  again  after  thirty-two  years  of  struggle,  but  he  does  not 
despair  of  doing  all  he  ought,  if  treated  in  future  with  more  common 
sense  and  common  discretion." 
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I  insert  the  following  letter,  because  I  think  it  really  throws 
light  on  the  writer's  character.  It  should  be  remembered,  in 
reading  it,  that  it  was  addressed  by  Haydon  to  his  landlord, 
W.  Newton,  from  whom  he  was  in  tlie  constant  receipt  of 
singular  kindnesses,  who  forbore  to  press  him  for  heavy  ar- 
rears of  rent,  who  was  always  ready  to  advance  him  money 
in  his  worst  emergencies,  and  who  was  not  to  be  provoked 
into  harshness  even  by  this  letter.  Nay,  he  did  not  even 
jump  at  this  notice  to  quit  I 

But  the  letter  appears  to  me  to  be  one  which  could  not 
have  come  from  a  man  with  the  views  usually  prevalent 
about  money  obligations.  Such  a  tone  taken  by  a  debtor  to 
his  creditor  indicates  altogether  peculiar  notions  of  these  rela- 
tions, and  explains  to  me  many  passages  in  Haydon's  life  into 
which  money  transactions  entered. 

I  certainly  do  not  suppose  that  such  a  letter  was  ever  writ- 
ten by  a  singularly  irregular  tenant  to  a  most  rarely  indulgent 
landlord. 

"London,  21st  December,  1836. 

*'  My  dear  Newton, — Mary  came  home  last  night  with 
the  usual  quantity  of  gossip  and  scandal,  of  which  you  possess 
so  abundant  a  fund. 

"  It  seems  it  is who  has  told  you  that  falsehood  of  my 

having  given  six  lectures  at  the  Milton  and  received  20  guin- 
eas,whereas  I  only  gave  three  lectures  and  received  10  guin- 
eas, £.10  of  which  I  brought  you  next  day,  explaining  I  had 
only  received  half,  though  given  to  understand  it  would  be 
all — which  .£10  I  borrowed  of  you  again,  £5  at  a  time. 

"  And  this  is  the  way  to  excuse  your  own  abominable 
cruelty  in  doing  your  best  to  add  to  the  weight  of  degrada- 
tion and  misery  I  have  suffered  by  insinuating  to  my  wife 
these  abominable  lies. 

"  I  am  ashamed  to  use  so  gross  a  word,  but  your  forgetful- 
ness,  your  confusion  of  memory,  your  jumbling  one  thing 
with  another,  your  making  me  WTite  notes  when  harassed 
with  wants,  w^hich  I  forgot  to  reclaim,  and  then  your  bring- 
ing them  forward  again  when  it  suits  your  convenience,  pro- 
voke me  to  it. 

"  Don't  talk  to  me  of  your  affection.  Pooh  I  To  let  a 
friend  come  out  of  prison  after  ten  weeks  locking  up — de- 
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graded  in  character — calumniated  and  tortured  in  mind — to 
let  him  come  to  what  had  hitherto  been  the  solace  of  all  his 
distresses  (his  painting-room)  stripped  of  all  that  rendered  it 
delightful,  and  stripped,  too,  under  the  smiling  pretences  of 
friendship,  and  under  the  most  solemn  assurances  that  every- 
thing would  be  returned,  and  then,  on  the  very  morning  I 
came  home,  when  one  would  have  thought  all  beastly  feel- 
ings of  interest  would  have  been  buried  in  the  pleasure  of 
welcoming  me  back,  at  such  a  moment  to  break  your  word, 
and  to  add  to  my  forlorn  wretchedness  by  refusing  to  keep  it, 
is  a  disgrace  to  your  heart  and  understanding,  and  will  be 
even  after  you  are  dead,  as  well  as  while  you  are  living. 
Had  1  known  the  extent  of  what  you  had  been  guilty  of,  I 
would  have  scorned  to  receive  the  balance  of  Samson.  It 
was  only  when  I  came  home  I  saw  what  you  had  done. 

"  However,  Mrs.  Haydon  says,  if  1  will  only  say  you  shall 
not  be  a  loser,  the  pictures  and  sketches  shall  come  back  di- 
rectly. I  told  you  so  in  prison,  and  still  tell  you  so  now. 
You  know  that ;  but  your  delight  is  the  delight  of  the  tiger 
over  his  prey,  not  to  kill  at  once,  but  to  play  with  your  vic- 
tim. I  tell  you  again  you  shall  not  be  a  loser.  Now  keep 
your  word  with  Mrs.  Haydon,  and  send  back  the  things.  I 
did  not  intend  to  say  a  word  more,  but  as  this  proposition  to 
Mrs.  Haydon  is  not  unreasonable,  to  oblige  her,  I  say  you 
shall  not  be  a  loser. 

"  Put  this  among  your  collection  and  bind  them  up.  Now 
you  have  made  a  step,  and  I  have  made  a  step.  I'll  be 
frank  ;  a  threat  is  always  the  last  refuge  of  a  coward.  I  do 
not  threaten ;  but  if  the  things  (pictures  and  sketches)  are 
not  all  in  my  painting-room  by  Friday  night  (I  allude  only 
to  those  you  took  away  with  the  last  books  you  returned), 
without  any  asperity,  or  any  ungrateful  impertinence,  or  any 
wish  to  wound  a  kind-hearted  (at  bottom)  old  friend,  but 
solely  on  the  principle  of  justice  to  myself  and  family,  with 
a  wish  still  to  retain  our  affection,  on  Saturday  I  shall  be 
guilty  of  the  violence  to  my  own  heart  of  giving  you  notice 
to  quit,  according  to  the  terms  of  our  lease,  at  Midsummer 
next,  but  as  soon  as  possible  before. 

"  I  am,  dear  Newton,  yours  truly  and  affectionately, 

"B.  R.  Haydon. 

"Mr.  Newton." 

The  kind  Newton  (though  he  made  show  of  sending  a 
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notice  on  his  part)  did  not  accept  this  notice  to  quit.  He 
sends  two  notes  in  answer,  written,  not  with  ink,  but  v/ith 
very  milk  of  human  kindness.  Was  ever  reminder  more 
gently  conveyed,  passion  more  effectually  disarmed,  or  unde- 
served reproach  more  completely  turned  back  upon  the  re- 
proacher  than  by  these  short  replies? 

"  Dear  Haydon, — I  shall  send  the  pictures  and  sketches 
to  you  •^o-day,  if  possible. 

"  Mrs.  Haydon  spoke  of  the  sketch  of  the  Widow's  Son  as 
though  it  had  been  received  with  the  last  things  brought 
away.  I  referred  to  your  note  that  came  with  it,  and  others, 
to  assure  Mrs.  Haydon  how  it  came  into  my  possession,  and 
the  only  convenience  your  note  can  be  of  to  me  is  to  bring 
them  forward  to  rectify  any  misunderstanding.  This,  and 
your  promissory  notes  (stamped  and  unstamped),  being  un- 
pleasant truths,  I  suppose  you  call  scandal  ;  of  them  I  have 
an  abundant  fund. 

"  I  will  write  you  about  the  lease. 

"Yours  truly,  W.  F.  Newton. 

"  22d  December,  1836." 

"  Dear  Haydon,;^— The  old  fashion  comphments  of  the  sea- 
son. A  merry  Christmas  and  a  happy  New  Year,  and  many 
of  them,  is  my  sincere  wish  to  you  and  yours,  and  I  hope  you 
are  as  free  from  ill  will  to  any  one  as  I  am. 

"  I  have  yet  to  learn  what  act  of  mine  is  considered  an  in- 
sult to  yourself;  but  as  I  am  certain  I  am  incapable  of  offer- 
ing one,  I  give  myself  little  trouble  about  it. 

"  Thanks  for  your  good  wishes,  and  the  ticket  for  the  lec- 
tures, of  which  I  have  omitted,  to  acknowledge  the  receipt. 
"  Yours  truly,  W.  F.  Newton." 

''December  22d.  Called  on  Wilkie  after  a  long  absence. 
He  seemed  much  annoyed  at  my  saying  in  my  evidence  that 
he  had  been  frightened  at  being  seen  with  me  in  the  streets 
after  my  attack  on  the  Academy.  I  told  him  it  was  true, 
which  he  did  not  deny,  because  it  was.  We  had  breakfasted 
on  a  Sunday  with  Seguier  after  the  attack,  and  on  coming 
out  he  said,  '  It  will  not  be  right  to  be  seen  with  you,'  and 
he  went  away.  I  explained  to  him  that  I  mentioned  the 
fact  to  illustrate  the  condition  of  abjectness  to  which  English 
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art  had  been  reduced  by  such  a  man  as  he  being  terrified  by 
my  attack. 

"The  fact  is,  he  is  sore,  for  since  the  appearance  of  my 
evidence  he  has  been  quizzed. 

"  He  was  occupied  with  several  interesting  subjects — Sir 
David  Baird  finding  Tippoo,  Mary  Glueen  of  Scots'  escape, 
Cotter's  Saturday  Night,  and  an  Enghsh  Bridal  Morning,  all 
of  which  he  is  as  fit  for  as  his  footman.  What  a  pity  it  is 
he  has  left  the  style  for  which  he  is  eminently  qualified  I  He 
seemed  bitterly  to  lament  my  attacks  on  the  Academy.  He 
said,  '  Ah,  you  would  have  been  an  old  Academician  years 
ago,  had  all  your  pictures  well  hung,  and  there  would  have 
been  no  disputes.'     Poor  dear  Wilkie  I 

"  I  asked  him  about  his  knighthood.  He  said  the  King 
said  to  him,  '  Is  your  name  David  ?'  '  Yes,  your  Majesty.' 
'Are  you  sure  it  is  not  Saul?'  said  the  King.  This  was  very 
well. 

"  Wilkie  described  his  feelings  after  like  a  child.  W^e  had 
a  very  interesting  conversation.  In  the  middle  of  all  sorts 
of  groans  at  my  rebel  apostacy,  suddenly  he  would  say  of  some- 
thing in  his  picture,  in  the  exact  tone  of  former  days,  '  Hay- 
don,  I  think  that  ought  to  be  dark.'  I  would  then  put  up 
my  finger,  as  we  used  to  do,  and  say,  '  Certainly  it  wants 
deepening.'  Then  at  it  we  would  go  again,  and  I  would  say, 
'  You  want  blue — as  a  bit  of  relief.'  '  Ah,  but  wouldn't  that 
destroy  candle-light  ?'  '  No,  it  would  add.'  I  then  told  him 
I  was  painting  Saragossa,  and  wanted  Spanish  dresses.  He 
rang  the  bell,  and  got  me  all  I  wanted.  To  show  the  vil- 
lainy of  print-sellers — he  had  never  seen  the  heroine  of  Sar- 
agossa, though  she  was  advertised  as  having  sat  to  him  for 
his  picture  of  the  same  subject. 

"  I  reproached  Wilkie  with  his  utter  neglect  of  me  in  my 
misfortunes,  his  never  calling  to  see  me  in  prison,  or  to  chat 
with  or  console  my  wife.  These  are  unpardonable  things, 
but  a  result  of  the  same  timidity  of  character.  I  s*aid,  in  al- 
lusion to  something,  '  Would  you  bear  this  ?'  '  Of  course,' 
said  he.      '  Why,'  said  I,  '  what  a  deal  you  must  bear.'     '  To 
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be  sure,'  said  Wilkie.  He  then  lamented  I  had  not  consult- 
ed him  before  attacking  the  Academy — bitterly — as  if  he 
"would  have  stopped  me. 

"  We  parted  good  friends  as  ever,  and  I  was  much  inter- 
ested. In  his  art  he  has  certainly  gone  back — in  colour  he 
is  yellow  and  heavy,  and  Frenchy  in  his  life  works. 

"  He  seemed  croaking  as  to  the  little  prospect  of  public 
encouragement.  But  as  I  know  the  King  approved  of  de- 
signs in  the  House  of  Lords,  I  shrewdly  suspect  Master  David 
has  an  eye  that  way. 

"  2Zd,  24:th.  Lectured  last  night  with  the  greatest  ap- 
plause. Was  heartily  welcomed.  My  dear  landlord  and  I 
will  separate,  I  fear.  Nettled  at  my  perseverance  in  resent- 
ing his  insult,  he  has  given  me  notice  to  quit,*  which  I  shall 
do  ;  for  I  had  become  a  slave  to  his  caprice,  from  suffering 
myself  to  become  too  dependent  on  his  assistance.  I  shall 
feel  his  want,  and  he  is  the  last  man  I  shall  ever  allow  my- 
self to  be  attached  to. 

"  Poor  Newton  I  I  shall  miss  your  kind  heart  and  honest 
face.  He  never  would  have  acted  so  if  his  friends  had  not 
become  jealous. 

"Dec.  3]st.  The  last  day  of  1836.  A  year  of  bitter  sor- 
row— great  promise — great  mercy — shocking  disappointment 
— but  a  glorious  victory. 

"  I  have  lost  more  time  in  this  year  than  in  any  before  dur- 
ing my  life  from  eighteen  years  old.  I  began  several  pictures, 
and  have  finished  none.  I  have  never  had  so  many  unfinish- 
ed pictures  at  once  in  all  my  life. 

"  In  all  my  troubles  I  have  had  reason  to  be  deeply  grate- 
ful. My  children  are  improved  and  good.  My  eldest  boy  has 
undoubted  and  high  genius,  and  my  dear  Mary  is  spared  to  me 
in  health  and  happiness.  In  fact,  I  can't  be  low-spirited.  I 
can't  complain.  I  have  a  tendency  to  feel  my  heart  warm 
toward  my  good  Creator  under  all  circumstances,  and  think 
life  a  blessing,  even  in  a  prison." 

*  This  was  mere  '•  brutum  fulmen,''^  and  never  enforced.     Haydon 
died  in  the  house  in  1846. 
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1837. 

There  was  little  in  this  year  of  Haydon's  history  to  call  for 
particular  remark,  if  it  be  not  the  unusual  absence  of  money 
cares  and  embarrassments.  This  was  owing  to  his  lectures, 
the  delivery  of  which  in  London,  Liverpool,  Manchester,  Bir- 
mingham, Leeds,  Hull,  and  other  of  our  large  towns,  brought 
him  in  the  means  of  supporting  his  family,  while  it  gratified 
his  strong  craving  for  personal  display,  and  for  assertion  of  his 
views  about  art. 

As  1  have  said  before,  these  lectures  have  been  published, 
and  any  elaborate  account  of  them  would  be  out  of  place  here. 
The  published  ones  are  twelve  in  number  :  on  the  State  and 
Prospects  of  British  Art,  on  the  Skeleton,  on  the  Muscles,  on 
the  Standard  Figure  of  the  Greeks,  on  Composition,  on  Colour, 
on  Invention  in  Art,  on  Fuseli,  on  Wilkie,  on  the  Eflect  of 
Societies  of  Literature  and  Art  on  Public  Taste,  on  a  Compe- 
tent Tribunal  in  Art,  on  Fresco  Painting,  on  the  Elgin  Mar- 
bles, on  the  Theory  of  the  Beautiful. 

In  the  course  of  his  lecturings  Haydon  gained  many  ac- 
quaintances and  friends.  His  strong  enthusiasms,  and  his 
passionate  and  pictm^esque  expression  of  them,  had  com- 
manded attention  at  all  times  of  his  life,  and  now  drew 
about  him  many  of  the  more  ardent  natures  in  each  town. 
It  was  thus  that  he  obtained  this  year  at  Liverpool,  through 
the  recommendation  of  his  friend  Lowndes,  a  commission  to 
paint  a  picture  of  Christ  blessing  little  Children,  for  the 
church  of  the  Blind  Asylum. 

''January  2d.  Spent  yesterday  at  Hamilton's.  Read  a  lec- 
ture to-night  to  some  society  at  16  Tower  Street — to  my  in- 
finite amusement  at  the  intense  attention  paid  to  me  by  a  set 
of  dirty-faced  journeymen  and  two  servant-girls.  I  had  prom- 
ised a  young  attorney  to  do  so,  and  kept  my  word.  It  is  ex- 
traordinary to  think  of. 

"  When  I  really  made  a  good  hit,  I  saw  all  the  room  nod- 
ding. It  was  an  eating-house  till  six,  when  the  master  (a 
member)  cleared  out  for  a  lecture,  and  lent  it  for  nothing.    The 
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company  filled  the  boxes,  and  I  was  placed  at  the  head  on  two 
or  throe  boards. 

"  I  was  shown  up  into  a  library  where  was  a  likeness  of 
Tom  Paiiie.  I  saw  I  was  in  a  scrape.  If  that  had  been  the 
room,  I  would  have  insisted  that  the  fiend  should  be  taken 
down,  or  I  would  have  left  the  room.  This  comes  of  prom- 
ising young  attorneys,  to  soften  costs,  without  inquiring  char- 
acter. 

"  3d,  4:th,  and  5th.  Finished  my  tenth  lecture.  To-morrow 
I  read  it. 

"  6th.  Delivered  it  with  great  applause. 

"  Met  Ewart  yesterday  in  the  streets.  He  told  me  all  was 
going  wrong  with  the  School  of  Design.  Poulett  Thomson 
had  made  the  Council  exclusively  academical.  Chantrey  took 
the  lead,  and  had  utterly  ruined  it.  To-day  I  called  on  Ren- 
nie  and  had  all  the  particulars. 

"  The  Council  has  resolved,  first,  that  the  figure  shall  not 
be  the  basis  of  the  education  ;  secondly,  that  every  student 
who  enters  the  School  of  Design  shall  be  obliged  to  sign  a 
declaration  not  to  practice  either  as  historical  painter,  portrait 
painter,  or  landscape  painter  I 

"  10th.  In  very  great  irritation  about  this  perversion  of  the 
School  of  Design,  and  was  going  to  give  Chantrey  a  thorough 
dressing.  But  now  comes  the  question.  Shall  I  do  good  ? 
Will  it  be  right  for  me  to  stop,  or  ought  I  to  go  on  ?  If  a 
blow  be  struck,  their  proceedings  will  be  checked  at  the  be- 
ginning. If  not  checked,  they'll  take  root.  Burke  said  to 
Barry,  'You  will  find  the  same  contests  in  London  and  in 
Paris,  and  if  they  have  the  same  effect  on  your  temper,  they 
will  have  the  same  efiect  on  your  interests.' 

"It  keeps  one  in  such  continual  hot  water.  I  complain 
that  writing  my  lectures  hurts  my  pictorial  mind,  and  I  re- 
ally would  give  the  world  never  to  be  disturbed  again,  but 
to  keep  myself  in  tranquillity  and  peace,  pursuing  my  de- 
lightful art. 

"  11th.  Worked  slightly,  but  advanced.  Wrote  Lord  Mel- 
bourne, telling  him  the  whole  conduct  of  Poulett  Thomson. 
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"  14:th.  Saw  Poulett  Thomson  to-day,  I  told  him  that  I 
had  heard  that  a  resolution  had  been  passed  that  no  student 
of  the  School  of  Design  would  be  admitted  unless  he  signed  a 
declaration  that  he  would  not  practice  history,  portrait,  or 
landscape.  He  denied  it,  and  said,  'Who  has  been  telling 
you  these  stories?'  'But  has  it  been  passed?'  No  reply. 
I  told  him  I  had  heard  it  was  resolved  that  the  study  of  the 
figure  was  not  necessary.  '  And  is  it,'  he  said,  '  to  fellows 
who  design  screens  V  My  God  I  what  would  Aristotle  have 
said  to  this,  after  declaring  the  study  of  design  increases  the 
perceptions  of  beauty  ?  I  did  not  say  'You  ought  to  know 
it  is,'  as  he  ought. 

"  I  then  burst  out,  and  told  him  the  figure  was  the  basis 
of  all  design,  of  which  he  seemed  totally  incredulous.  He 
said  he  would  consult  Eastlake  and  Cockerell.  I  told  him 
Eastlake  and  Cockerell  were  good  men  and  true,  but  timid. 
I  told  him  he  had  selected  Chantrey,  the  greatest  bust-maker 
on  earth,  but  the  most  incompetent  person  to  judge  of  prin- 
ciples of  art.  He  had  no  invention,  no  knowledge  of  prin- 
ciples ;  and  I  understood  that  when  Mr.  Bellenden  Ker  said, 
'  "VVe  must  first  settle  the  principle  of  the  thing,'  he  said,  '  As 
to  principle,  I  have  been  thirty  years  in  the  art,  and  have 
never  got  hold  of  a  principle  yet.' 

"  '  It  is  very  improper,'  said  Thomson,  '  for  gentlemen  to 
talk  thus  to  you  of  the  Council.'  '  I  tell  you,'  said  I,  '  no 
gentlemen  have  talked  to  me  :  I  have  seen  none.' 

"  I  said,  '  Is  it  consistent  with  the  principles  of  Lord  Mel- 
bourne's government  to  make  a  Council  wholly  academical]' 
'  I  selected  the  best  artists — Calcott  is  the  best  landscape 
painter,  and  Chantrey,  surely,  at  the  head  of  his  profession.' 
*  No,  he  is  not,'  1  replied.  'Who  is  higher  V  '  Surely  West- 
macott  has  done  more  poetical  things  than  Chantrey,  and  so 
has  Bailey  ;  and  why  are  not  Martin  and  Rennie  on  the 
Council?'  'What  pretensions  has  Rennie  ?'  '  He  does  the 
naked,  and  is  a  judge  of  what  is  necessary  for  a  school  of  de- 
sign.' 'Why  is  he  against  the  Academy  ?'  '  On  principle.' 
'  But  he  has  no  subject  of  complaint.'     '  That  is  the  very 
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reason  his  opinion  is  valuable,  because  his  objections  are  on 
the  broad  principles  of  things.' 

"  '  Depend  on  it,  if  the  figure  be  not  the  basis  of  instruc- 
tion, it  will  all  end  in  smoke.  The  government  will  be  dis- 
gusted, and  it  will  be  given  up.'  I  said,  '  I  have  no  ulti- 
mate object,  I  have  no  wish.  There  are  delicacies  connect- 
ed with  my  misfortunes  that  make  me  shy  of  intruding  ;  but 
I  do  think  that  if  you  put  only  Academicians  on  the  Coun- 
cil, you  will  become  their  tool.'     We  then  parted. 

"  I  startled,  worrited,  and  plagued  him.  He  flattered  me, 
but  it  would  not  do ;  I  stuck  to  my  point. 

"  He,  like  all  Whigs,  seemed  inclined  to  soften  and  oil,  in 
order  that  they  might  keep  their  places. 

"  11  th.  I  made  a  clear  statement  to  Poulett  Thomson, 
proving  that  the  figure  was  the  basis  ;  that  the  same  prin- 
ciple regulated  the  milk-jug  and  the  heroic  limb  ;  that  the 
ellipsis  was  the  basis  of  Greek  art,  and  the  circle  of  the  Ro- 
man ;  that  if  the  figure  was  not  the  basis,  the  government 
money  would  be  thrown  away,  and  the  public  disappointed. 
He  returned  my  statements  with  his  compliments.  I'll  state 
the  same  thing  on  Saturday  to  the  Mechanics',  and  we  shall 
see.  I  offered  Thomson  my  Lecture  '  On  a  Competent  Tri- 
bunal and  the  Taste  of  the  Upper  Classes,'  but  he  did  not 
take  the  hint. 

"  ISth.  Went  to  the  Bench  to-day,  and  saw 's  brother, 

who  is  a  complete  character,  affecting  the  diplomatist :  he 
has  always  '  a  letter  to  write,'  and  '  Palmerston  is  a  man  that 
must  not  be  hurried.'  The  facts  are,  he  is  in  debt ;  can't  pay 
it ;  asserts  the  government  owes  him  a  great  deal,  and  pre- 
tends it  will  pay  him.  I  said  to  him,  '  I  hope  you'll  soon  be 
at  work  and  with  your  family.'  '  Yes,'  said  he,  with  an  air 
of  supreme  mystery,  '  I  dare  say  it  will  be  settled  this  session.' 
I  had  a  great  mind  to  say,  '  Does  it  precede  the  reform  of  the 
Lords?'  I  was  amazingly  struck  at  the  squalidness  of  the 
place,  after  being  at  home  and  at  work  in  comfort.  It  was 
shocking,  yet  I  did  not  think  so  when  there.  After  being  long 
there,  they  seem  to  suffer  bitter  necessity  ;  after  a  certain  time 
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prisoners  are  forgotten  ;  poor  fellows,  they  looked  like  moult- 
ing birds. 

"  Poor  Lord  Audley  is  dead.  He  was  more  the  dupe  of 
villains  than  a  villain  himself.  He  died  of  apoplexy  on  the 
14th  inst.  1  should  think  the  late  exposure  must  have  shaken 
him  much. 

"  2Qth.  Lectured  at  the  Mechanics' — extempore,  and  with 
complete  success.  The  audience  seemed  amazingly  impress- 
ed with  the  description  of  the  eagle  in  Prometheus. 

"  25th.  This  is  my  birth-day — born  1786 — jfifty-one  years 
old  to-day.  At  eighteen  I  surveyed  my  state  of  mind  for  the 
first  time  in  my  life,  and  have  never  ceased  doing  so  every 
year  since. 

"  I  find  now  my  judgment  matured.  A  conviction  at  last 
has  arrived  that  the  Deity  can  not  eradicate  evil,  and  that 
the  mortal  can  only  make  a  compromise  with  it.  But  this 
is  no  reason  it  should  not  be  opposed  or  checked — resisted  or 
turned  aside,  if  possible. 

"  I  find,  after  thirty-three  years'  struggle,  the  state  of  art 
certainly  with  a  better  prospect  —  the  Academy  completely 
exposed — the  people  getting  more  enlightened — a  School  of 
Design  begun  ;  and  I  more  than  hope  the  House  of  Lords 
will  be  adorned  with  pictures. 

"  O  God  I  spare  my  intellect — my  eyes — my  health — my 
life,  to  see  that  accomplished  ;  to  see  my  devotion — my  sin- 
cerity— my  perseverance  rewarded  and  acknowledged  ;  to  see 
my  honour  proved  by  the  payment  of  my  debts,  and  my  dear 
family  established  in  virtue  and  credit,  and  I  will  yield  my 
breath  with  cheering.     Amen,  with  all  ray  soul. 

''February  15th.  Worked  hard.  At  the  Mechanics'  In- 
stitute last  night  to  instruct  a  class.  I  thought  they  would 
have  smothered  me,  they  crowded  round  so  with  their  draw- 
ings ;  the  horrors  I  have  suffered  come  across  my  mind,  when 
a  blaze  of  anticipated  glory  swells  my  soul,  just  as  it  did 
when  I  began  Solomon,  at  twenty-six  years  old,  without  a 
guinea. 

"  Dear  Hamilton  called,  and  seemed  much  pleased." 
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In  April  this  year  Haydon  visited  Edinburgh,  where  he 
lectured  with  great  success,  and  received  from  the  directors 
of  the  Edinburgh  Philosophical  Association  the  honour  of  a 
public  dinner  on  the  22d  of  that  month. 

The  Ibllovving  entries  in  the  Journal  refer  to  this  visit. 

"April  6th.  I  left  town  in  the  Clarence  steamer.  Had  a 
furious  gale  ofi'  Flamborough  Head  ;  saw  many  a  dandy's 
dignity  prostrated  by  sickness  ;  was  sick  myself,  but  contrived 
to  keep  it  secret,  and  was  amazingly  impressed  by  the  black 
and  foaming  wave  —  the  watery  and  lowering  sky  —  the 
screaming  gulls,  and  creaking  rigging — while  the  persevering 
energy  of  the  steam-paddles,  which  nothing  stopped,  gave  me 
a  tremendous  idea  of  the  power  of  science  contending,  as  it 
were,  with  defying  contempt,  against  the  elements  of  God. 

"  The  gale  lulled  about  noon,  and  by  sunset  we  were  clear, 
and  making  way  in  style.  The  old  piper  came  on  deck,  ready 
to  strike  up  at  the  first  sight  of  Scotland.  We  just  got  a  view 
of  the  Cheviot  Hills  as  the  sun  gleamed  out,  and  up  screeched 
the  piper,  as  if  all  the  devils  of  Hades  were,  trying  to  sing 
through  their  noses,  while  squeezing  them  with  their  fingers 
and  thumbs — and  yet  the  sound  was  original  and  poetical. 

"  I  had  not  been  in  Edinburgh  for  seventeen  years.  The 
town  was  much  altered  and  improved — Sir  Walter  and  many 
friends  were  dead — all  grown  older — some  scattered  by  dis- 
ease, and  others  distressed  by  poverty.  Such  is  life,  or,  rather, 
such  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death. 

"  I  began  my  lectures  on  the  20th,  and  was  very  success- 
ful. I  brought  forward  a  naked  model,  and  was  received 
with  enthusiasm.  I  have  got  more  hold  of  the  upper  classes, 
because  they  are  concentrated  here  ;  and  I  think  I  have  had 
a  very  great  efiect. 

"  13th.  Went  to  Holyrood,  and  bargained  with  the  house- 
keeper to  let  me  come  back  by  candle-light,  and  see,  and 
walk  up  the  very  stair-case  which  Ruthven  and  Darnley  stole 
up  on  the  night  of  the  murder  of  Rizzio.  It  is  extraordinary, 
this  desire  to  feel  a  grand  and  new  sensation. 

"  15th.  Lectured,  and  the  audience  endorsed  with  applause 
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my  attack  on  the  Academy,  which  was  severe.  I  brought 
them  to  this  last  assault  by  degrees. 

"  I6th.  Breakfasted  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ireland,  a  friend 
of  Campbell's  (the  poet),  who  knew  him  in  his  boyhood  — 
spoke  highly  of  him,  and  said  he  supported  two  sisters.  He 
(Campbell)  feared  he  had  driven  his  only  son  mad  by  too 
eager  desire  to  advance  him — very  likely.  Men  of  genius 
are  bad  teachers  —  too  quick,  too  eager,  and  too  violent,  if 
not  comprehended." 

From  Scotland  Haydon  proceeded  by  sea  to  Liverpool,  and 
thence  to  Leicester,  where  he  lectured  to  crowded  and  enthu- 
siastic audiences. 

On  these  occasions  Haydon  rushed  about  with  his  usual 
impetuosity.  The  characters  he  met,  the  objects  of  antiqui- 
ty or  historical  interest  he  saw,  the  manufactories  he  visited, 
are  always  referred  to  in  the  Journals,  and  he  never  quitted 
a  place  without  leaving  a  strong  impression  behind  him.  His 
lectures  seem  to  have  been  uniformly  successful,  though  the 
fierceness  of  his  attacks  on  the  Academy,  as  might  be  ex- 
pected, were  not  always  approved,  while  the  tone  of  his  crit- 
icism of  contemporary  painters  was  often  complained  of  as 
unduly  depreciatory. 

After  lecturing  at  Leicester,  he  returned  to  town,  and 
thence,  on  the  16th  of  May,  proceeded  to  Manchester,  of 
which  he  says  on  the  26th, 

"  I  find  Manchester  in  a  dreadful  condition  as  to  art.  No 
school  of  design.  The  young  men  drawing  without  instruc- 
tion. A  fine  anatomical  figure  shut  up  in  a  box — the  house- 
keeper obliged  to  hunt  for  the  key.  I'll  give  it  to  them  be- 
fore I  go. 

"  Before  I  came  up  I  was  threatened  with  vengeance  if 
I  alluded  to  the  Academy.  I  began  the  first  lecture.  No 
hisses.      I  proceeded  last  night,  and  got  applause." 

In  Manchester  he  not  only  lectured,  but  agitated  for  the 
establishment  of  a  School  of  Design,  which  was  founded  the 
year  after. 

"  June  1st — 6th.  Lecturing  till  I  am  sick.     I  am  not  happy 
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in  Manchester.  The  associations  of  these  hideous  mill-prisons 
for  children  destroy  my  enjoyment  in  society.  The  people 
are  quite  insensible  to  it ;  but  how  they  can  go  on  as  they 
do,  in  all  their  luxurious  enjoyments,  with  those  huge  facto- 
ries overhanging  them,  is  most  extraordinary. 

"  ilth,  IQt.h.  This  was  imagination.  I  have  since  ex- 
amined large  factories  —  2000  in  one  room,  and  found  the 
children  healthy  and  strong,  and  the  room  well  aired  and 
wholesome." 

The  month  of  July  he  spent  quietly  at  Broadstairs  with 
his  family,  principally  for  the  benefit  of  his  wife's  health, 
which  was  now  much  shaken. 

''July  6th.  Not  being  able  to  pay  up  my  rates  in  the  ap- 
proaching struggle,  and  keep  my  love  here  too,  I  M'rote  the 
Duke  of  Sutherland  and  stated  the  case.  Directly,  like  a  fine 
fellow  as  he  is,  he  took  two  more  shares  in  my  Saragossa, 
which  will  enable  me  to  do  it.     Huzza  !" 

This  year  her  present  Majesty  came  to  the  throne.  Hay- 
don  applied,  unsuccessfully,  as  might  have  been  expected,  for 
the  appointment  of  her  historical  painter.  It  is  amusing  to  see 
his  affected  struggles  and  doubts  after  he  had  taken  this  step. 

"  July  9th.  Felt  degraded  in  my  own  estimation  in  conde- 
scending to  ask  the  Duchess  of  Sutherland  to  interfere  with 
the  dueen  to  appoint  me  her  historical  painter,  with  an  in- 
come hke  West.  If  I  succeed,  what  will  become  of  my  hb- 
erty  ?  I  do  it  for  dear  Mary's  sake,  as  her  health  is  feeble, 
and  any  more  shocks  would  endanger  her  life. 

"If  the  Glueen  were  to  say,  'Will  he  promise  to  cease  as- 
saulting the  Academy  V  I  would  reply,  '  If  Her  Majesty  would 
offer  me  the  alternative  of  the  block  or  to  cease  assaulting,  I 
would  choose  the  block.'  IVous  verrons.  Nothing  will  come 
of  it,  and  secretly  I  hope  nothing  may.  I  have  not  played 
my  cards  well  with  the  Duchess  and  the  Glueen.  I  had  a 
fine  moment  which  I  did  not  press. 

"  Went  up  at  one — Sunday — with  800  people.  Paid  my 
rates  and  taxes  before  nine  on  Monday,  and  was  at  Broad- 
stairs  at  seven  the  same  eveninsr. 
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"  The  utter  recklessness  of  the  Sabbath  by  the  people  on 
board  was  dreadful — betting,  drinking,  and  smoking. 

"  I  was  known  on  board,  and  addressed  ;  when  they  knew 
who  I  was  they  began  to  be  profound,  which  was  interest- 
ing, considering  they  were  half  drunk." 

On  his  return  to  town  at  the  end  of  July,  Haydon  got  a 
large  canvass  on  his  easel,  and  began  a  picture  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  Maid  of  Saragossa  cheering  on  the  besieged  in  an 
attack.  Wilkie  lent  him  his  Spanish  costumes  for  the  picture 
(the  subject  of  which  he  had  himself  painted  before  this),  but 
he  could  not  set  to  work  very  cheerfully,  for  his  resources  were 
wellnigh  exhausted.  Lecturing  furnished  just  enough  to  keep 
the  wolf  from  the  door,  and,  as  we  have  seen,  it  was  only  by 
the  kindness  of  his  staunch  friend  the  Duke  of  Sutherland, 
in  taking  two  shares  in  this  picture,  that  he  had  been  enabled 
to  pay  his  rates  and  taxes  the  month  before. 

''August  6th.  Called  on  Hamilton.  He  seems  desirous  I 
should  leave  London  if  I  can  get  advantageous  offers.  Never. 
I  say,  as  Johnson  says,  '  Give  me  the  full  tide  of  human  life 
at  Charing  Cross.' 

"  7th.  Made  an  oil  study  for  my  heroine.  She  must  be  a 
Spanish  beauty.  After  all  my  success  this  year,  I  have  re- 
turned to  my  winter  studies  with  only  three  sovereigns  left. 
One  my  wife  got  to-day  for  the  house,  and  thus  I  started  the 
heroine's  head  with  £2  Is.  6d.  capital. 

"  This  is  always  the  way.  If  the  dueen  would  but  grant 
me  a  pension — something  to  rest  upon — I  should  feel  a  se- 
curity of  escaping  the  work-house.  Now  I  do  not.  I  am 
nearly  fifty-two.  I  can  hardly  last  eighteen  years  more,  with 
all  I  have  gone  through. 

"  In  composition,  telling  a  story,  form  and  expression,  I 
know  myself  equal  to  the  great  men,  but  in  individual  paint- 
ing of  heads  I  am  vastly  inferior. 

"  This  I  have  yet  to  accomplish,  and  accomplish  it  I  will, 
by  God's  blessing. 

"  9th.  Never  disregard  what  your  enemies  say.  They  may 
be  severe,  they  may  be  prejudiced,  they  may  be  determined 
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to  see  only  in  one  direction,  but  still  in  that  direction  they 
see  clearly.  They  do  not  speak  all  the  truth,  but  they  gener- 
ally speak  the  truth  from  one  point  of  view,  as  far  as  that 
goes  :   attend  to  them, 

"  They  sneer  at  my  success  in  lecturing,  and  say,  '  It  is  a 
pity  he  does  not  paint  more.'  Of  course  it  is  a  great  pity, 
considering  my  deficiencies.  That  is  a  sneer  I  can  and  will 
profit  by. 

"  10th.  Mr.  Meek,  former  secretary  to  Lord  Keith,  passed 
the  evening  with  us,  and  amused  us.  He  went  to  Napoleon 
with  Lord  Keith  when  it  was  announced  to  him  he  was  to 
go  to  St.  Helena.  He  said  Napoleon  kept  them  standing. 
His  face  had  a  dead  marble  look,  but  became  interesting  when 
speaking.  He  said  it  was  true  a  man  came  from  London  to 
summon  Napoleon  to  a  trial,  and  chased  Lord  Keith  all  day. 

"  He  said,  when  Napoleon  came  on  board,  he  kept  asking 
every  body  whether  they  were  going  to  St.  Helena. 

"  nth.  Studied  the  whole  morning  at  the  British  Gallery. 
Guercino  hung  between  Titian  and  Tintoretto.  It  was  curi- 
ous and  interesting  to  study  why  Guercino  was  not  so  high  as 
Titian  or  Tintoretto.  Guercino  was  of  the  second  crop  of 
Italian  genius.  He  is  intrusive,  hard,  vulgar,  and  gross. 
Nothing  could  exceed  Titian's  Philip  II.  It  was  perfect  in 
drawing,  colour,  and  execution  ;  just  real  enough,  without 
being  hard  ;  just  execution  enough  to  save  it  from  high  finish,' 
and  colour  enough  to  prevent  its  being  dull.  Nature — nature 
itself  The  ground  on  which  he  stands  might  have  been  a 
little  lighter  to  advantage,  but  if  it  have  not  got  darker,  Ti- 
tian thought  otherwise. 

"  30ih.  In  the  city  to  raise  money  to  pay  my  dear  Frank's 
schooling.  I  succeeded,  returned  fagged,  and  to  work  on  Mr. 
Hope's  Falstaff  and  Prince  Hal. 

"Thus  ends  August.  Seventeen  and  a  half  days  I  have 
worked.  Saragossa  settled.  Now  what  shall  I  proceed  to 
finish?      Poictiers  or  Saragossa?" 

During  this  month  Haydon  was  writing  letters  in  the  Spec- 
tator, addressed  to  Lord  John  Russell,  commenting  on  the 
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evidence  given  before  Mr.  E wart's  Committee,  with  especial 
reference  to  that  of  the  President  of  the  Academy.  It  appears 
to  me  mmecessary  to  refer  more  particularly  to  these  letters, 
for  they  contain  little  but  amplifications  of  topics  of  attack 
with  which  the  readers  of  these  memoirs  must  be  already 
familiar,  and  much  of  the  reasoning,  even  if  sound  then,  has 
ceased  to  be  applicable  to  the  Academy  now.  Besides,  there 
intrudes  in  all  Haydon's  attacks  a  personality  so  bitter  as  al- 
most to  neutralize  the  truths  they  contain,  and  his  quarrel 
with  Sir  Martin  A.  Shee  has  now  lost  such  interest  as  it  may 
have  had  at  the  time. 

In  September  Haydon  had  the  great  gratification  of  re- 
ceiving from  the  committee  of  the  Asylum  for  the  Blind  at 
Liverpool  a  commission  for  a  picture  on  the  subject  of  Christ 
blessing  little  Children,  for  400  guineas,  as  a  companion  to 
Hilton's  picture  already  in  the  church  of  the  Asylum.  The 
oiler  came  in  a  letter  from  Mr.  Lowndes,  a  munificent  patron 
of  the  arts  in  Liverpool,  and  it  was  mainly  owing,  no  doubt, 
to  his  exertions  and  those  of  Mr.  Winstanley  that  the  com- 
mission was  ofiered. 

"  Septeinber  12th,  I3th.  Let  me  survey.  I  came  home 
with  my  family  from  Broadstairs,  July  31st.  In  August  I 
got  XlO  10s.  from  the  Duke  of  Devonshire  for  a  share  in 
Saragossa,  and  that  is  all  professional  receipts  for  six  weeks  I 
Since  then  I  have  received  a  commission  for  400  guineas,  but 
the  above  is  all  I  have  actually  received  to  this  time. 

"The  interval  between  my  employments — as  I  have  a 
family  that  must  be  fed  and  educated — generally  produces 
debts,  and  that  produces  embarrassment. 

"  I  had  to  pay  XI 2  lOs.  for  my  boy,  and  borrowed  it  at 
26-.  in  the  pound  for  tw^o  months.  I  borrowed  £5  more  to 
that  XlO,  so  that  I  have  incurred  a  debt  of  £,32  10s.  before 
I  begin  my  commission,  and  this,  again,  is  a  nucleus  formed 
for  future  embarrassment.  Half  the  month  is  gone.  FalstafF 
is  done.  The  sketch  for  Liverpool  done.  Saragossa  quite 
ready  to  do,  and  Poictiers  nearly  done.  I  am  waiting  for 
another  reply,  and  then  1  fly  to  my  canvaSvS." 
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On  the  23d  the  Liverpool  picture  was  begun  (with  the 
usual  prayer  for  a  blessing  on  it),  and  on  the  5th  of  October 
he  visited  Liverpool  to  determine  the  place  it  should  occupy 
in  the  church,  and  to  see  Hilton's  work,  to  which  it  was  to 
serve  as  companion.  He  says  of  Hilton's  picture  that  it  is 
"  broad,  though  chilly  in  colour,  but  a  good  picture,  and  cred- 
itable to  his  talent." 

Before  the  end  of  October  the  composition  of  the  picture 
was  settled.* 

Haydon  was  now  busy  with  his  Liverpool  commission,  and 
preparing  for  a  fresh  round  of  the  great  northern  manufac- 
turing towns,  where  he  never  failed  to  find  warm  friends  and 
applauding  audiences.  He  took  occasion  in  these  tours,  wher- 
ever he  could,  to  urge  the  formation  of  Schools  of  Design  ; 
and  such  a  school  was  founded  at  Manchester  in  this  year. 
Probably  no  previous  attempts  of  Haydon's  to  disseminate  an 
interest  in  art  were  so  useful  or  successful  as  these  lectures, 
and  what  connected  itself  with  them,  or  followed  from  them. 
Most  of  his  efforts  in  this  way,  hitherto,  had  flowed  too  di- 
rectly from  his  feud  with  the  Academy,  or  were  too  much 
mixed  up  with  his  own  quarrels,  distresses,  and  disasters,  for 
the  truths  of  art  which  they  asserted  ever  to  have  full  effect. 
But  in  several  of  his  lectures  he  got  rid  of  such  disturbing 
elements,  and  when  he  did,  his  views  were  sound  and  en- 
nobling. But  "self"  \vith  him  always  so  distorted  judgments 
and  estimates  as  to  provoke  in  many  readers  and  hearers  op- 
position or  indifference  to  the  best  and  truest  things  he  could 
say  or  write  about  his  art. 

"  October  29th.-\  Began  this  day  this  new  Journal.     What 

*  I  regret  that  in  a  recent  visit  to  Liverpool  (in  1852)  I  was  unsuc- 
cessful in  my  attempt  to  see  the  pictures,  as  they  were,  for  the  time, 
rolled  up  and  put  away,  in  consequence  of  the  damp  of  the  new  church 
where  they  should  be  hung. — Ed. 

t  The  twenty-second  volume  of  the  Journals  opens  at  this  date, 
with  the  motto,  "  Fear  not  to  be  strong  in  the  Lord,  that  He  may 
confirm  you ;  cleave  unto  Him,  for  the  Lord  Almighty  is  God  alone, 
and  beside  Him  there  is  no  other  Saviour." 
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after  so  many  years  are  the  prospects  of  art  and  the  country  ? 
The  art  has  decidedly  advanced  in  public  opinion.  Among 
the  upper  classes  the  feeling  for  it  has  decreased.  The  Court 
and  the  nobility  are  just  in  the  same  state  of  infantine  pas- 
sion for  portrait,  and  by  portrait,  and  by  portrait  alone  will 
any  man  make  his  way  to  high  places  here. 

"  SOth.  Worked  hard,  and  at  the  head  of  Christ,  which  is 
the  best  I  have  done,  in  promise.  When  I  remember  the 
anxiety  about  the  head  of  Christ  in  Jerusalem  in  the  art  and 
in  fashionable  life,  and  reflect  on  the  utter  apathy  now,  it  is 
shocking. 

"  3\st.  Last  day,  and  a  very  bustling,  idle  month  I  have 
passed.  I  have  lectured  with  great  success,  and  to  over- 
whelming audiences — especially  on  Friday,  vihen  I  had  two 
of  the  Blues — wonderful  men — the  one  a  Theseus,  the  other 
a  Gladiator,  and  they  were  received  con  furore. 

"  November  \th.  Met  Rogers  in  the  park.  People  are  be- 
ginning to  peep  about,  and  heave  in  sight  for  the  season.  I 
told  him  I  had  just  been  to  the  Duke  of  Sutherland's  to  see 
De  la  Roche's  picture  of  Strafford.  I  said  it  was  a  fine  work, 
but  still  a  French  work.  In  looking  round  at  the  Murillos, 
the  difference  of  what  was  and  what  is  raises  interesting 
questions.  There  is  no  life  in  French  pictures.  The  basis 
of  all  French  art  is  the  theatre  and  the  lay-figure.  The  flesh 
is  smooth  and  bloodless.  Rogers  touched  me  in  the  side  and 
said,  '  G-ive  us  something  boiler  of  the  same  sort — you  could.' 
I  went  to  the  Velasquez  afterward.  It  was  a  ripe  peach 
after  currier's  leather.  The  Duke  has  given  a  high  price. 
It  is  large,  and  yet  such  is  the  perversity  that,  like  Thomas 
Hope,  he  objects  to  my  painting  large.  Thomas  Hope  ob- 
jected to  my  doing  Solomon  the  size  of  life,  and  yet  gave  a 
French  painter  at  the  very  same  time  800  guineas  for  Dam- 
ocles, full  size. 

"  I  ask  any  impartial  person  if  my  Solomon,  Jerusalem, 
and  Lazarus  are  not  greater  works  than  De  la  Roche  has 
ever  done.  Yet  where  are  they  all  ?  Solomon  in  a  hayloft, 
Lazarus  in  a  bazaar,  and  Jerusalem  out  of  the  country. 
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"  6th.  Sat  for  my  portrait-bust  to  Park.  Sent  my  chil- 
dren to  church,  but  did  not  read  prayers  to  myself,  which 
is  wicked  and  ungrateful.  The  reason  is,  I  am  in  no  dan- 
ger pecuniarily  —  feel  no  want  of  God's  protection,  and 
forget  his  past  mercies.  This  shows  what  human  grati- 
tude is. 

"  9^/t.  This  day  the  dueen  (who  will  never  forgive  me 
for  sending  her  a  ticket  of  admission  to  the  raffle  of  Xenophon) 
goes  to  dine  in  the  city.  The  day  has  opened,  as  all  such 
days  do,  in  nubibus.  When  Napoleon  appeared  the  day  al- 
ways brightened,  and  I  sincerely  hope  her  young  feelings  will 
not  have  the  chill  a  bad  day  always  gives.  God  bless  her  I 
As  the  Committee  won't  let  me  into  the  hall,  my  dignity 
won't  let  me  stand  in  the  streets,  so  I  shall  finish  my  dra- 
pery, which  looks  gloriously  this  morning. 

"  God  protect  the  dear  little  Q,ueen  through  all  the  perils 
of  fog  and  feasting,  and  bring  her  home  safely,  and  make  her 
reign  over  us  long  and  lasting. 

"  l^th.  Lord  Egremont  is  dead — a  great  loss  to  all,  espe- 
cially artists.  He  was  an  extraordinary  man — manly,  straight- 
forward, tender-hearted,  a  noble  patron,  an  attached  friend, 
and  an  affectionate  and  indulgent  parent.  His  great  pleas- 
ure was  in  sharing  with  the  highest  and  humblest  the  ad- 
vantages and  luxuries  of  his  vast  income.  The  very  animals 
at  Petworth  seemed  happier  than  in  any  other  spot  on  earth 
— better  fed,  and  their  dumbness  and  helpless  dependence  on 
man  more  humanely  felt  for.  He  was  one  of  those  left  of  the 
old  school  who  considered  a  great  artist  as  fit  society  for  any 
man,  however  high  his  rank,  and  at  his  table,  as  at  Sir  George 
Beaumont's,  Lord  Mulgrave's,  or  Sir  Robert  Peel's,  painter 
and  sculptor,  poet,  and  minister,  and  soldier,  all  were  as 
equals. 

"  l^th.  At  Hamilton's  till  four.  He  had  been  to  Drayton 
and  saw  Napoleon  in  the  dining-room.  Sir  Robert  broached 
the  subject  about  the  charge  after  dinner — Lord  he  Grey  and 
others  present.  He  said  I  could  not  expect  to  keep  my  friends 
if  I  raised  my  charges  in  that  way.     This  was  not  fair,  as 
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Hamilton  said  ;  he  got  the  picture  for  100  guineas  owing  to 
a  mistake.  I  told  him  it  ought  at  least  to  have  been  X200, 
and,  after  all,  the  fair  price  was  X300." 

With  this  explanation  it  has  a  very  different  air. 

"  2Qth.  Saw  the  Glueen  pass  the  gallery  to  the  Lords.  Her 
appearance  was  singular.  Her  large  eye,  open  nostril,  closed 
mouth,  small  form,  grave  demeanour,  and  intellectual  look, 
surrounded  by  nobles,  ministers,  ambassadors,  peeresses,  states- 
men, and  guards,  had  something  awful  and  peculiar. 

"  22cl.  At  the  British  Museum  all  day,  writing  hard  for  my 
history  of  art. 

•'  2^d.  At  the  British  Museum  again.  Copied  materials 
for  my  history." 

And  then  follow  many  pages  of  a  summary  history  of  art, 
which  need  not  detain  us  here,  and  which  occupied  him  to 
the  close  of  the  month. 

In  December  of  this  year  his  pictures  of  the  Black  Prince 
and  the  Lord  Audley  at  Poictiers,  and  of  Faktaff  and  Prince 
Hal,  were  sent  to  the  exhibition  of  the  Edinburgh  Society  of 
Artists. 

1838. 

''January  25th.  Manchester.  Up  to  this  very  day  I  have 
neglected  my  Journal.  I  left  town,  and  arrived  here  after  a 
rapid  journey  by  train  from  Birmingham,  and  was  received 
with  the  same  enthusiasm  as  before.  To-day  is  my  birth- 
day, when  I  complete  my  fifty-second  year.  A  meeting  took 
place  in  the  committee  room  of  the  Mechanics',  to  consider  the 
propriety  of  founding  a  School  of  Design.  I  read  my  propo- 
sition, which  was  received  with  cheers — Mr.  James  Frazer 
in  the  chair.  Mr.  Heywood  was  present.  Some  one  wished 
an  elementary  school  to  be  added  before  beginning  the  figure, 
but  I  urged  the  necessity  of  uniting  the  artist  and  the  me- 
chanic, as  in  Greece  and  Italy,  and  I  think  I  impressed  the 
audience.  Finally,  an  active  committee  was  formed  to  take 
the  matter  into  consideration  preparatory  to  calling  a  public 
meeting.     This  I  consider  the  first  serious  move.     Thanks 
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were  voted  me,  and  inwardly  I  thank  God  I  have  Hved  to 
see  this  day.^ 

"  2Sth.  Dined  out  with  a  very  fine  fellow — Darbyshire, 
and  Heywood  (banker),  Fairbairn  (engineer),  and  others,  with 
some  nice  women,  one  with  a  fine  head,  who  sat  opposite  me 
at  table.  "We  talked  of  the  School  of  Design.  Heywood  said, 
*  It  was  astonishing  how  it  would  get  on  if  men  had  shares 
bearing  interest — not  but  what,'  he  added,  '  I  prefer  dona- 
tions.' This  was  a  regular  hint  for  starting  a  '  School  of 
Design  Company,'  and  after  all,  perhaps,  this  must  be  the 
way  in  England.  We  shall  see.  Bankers  are  shrewd  ones. 
Liked  Fairbairn  much — a  good  iron  steam-engine  head.  To 
see  his  expression  when  they  talked  of  '  Ernest  Maltravers' 
made  me  inwardly  rejoice.  '  I  can  not  get  through  novels,' 
said  he.  It  showed  his  good  sense.  He  has  risen  from  a 
foundry  labourer  to  be  master  of  as  great  a  manufactory  as 
any  in  the  world. 

"  29th.  Got  a  Celsus,  and  was  struck  more  strongly  than 
ever  with  the  evidence  of  the  dissection  of  the  Greeks.  It 
was  lent  me  by  a  young  surgeon  in  the  house.  He  refers 
to  the  Greeks  about  the  diaphragm,  which  the  Greeks  call 
didcppayfia — (fypdyfia  is  '  a  fence.'  How  came  they  to  call  it 
so  but  from  internal  examination? 

"Lectured  at  the  Royal  Institution  and  Mechanics'.  Au- 
diences stuffed.  Laid  the  subject  of  a  School  of  Design  before 
them.  Enthusiastically  received.  Committee  met  to-day. 
All  goes  right.  Moneyed  men  must  not  be  bullied.  Great 
effort  to  keep  the  mechanics  temperate. 

"  February  Sd.  Dined  at  Fairbairn's  after  passing  the 
morning  at  his  vast  engine  works.  Boilers  for  400  horse 
power  engines — iron  melting  by  fire  that  would  have  aston- 
ished the  devils — roaring  like  thunder — dark  with  brightness, 

*  It  is  in  favour  of  the  soundness  of  Haydon's  views  as  to  Schools 
of  Design  that  this  very  Manchester  school,  after  some  years'  lan- 
guishing under  a  system  the  opposite  to  that  here  indicated,  has  late- 
ly seen  and  acknowledged  the  necessity  of  coming  to  Haydon's  prin- 
ciple. 
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red  with  heat,  and  liquid  like  lava.  We  had  a  pleasant 
party,  but  the  conversation  in  all  country  towns  is  on  do- 
mestic politics.  On  any  broad  question  they  get  spitish,  and 
you  see  the  aim  is  to  rival  another  establishment,  or  mortify 
a  political  opponent.  Turner,  the  surgeon,  Frazer,  the  con- 
noisseur, and  Darbyshire,  the  attorney,  see  things  broadly. 

"  5th.  Left  Manchester  yesterday,  Sunday,  and  arrived 
here  (Leeds)  at  five.  After  the  spirit  of  London  and  Man- 
chester, Leeds  seems  stupid.     Nous  verrons. 

"  &th.  Lectured  last  night.  They  seem  High-Church  and 
bigoted.  I  was  asked  after  if  I  meant  to  attack  the  Church, 
because  I  said  the  Reformation  had  ruined  High  Art.  Hamil- 
ton has  given  me  a  letter  to  Theodore  Hook's  relative.  Dr.  Hook. 

"  l^th.  Dined  with  Mr.  Bankes,  and  had  a  very  pleasant 
evening.  Spent  the  morning  with  Miss  Bankes  in  looking 
over  her  collection  of  shells,  according  to  La  Marque.  I 
gained  immense  knowledge,  as  I  went  through  every  species 
from  the  earliest  formation  to  the  last.  The  people  here 
think  her  cracked.  How  evident  is  the  cause  of  learned 
people  being  thought  magicians  in  an  earlier  state  of  society. 

'' Ibth.  Left  Leeds,  where  I  have  met  a  kind  reception 
and  great  enthusiasm,  for  Manchester.  Attended  to-day  the 
first  considerable  meeting  for  a  School  of  Design.  There  was 
a  decent  muster,  and  every  body  sincere.  I  seconded  the  last 
resolution,  and  the  debate  concluded.  I  then  ran  to  the  train, 
and  was  in  Birmingham  in  four  hours  and  a  half.  On  Tues- 
day, 20th,  I  went  to  Tamworth,  and  thence  to  Drayton,  hav- 
ing found  Sir  Robert  Peel's  servant  waiting  to  conduct  me. 
My  Napoleon  looked  admirably.  Sir  Robert  had  placed  it 
in  the  centre  of  his  drawing-room,  in  the  place  of  honour. 
Lawrence's  Lady  Peel  looked  really  exquisite  as  far  as  head 
and  neck.  The  Teniers  and  Vandyke  were  beautiful.  The 
old  masters  ground  their  colours  purer  than  modern  men.  All 
the  modern  pictures  looked  coarse  and  gritty.  The  house  is 
splendidly  comfortable,  and  a  noble  consequence  of  integrity 
and  trade. 

"  2\st.  Set  off  for  town,  where  I  arrived  after  being  thir- 
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teen  hours  outside,  and  after  having  accomplished  all  I  left 
town  to  do — the  establishment  of  a  School  of  Design  at  Man- 
chester, and  the  excitement  of  the  people.  If  God  spares 
my  life,  I  will  raise  such  a  commotion  about  the  Court  that 
shall  make  it  ashamed  of  its  miniature  trash  and  patronage. 
It  is  quite  disgraceful. 

"  26th,  21th,  28th.  Did  business  to  get  clear  for  devoting 
myself  for  finishing  Christ  Blessing  little  Children.  Called 
in  at  the  School  of  Design,  Somerset  House.  My  heavens  I 
what  a  scene  I  Eight  or  nine  poor  boys  drawing  paltry  pat- 
terns— no  figures — no  beautiful  forms. 

''March  18th.  Went  to  church  ;  but  prosperity,  though  it 
makes  me  grateful,  does  not  cause  me  such  perpetual  relig- 
ious musings  as  adversity.  When  on  a  precipice  where  noth- 
ing but  God's  protection  can  save  me,  then  I  delight  in  re- 
ligious hope,  but  I  am  sorry  to  say  my  ambition  ever  dwin- 
dles unless  kept  alive  by  risk  of  rain.  My  piety  is  never  so 
intense  as  when  in  a  prison,  and  my  gratitude  never  so  much 
alive  as  when  I  have  just  escaped  from  one. 

"  22d.  Out  the  whole  day.  Lectured  in  the  evening  on 
the  School  of  Design.  Wyse  and  E  wart  were  present,  Wyse 
made  a  capital  speech,  carrying  out  my  principles,  the  prin- 
ciples of  my  early  enthusiasm.  It  was  a  complete  victory, 
and  now  it  will  get  into  the  House  effectually.  They  both 
said  I  stirred  up  the  people  in  the  country.  It  was  curious 
to  find  Elmes,  my  old  friend,  the  editor  of  the  Annals,  Vice- 
president  after  so  many  years.     God  grant  us  victory, 

"  25th.  My  picture  is  well  advanced,  and  I  have  been 
blessed  throughout  so  far.  God  bless  me  to  the  end.  This 
last  year  a  good  deal  of  money  has  passed  through  my  hands, 
out  of  which  I  can  not  save — my  boys  are  so  expensive.  If  I 
think  what  is  to  become  of  me  in  my  old  age,  something 
whispers  me,  '  Trust  in  God,  as  usual.'  " 

An  agitation  was  about  this  time  started  for  a  monument 
to  Nelson.  Haydon  took  a  deep  interest  in  the  proposal,  and 
contributed  a  design  to  the  competition,  which  resulted  in  the 
selection  of  the  Trafalgar  Square  column  and  statue. 
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Haydon's  original  design  was  a  Greek  temple,  with  a 
sinnple  statue  of  Nelson  in  the  cella,  and  on  the  walls  pic- 
tures of  four  of  the  most  remarkable  incidents  in  his  ca- 
reer. 

1.  The  receiving  the  sword  of  the  Spanish  officers  on  the 
quarter-deck  of  the  San  Josef. 

2.  The  explosion  of  L'Orient  at  the  battle  of  the  Nile. 

3.  His  signing  the  letter  to  the  Crown  Prince  at  the  bom- 
bardment of  Copenhagen. 

4.  The  death  at  Trafalgar. 

This  design  he  communicated  on  the  9th  of  April  to  Sir 
George  Cockburn  in  a  letter,  but  did  not  then  propose  ap- 
parently to  enter  regularly  into  the  competition. 

''March  lltJi.  Out  the  whole  day.  Spent  two  hom-s  at 
Sir  Robert  Peel's.  Studied  the  magnificent  Silenus.  Good 
God,  what  a  scale  I  Studied  the  Chapeau  de  Faille — model 
of  pamting  hands  and  head — bosom  not  beautiful — hat  bad- 
ly put  on.  Miss  Peel  was  with  her  French  governess — a 
beautiful,  domestic,  and  interesting  girl.  She  came  out  into 
the  gallery  and  received  me  most  kindly,  so  that  I  hope  Sir 
Robert  and  I  will  be  reconciled.  I  pursued  wrong  under  the 
impression  of  right,  and  he  opposed  me,  convinced  he  was 
right. =^  When  I  found  among  my  papers  indisputable  evi- 
dence of  my  feelings  at  the  time,  which  proved  I  was  Avrong, 
I  told  him  so  at  once.  1  could  do  no  more,  and  he  seems  to 
think  so. 

"  Lady  Peel's  portrait  with  her  bonnet  was  very  sweet, 
but  bordering  on  manner.  Yet  it  was  tender,  and  suited  the 
nature  of  Lawrence  :  whenever  Lawrence  painted  the  Duch- 
ess of  Sutherland  or  Lady  Peel,  he  seemed  to  forget  all  his 
coquetish  expressions." 

By  an  accident,  the  committee  of  his  Liverpool  employers 
delayed  a  remittance,  and  at  once  the  old  difficulties  recom- 
menced. 

"  \&th.  Advanced  by  finishing  last  week,  every  thing  now 

*•  In  allusion  to  the  difference  touching  the  price  of  the  Napoleon 
picture. 
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being  settled,  but  the  Liverpool  committee  not  keeping  their 
engagement  with  me,  I  begin  to  be  harassed.  They  prom- 
ised me  my  £50  on  the  8th.  I  promised  landlord  and  col- 
lector of  rates  and  taxes.  I  have  broken  my  vi^ord  with  all 
of  them.  I  feel  lowered  again,  and  after  ten  months  of 
prosperity,  I  begin  to  feel  the  usual  blessings  of  devoting 
one's  self  to  a  large  picture  on  contingencies.  I  raised  £5 
on  my  prints.  To-day  I  have  got  95.  in  my  pocket,  and  out 
go  my  anatomical  studies  for  the  wants  of  the  week. 

"  18^7^.    Heard    yesterday   from    Liverpool,  but   no    cash. 
This  is  careless,  and  unlike  men  of  business.      The  conse- 
quence was,  I  sent  out  my  dinner  suit  to-day  for  £1    10s. 
The  Manchester  men  told  me  that  the  Liverpool  people  were 
all  show,  and  at  Leeds  Dr.  Hook  said,  '  We  give  a  Liverpool 
man  ten  years.'     JSmn  verrons.     Hard  at  work,  and  finish- 
ed the  legs,  but  not  satisfied.      After  lunch  I  got  into  an  omni- 
bus and  drove  down  to  the  National  Gallery,  and  studied  Cor- 
regio's,  Rubens's,  and  Reynolds's  children.     Of  the  three  Ru- 
bens's  were  best,  Corregio's  beautiful  too.      I  came  back  like 
a  lion,  kept  down  the  off  leg,  softened  both,  and  greatly  im- 
proved them.     The  day  has  been  one  of  real  ecstasy.     I  had 
a  beautiful  baby  in  the  morning.      Studied  glorious  works, 
and  succeeded.     Laiis  deo.     Now,  if  the  £50  comes,  I  defy 
mortality. 

"  Really,  looking  at  Reynolds,  I  thought  the  head  of  the 
Lifant  Jesus  as  finely  painted  as  any  thing  in  the  world,  but 
on  coming  to  him  again  from  Titian  and  Corregio,  the  mate- 
rial was  too  apparent.     But  for  manly  breadth,  nothing  could 

be  finer. 

"  Those  three  ladies,  too,=^  are  exquisite.  He  was  a  great 
man,  and  I  think  Reynolds,  Hogarth,  Wilson,  Gainsborough, 
and  Wilkie  keep  ground.  The  English  school  will  rise,  now 
they  are  fairly  hung. 

"  2&th.  Lectured  last  night  with  gi'eat  success,  going  into 
the  whole  Academy  question.  It  was  considered  I  had 
proved  my  position.     Took  out  my  great-coat  to  go  to  the 

*  Reynolds's  Graces. 
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lecture.  I  sent  it  back  again  by  my  old  Fidus  Achates  for 
12s.  this  morning,  to  furnish  us  for  the  day. 

"  2Qth.  Av'jourcVhui  fai  i-egu  cent  guinees  sterling,  hier 
au  soir  actuellement  sans  quatre  scheUi?igs  !  Telle  est  ma 
vie :  un  jour  au  soimnet,  'pendant  le  jour  suivant  au  bout 
de  besoin  et  miser e  ! 

'■'  Grace  a  Dieic  pour  sa  bonte  de  ce  matin.  Half  past 
one.  Was  there  ever  any  thing  like  it  ?  This  moment  J^ai 
regu  de  Liverpool  V autre  £50.  Cent  cinquante-cinci  livres 
dans  un  jour,  apres  la  plus  graride  necessite  !  Grace  a 
Dieu  encore. 

"All  this  can  be  traced  to  human  causes.  Tiie  treasurer 
"was  ill  and  forgot  me.  He  returned  and  sent  the  money.  It 
was  inclosed  by  post.  In  the  mean  while  a  young  lady 
wished  to  be  a  pupil.  I  dine  there — the  father  makes  me 
an  offer.  I  propose  another.  He  accepts  and  appoints.  Be- 
cause the  treasurer  was  ill,  because  he  came  back,  because  he 
sent  the  money,  because  it  was  put  in  the  post,  because  the 
train  met  with  no  accident,  because  the  postman  did  not 
break  his  neck,  was  not  a  thief,  because  my  servant  went  to 
the  door  when  he  knocked,  and  because  I  went  into  the  city 
for  similar  progressive  reasons,  I  got  <£100  first,  and  the  .£50 
came  after." 

But  now  came  a  heavy  blow — the  death  of  his  second  step- 
son, Simon  Hayman,  by  the  bite  of  a  serpent  in  Madras  Roads, 
thus  announced  to  him  by  the  lad's  captain. 

"  Her  Majesty's  sloop  Wolf,  ) 

"  Trinconialee,  December  31st,  1837.  \ 
"  My  dear  Sir, — I  regret  much  indeed  the  painful  task  I 
am  about  to  take — the  communication  to  you  of  the  melan- 
choly demise  of  your  son,  S.  Hayman,  which  took  place  in 
consequence  of  the  bite  of  a  reptile  on  board  Her  Majesty's 
brig  Algerine,  at  anchor  in  Madras  Roads,  when  a  sea-serpent 
came  on  board,  having  been  hooked  by  a  marine.  The  late 
Mr.  S.  Hayman  took  it  in  his  hand,  and  the  animal,  when  ir- 
ritated, seized  hold  of  his  hand  over  the  metacarpal  bone  of 
the  forefinger,  and  held  the  doubled-up  skin  firmly  between 
his  jaws  until  he  was  forced  to  let  go  his  hold.  This  occurred 
at  7  30  A.M.      Mr.  Hayman  held  the  occurrence  lightly,  went 
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down  to  breakfast,  and  soon  after  felt  some  uneasiness  in  his 
throat,  which  quickly  began  to  swell  :  the  patient  fell  giddy, 
not  long  after  insensible,  and  died  exactly  at  10  30  A.M., 
three  hours  after  the  accident.  A  few  exceedingly  small 
punctures  were  seen  where  the  animal  bit  the  hand.  Soon 
after  death  the  throat  was  discoloured,  the  body  spotted, 
which  in  a  few  hours  became  offensive,  and  it  was  found 
necessary  to  bury  it  at  4  P.M.  the  same  evening.  There 
were  two  medical  men,  who  did  all  they  could,  and  all  that 
was  possible  on  the  occasion,  but  so  very  rapid  and  deadly 
was  the  poison  that  no  good  arose  from  any  remedies,  and 
the  first  hour  was  necessarily  lost  by  the  patient  himself 
treating  the  thing  lightly,  and  as  of  no  material  consequence. 

"  The  snake  was  preserved,  and  examined  by  Mr.  Bland, 
surgeon  of  Her  Majesty's  sloop  Wolf,  under  my  command,  and 
found  to  be  six  feet  six  inches  in  length,  general  colour  yellow, 
with  forty-three  black  rings  nearly  equidistant.  Its  thick- 
ness about  six  inches  near  the  vent,  from  which  the  tail  pro- 
jected vertically,  flat  or  compressed.  Upper  jaw  two  rows 
of  small  teeth,  the  inner  row  indented  in  the  intermaxillary 
bones  like  the  common  adder,  but  no  fang  teeth  could  be  de- 
tected, nor  could  it  be  seen  whether  the  snake  had  hollow  or 
tubed  teeth  from  want  of  a  powerful  lens.  Under  jaw  had 
one  row  of  teeth,  many  broken,  and  worn  from  age.  In  th ) 
above  account  I  have  given  you  every  information  in  my 
power  (at  present).  And  as  for  his  effects  (according  to  his 
verbal  wish),  they  are  strictly  kept,  and  will  be  sent  to  you. 
His  clothes  (naval)  may  come  in  for  his  brother,  as  my  poor 
unfortunate  shipwrecked  brother's  did  for  me. 

"  In  concluding  this  melancholy  detail,  I  beg,  my  dear  Sir, 
to  acquaint  you  that  your  late  step-son  was  very  much  re- 
spected, and,  in  fact,  beloved  by  all.  He  bid  fair  for  a  fine 
officer,  and  there  exists  no  doubt,  had  he  survived  the  melan- 
choly catastrophe,  he  would  have  done  honour  to  the  British 
navy.  We  who  knew  him  shall  ever  feel  most  deeply  im- 
pressed at  the  loss,  and  his  memory  will  ever  be  much  re- 
spected by  all. 

"  Wishing  you  will  be  in  time  reconciled  to  the  will  of  one 
who  calls  the  best  first  to  his  presence, 

"  I  remain,  my  dear  Sir,  yours  much  concerned, 

"  Edward  Stanley." 

** May  \Zth.  Read  prayers,  and  passed  the  day  in  doing 
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nothing  but  moving  about,  then  looking  at  my  pictures  and 
studying  effect.  It  is  extraordinary  the  indisposition  of  chil- 
dren for  church.  Surely  I  had  no  such  indisposition.  I  re- 
member going  to  prayers,  and  listening  to  Gandy  with  abso- 
lute pleasure.  I  remember  always  listening  to  his  sublime 
reading  of  the  Litany  with  delight.  Not  one  of  my  children 
has  the  least  of  it.  They,  in  reality,  hate  going  to  pubhc 
"worship.  Frank  says  he  hates  to  pray  with  a  parcel  of  fools 
who  come  to  be  looked  at.  Frederick  says  he  likes  it,  all  but 
the  sermon,  and  my  little  girl  says  she  goes  to  please  me. 
Thus  it  is.  If  I  read  prayers  and  a  Blair's  sermon,  they  all 
join,  because  they  know  they  are  released  in  an  hour,  but 
Church  is  always  matter  of  discontent. 

"  20th.  My  poor  Hayman  haunts  us  all.  His  death  is  af- 
flicting—  dreadfully  so.  To  be  hurried  to  the  grave  in  full 
health  and  spirits  in  three  hours.  Poor  fellow  I  he  never 
lived  to  receive  his  mother's  and  sister's  letters.  Thank  God 
he  got  mine,  and  his  last  breath,  as  it  were,  was  a  blessing 
on  me,     I  loved  him  like  my  own  boy. 

"  21st.  Hard  at  work,  and  finished  the  other  hand.  Now 
for  the  back  figure,  and  then,  huzza  for  the  conclusion  I 

"  I  think  I  am  less  satisfied  now  than  ever  with  my  own 
efforts.  Surely  I  must  be  on  the  eve  of  some  grand  attempt. 
I  am  dying  for  daring  foreshortenings  and  desperate  actions. 

"  22d.  Dreadfully  anxious  and  hard  at  work.  I  rubbed 
out  and  rubbed  in  endlessly,  but,  feeling  the  benefit  of  ad- 
mitting all  classes  while  the  work  is  in  progress,  and  all  classes 
having  pronounced  judgment  on  the  muscular  beggar,  I  took 
him  out  after  engaging  a  Horse-Guard,  and,  sending  for  a 
female  model,  put  in  a  sweet  girl  looking  over  an  infant. 
This  kept  up  the  feeling,  and  this  morning  (23d)  I  see  it 
will  do  ;  so  I  shall  finish  it,  and  this  is  an  immense  anxiety 
eased. 

"  24:th.  Put  in  the  head  of  a  young  girl.  It  is  a  great  im- 
provement. My  dear  Mary  still  continues  very  low  about 
poor  Hayman. 

"  25th.  Studied  the  effect,  and  lectured.     Ewart  proposed 
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a  petition  to  bring  up  the  Cartoons  to  be  presented  by  Wyse. 
Success  to  it. 

*'  21th.  Walked  and  looked  at  the  grand  entrance  to  the 
railway.  It  is  extraordinary  how  decidedly  the  public  has 
adopted  Greek  architecture.  Its  simplicity,  I  take  it,  is  suit- 
able to  English  decision. 

''June  1st.  Called  on  Ewart,  and  told  him  strongly  they 
were  hurrying  on  the  art  too  fast ;  that  they  were  going  to 
petition  to  have  the  Cartoons  when  they  had  no  place  to  put 
them  in.  'Turn  out  the  Academy,'  said  Ewart.  'What  is 
to  become  of  the  Cartoons  in  the  mean  time  ?  You  can't  turn 
them  out.'  '  The  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  said  they 
would  be  ready  to  go  if  the  public  wished.'  This  is  a  radical. 
All  they  want  is  movement ;  here  is  a  man  who  proposes  to 
move  the  Cartoons,  and  before  they  can  be  lodged  must  get 
out  an  Academy,  which  has  just  got  in.  I  told  him  false 
movements  ruined  battles. 

'' Ath.  Went  out  early  on  business.  Winstanley  called  from 
Liverpool,  Called  on  Beechey,  who  was  full  of  a  new  vehi- 
cle.* He  amused  me  excessively  by  reading  extracts  from 
copies  he  had  made  from  a  memorandum-book  of  Reynolds's, 
in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Gwatkin,  who  married  his  niece.  It 
was  most  entertaining.  At  the  end  of  a  day's  work  and  a 
new  portrait,  he  put  down  '  Sono  stabilito  in  maniere  di 
dipingere,'  and  would  paint  the  very  next  portrait  in  a  totally 
different  way.  In  the  same  work,  wax,  gum,  copaiva,  oil, 
Venice  turpentine,  were  all  used  in  turn.  Often  first  he  put 
'  cerata  ;'  that  is,  waxed  the  ground  before  he  painted.  Often 
prepared  with  black,  white,  and  blue,  and  glazed  with  yellow 
lake,  and  then  painted  warm  and  cooled  with  ultramarine  by 
glazes.  I  never  saw  a  man  so  uncertain  ;  and  the  beautiful 
delusion  of  fancying  his  manner  of  painting  was  fixed  I — just 
like  a  man  of  great  genius  who  has  a  peculiar  weakness, 

"  ItJi.  Lord  and  Lady  Burghersh  called  yesterday,  and  sug- 
gested removing  the  column,  and  the  improvement  is  enor- 
mous. Too  much  can  not  be  said  to  them  for  their  thought 
*  See  these  extracts  in  the  Appendix  to  this  volume. 
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and  taste.  To-day  I  cleared  the  picture ;  threw  the  v/hole 
background  into  sky  and  landscape,  and  the  flatness  gave 
double  value  to  the  foreground.  Every  day  one  learns  some- 
thing from  one's  self  and  others. 

"  Duke  of  Sutherland  called  to-day,  and  said  he  was  ranch 
pleased  with  the  character  and  head  of  Christ.  He  thought 
the  children  not  Jewish  enough.  This  was  a  sound  remark, 
so  that  if  I  get  the  child  done  to-morrow,  this  week  will  have 
been  well  passed. 

"  If  a  foreground  be  flat,  let  a  background  be  complicated; 
if  a  foreground  be  complicated,  let  a  background  be  flat. 

"  Sth.  Painted  in  a  head.  Is  it  equal  to  Titian  or  Rey- 
nolds, Vandyke  or  Rubens  ?  No  ;  disgrace  that  it  is  not.  My 
mind  is  teeming  with  improvement,  and  something  v/ill  come 
of  it.     The  first  symptom  is  disgust  at  what  I  do. 

"  ^th.  Much  fatigued.  Worked  hard,  and  got  the  boy 
nearly  done.     This  week  advanced  well,  but  not  enough. 

"  \Qth.  Read  prayers.  Sent  the  children  to  church,  and 
Frank  and  I  walked  after.  My  eyes  irritable  from  having 
had  no  rest  Friday  or  Saturday.  I  am  convinced  that  on 
Friday  and  Saturday,  what  with  reading,  writing,  painting, 
and  lecturing,  thirty  out  of  the  forty-eight  hours  were  con- 
stantly employed.  Sometimes  such  is  the  extreme  activity 
of  my  brain,  that  I  fall  dead  asleep  like  Napoleon,  and  from 
the  same  cause,  wake  refreshed  and  at  it  again.  When  I 
come  to  dinner  my  dear  Mary  says  I  have  been  a  great  deal 
alone.  Such  a  sensation  never  enters  my  head.  I  never 
feel  alone.  With  visions  of  ancient  heroes,  pictures  of  Christ, 
principles  of  ancient  art,  humorous  subjects,  deductions,  sar- 
casms against  the  Academy,  piercing  remembrance  of  my 
dear  children,  all  crowding  upon  me,  I  paint,  write,  conceive, 
and  fall  asleep,  start  up  refreshed,  eat  my  lunch  with  the 
fierceness  of  Polyphemus,  return  to  my  room,  go  on  till  near 
dinner,  walk,  dine,  read  the  paper,  return  to  my  study,  com- 
plete what  I  have  been  doing,  or  muse  till  dusk,  then  to  bed, 
lamenting  my  mortality  at  being  fatigued.  I  never  rest ;  I 
talk  all  night  in  my  sleep ;  start  up :  I  scarce  know  whether 
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I  did  not  even  relish  ruin  as  a  source  of  increased  activity. 
*  Rest,  rest,  perturbed  spirit  I' 

"  \5th.  Got  up  so  wretched  in  my  eyes  from  overwork  that 
I  sallied  forth  to  seek  my  fortunes,  like  Cain  with  his  family, 
and  got  into  the  Great  Western.  The  instant  the  engine 
moved  I  felt  something  was  wrong.  It  laboured  and  jerked, 
and,  after  going  at  a  snail's  pace,  made  a  dead  stop  at  four 
miles.  After  a  great  deal  of  time  it  proceeded,  and  arrived 
at  West  Drayton  at  one,  thirteen  miles  an  hour.  This  was 
the  first  hour  of  an  intended  day  of  pleasure.  Weary  of  the 
idea  of  remaining  at  a  station  till  four,  I  determined  to  walk 
to  Hounslow,  but  rain  set  in,  so  I  hailed  a  tax-cart,  in  fact 
a  butcher's,  and  asked  him  if  he  would  take  me  to  Hounslow. 
He  said  he  would,  and  as  it  was  all  by  by-paths,  I  jumped  in. 
He  lent  me  a  sack  to  cover  my  knees,  and  by  wiping  myself 
continually  I  kept  the  rain  from  soaking  in.  We  got  on  very 
well.  He  told  me  the  winter  had  been  £10  out  of  his  way. 
All  his  potatoes,  turnips,  and  cabbages  had  been  ruined.  He 
said  he  was  married,  and  had  two  children.  He  said,  'You 
have  a  queer  coachman.  Sir,  haven't  ye  V  '  Never  mind,  my 
hero,  bring  me  to  Hounslow.'  After  a  long  trot  he  plunged 
into  the  open  road — Hounslow  two  miles.  I  thought  it  would 
be  rather  awkward  to  meet  the  Duke  of  Sutherland.  Trust- 
ing in  Providence  I  should  escape,  I  did  not  get  out ;  and 
while  I  was  thinking,  if  my  noble  friends  should  see  me,  what 
a  job  it  would  be,  suddenly  the  butcher  bawled  out,  '  The 
dueen  I  the  Clueen  I'  I  jerked  off  my  spectacles,  pressed  my 
hat  over  my  head,  hid  half  my  face,  and  waited.  First  came 
the  Lancers,  then  outriders,  then  the  Q,ueen,  then  a  carriage 
with  Prince  George  (I  think),  who  looked  at  me.  The  dueen's 
eye  I  escaped,  and  he  did  not  know  me. 

"  At  Hounslow  I  fell  in  with  a  stage,  and  got  to  town  at 
five. 

"  \Wi.  At  the  Gallery  at  night.  Sir  George,  Lord  Mul- 
grave,  Duke  of  Sutherland,  all  gone  I  and  the  glory  of  the 
Gallery  gone  Avith  them.  There  was  not  one  beautiful  head 
in  the  room. 
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"  Studied  a  Bassano  till  I  smelled  its  colour,  and  to-day 
dashed  into  my  sketch  what  I  imbibed.  Oh,  what  they  lose 
who  do  not  glory  in  the  old  painters  I  What  an  eye  I  What 
a  nerve  for  colour  !  How  I  sucked  it  in,  how  I  tasted  it  on 
the  tip  of  my  tongue — how  fiery  were  the  crimsons  I  how  de- 
licious the  surface  !  how  deep  the  tone  I  De  la  Roche  made 
me  sick.  His  diity  browns,  his  reds,  his  filthy,  leathery, 
bricky  flesh.     Yah  I 

"  I  am  the  same  man  as  ever.  Thirty  years  ago  I  had 
just  the  same  feelings,  the  same  delusions. 

**  Last  night,  as  I  was  looking  at  De  la  Roche's  picture  of 

Charles,  which  is  not  equal  to  the  Duke's  Strafford,  P 

was  standing  by  me.  He  said,  '  The  French  are  approach- 
ing us.'  I  replied,  '  The  French  have  decided  merits  we 
have  not.'     He  turned  away  in  a  rage. 

"  I  could  not  help  admiring  the  thorough-bred  impertinence 
of  R.  A.'s.  They  are  never  at  a  loss  to  keep  up  their  dig- 
nity. '  Approaching  us' — '  Us!'  The  immaculate  exquisite  I 
They  are  clever  fellows. 

"  19?/t.  What  I  find  fault  with  is  my  tendency  to  intellect- 
ual deduction.  I  have  as  much  pleasure  in  that  as  paint- 
ing. It  comes  on  in  spite  of  Titian,  Nature,  and  the  Elgin 
Marbles. 

"  \^th.  Hard  at  work,  and  did  half  the  baby.  Titian's 
flesh  in  children  is  exactly  the  milky  tint — Rubens  not  so. 
In  the  Three  Ages*  at  Bridgewater  House  the  three  little 
children  are  perfection.  My  flesh  in  my  baby  being  near  a 
red  cap,  the  reflections  are  red.  Mary  came  in  and  said, 
*  Children  who  suck  are  not  red,  hut  milky.'  This  was  the 
sound  criticism  of  a  mother. 

"  2i:th.  Dined    at   Mackenzie's  (an   old   friend),  and  met 

Lord  Paulet,  0 ,  Matthews  (the  brother  of  Lord  Byron's 

Matthews),  Mr.  Coulton,  and  two  others.     A  very  delightful 

evening  we  had,  because  we  got  on  the  Spanish  war.      0 

(though   one  of  the  Duke's  croakers  evidently)  said  capital 

things.       He  said  magistrates-,  priests,  people,  and  nobility 

*  By  some  attributed  to  Titian,  by  others  to  Giorgione. 
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were  all  with  the  Duke,  and  the  French  could  not  move 
without  the  Duke  immediately  knowing  every  movement. 
He  said  the  French  never  fought  much  after  Salamanca  and 
Albuera.  He  said  he  knew  that  the  Duke,  before  going  to 
Waterloo,  when  ministers  asked  whom  they  should  send  out 
if  any  accident  should  happen  to  him,  replied  '  Beresford  ;' 
but,  like  many  old  officers,  he  ascribed  more  to  circumstances 
than  to  Wellington's  genius.     Absurd. 

"  Lord  Paulet  told  some  interesting  things.  Among  a 
parcel  of  aids-de-camp  he  heard  one  say,  '  They  ran  away.' 
The  Duke,  who  was  near,  turned  round — '  Ran  away  I  to 
be  sure.  I  saw  a  whole  regiment,  officers  and  all,  run  like 
the  devil  in  the  Pyrenees  till  they  were  up  to  their  shoulders 
in  furze.'  Lord  Paulet  said  it  was  one  of  the  fifties.  The 
Duke  said  directly  after  he  saw  the  same  regiment  distin- 
guishing themselves  highly.  He  was  supposed  not  to  have 
seen  the  first  scene,  but  he  saw  the  last,  and  noticed  their 
gallantry  in  orders. 

"  Lord  Paulet  said,  one  night  in  Paris,  at  the  Varietes,  he 
and  the  Duke  found  a  dirty-looking  fellow  marked  with  the 
small-pox,  and  he  was  going  to  say  the  box  was  taken,  when, 
to  his  astonishment,  the  Duke  spoke  freely  to  the  stranger, 
and  they  got  into  a  deep  conversation.  When  the  Duke 
came  out,  he  said,  '  Do  you  know  who  that  is  ?  That's 
Rostopchin,  a  devilish  good  fellow.'  Mackenzie  then  said, 
in  reply  to  some  question,  Rostopchin  did  not  set  fire  to  Mos- 
cow ;  that  he  heard  him  declare  after  dinner,  upon  his  word 
of  honour  as  a  gentleman,  that  he  had  nothing  to  do  with  it. 
He  burned  his  own  villa  before  the  city  was  burned,  thus 
setting  the  example,  but  he  says  it  was  set  fire  to  by  thieves, 
who  hoped  to  plunder.  Mackenzie  said  the  question  with 
Russians  was,  Moscow  was  the  head-quarters  of  the  nobility, 
who  were  too  powerful  for  Alexander's  independence.  It  was 
suspected  the  burning  was  not  disagreeable  to  him.  The  no- 
bles were  very  angry  at  the  Tilsit  scene,  and  remonstrated  ; 
in  fact,  little  less  than  ordered  Alexander  to  have  nothing  to 
do  again  with  the  French  army,  or  even  to  see  Napoleon. 


1838.]         ANECDOTES  OF  THE  DUKE.  269 

"  0 then  returned  to  the  running  away,  and  said,  un- 
less keeping  the  ground  was  an  object,  officers  and  all  often 
took  shelter.  But  if  the  orders  were,  '  Keep  that  ground 
while  alive,'  every  man  would  drop  at  his  post. 

"  Mackenzie  said  he  was  present  when  a  French  officer  of 
artillery  was  taken  and  brought  to  Schwartzenburg.  Among 
other  questions,  they  asked  what  they  were  doing  in  the 
South.  '  Don't  you  know?  We  have  been  fighting  a  man, 
who,  if  he  had  your  army,  would  have  been  in  Paris  a  month 
ago.'  He  told  us  he  heard  the  Duke  say  Massena  was  equal 
to  120,000,  Ney  to  20,000,  but  that  Soult  combined  the  tal- 
ents of  both. 

**  He  said  the  11th  volume  of  the  Dispatches  was  delayed 
till  Soult  was  gone,  lest  it  might  have  injured  him  with  En- 
glish people. 

"  0 thought  nothing  of  Yittoria  because  there  was  no 

fighting.  I  asked  him  if  taking  150  pieces  of  cannon  and 
Lord  Hill's  flank  movement  were  nothing.  He  admitted,  un- 
willingly, that  was  something.       Vittoria  was  the  greatest 

because  there  was  no  fighting.     0 said  the  army  was 

sick  of  it  before  the  battle.    I  dare  say  all  the  croakers  were. 

"  0 was  exactly  the  sort  of  man  to  hit  short-sighted 

prejudices  between  wind  and  water  ;  to  attribute  the  success 
of  a  great  genius  to  circumstances,  to  information,  and  second- 
rate  causes,  instead  of  seeing  that  but  for  the  innate  power 
of  mind  to  wield  the  circumstances  nothing  could  have  come. 

"  What  Wellington  must  have  had  to  contend  with  I  I 
came  away  with  Matthews,  to  whom,  as  we  came  out,  I 
complained  of  the  disposition   of  old   military  characters  to 

underrate  the  Duke.    I  told  O that  I  heard  from  Colonel 

Aicheson,  of  the  Guards,  a  saying  of  the  Duke's,  *  No  man 
who  is  not  an  ass  fights  a  general  battle  unless  he  is  sure  of 
getting  it.' 

''July  21th.  Had  a  long  chat  with  Wilkie.  He  had  a 
lady  on  canvass  which  was  very  fair,  but  his  large  work,  the 
Discovery  of  Tippoo's  Body,  is  beneath  notice.  He  has  no 
notion  of  grace.     He  has  put  Baird  with  his  head  the  wrong 


270  MEMOIRS  OF    B.   R.   HAYDON.  [1838. 

way  for  ease,  just  like  his  George  IV.  It  is  dreadful  to  see 
such  a  genius  so  encumberirg  himself.  I  suspect  from  his 
tone  he  is  suffering  from  want  of  commissions.  How  can  he 
expect  otherwise  when  for  ten  years  he  has  palmed  off  such 
trash  as  he  has  been  painting  ?  I  asked  him  if  he  had  read 
my  treatise  on  painting.  He  said  he  had  begun  it,  but  it 
was  very  learned. 

"  I  think  he  is  going  to  get  married.  Just  as  I  was  going 
he  showed  me  a  small  picture  of  the  Pope  and  Benvenuto 
Cellini,  as  exquisite  as  any  thing  he  ever  painted — superior, 
in  fact.  It  had  all  the  surface  Sir  George  used  to  wish  for 
in  him.  If  he  completes  it  as  he  has  begun  it,  he  will  hit 
what  he  has  been  floundering  after  for  years. 

"  Sl.siC.  I  have  got  through  all  the  figures;  painted  ten 
this  month.     I  am  grateful  I  have  accomplished  it. 

"  Now  for  improvements  and  alterations.  About  seven 
D'Orsay  called,  whom  I  had  not  seen  for  long.  He  was  much 
improved,  and  looking  '  the  glass  of  fashion  and  the  mould  of 
form' — really  a  complete  Adonis — not  made  up  at  all.  He 
made  some  capital  remarks,  all  of  which  must  be  attended 
to.  They  were  first  impressions  and  sound.  He  bounded 
into  his  cab,  and  drove  off  like  a  young  Apollo  with  a  fiery 
Pegasus.     I  looked  after  him.     I  like  to  see  such  specimens. 

^'August  4:th.  Wilkie  called  and  is  looking  very  old.  His 
mind  is  certainly  growing  feeble.  We  had  a  regular  discus- 
sion about  effects,  lights,  &c.,  but  he  was  weak  and  fat.  He 
was  annoyed  at  my  saying  that  he  refused  to  walk  with  me 
in  the  streets  after  my  attack  on  the  Academy.  It  was 
truth,  and  he  knows  it.  He  said,  '  My  object  was  to  bring 
you  right,  as  it  is  now,'  He  actually  said  this  to-day,  as  if 
he  was  sounding  me.  '  You  have  kept  yourself  aloof  from 
all  societies,'  said  he,  '  very  properly.'  By  heavens,  here  is 
an  advance  !" 

At  this  time  the  subject  of  a  statue  to  the  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington was  under  consideration,  and  a  model  of  Wyatt's  eques- 
trian figure  was  erected,  without  the  artist's  knowledge,  on 
the  arch  where  the  statue  itself  now  stands.     Struck  with  the 


1838.]  THE    LIVERPOOL    PICTURE    FINISHED.  271 

ungraceful  effect  of  the  whole,  Haydon  wrote  to  the  Duke, 
inclosing  a  sketch,  in  which  he  showed  the  disproportion  be- 
tween statue  and  pedestal,  and  the  improvement  that  might 
be  effected  by  adopting  a  figure  of  different  size,  placed  par- 
allel with  the  roadway  instead  of  athwart  it.  The  Duke  ac- 
knowledged the  note  and  sketch  in  his  usual  incisive  style. 

"London,  August  11th,  1838. 

"  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr. 
Haydon,  and  returns  the  drawing  inclosed  in  his  note  of  the 
10th. 

"  The  Duke  is  the  man  of  all  men  in  England  who  has 
the  least  to  do  with  the  affair  which  is  the  subject  of  Mr. 
Haydon's  letter  to  him." 

"  nth.  The  session  has  ended,  and  nothing  has  been  done 
for  High  Art,  or  even  thought  of.  But  the  law  which  en- 
abled a  reptile  to  enter  your  house  without  notice,  and  drag 
you  even  from  your  bed,  is  abolished.  This  is  only  a  step  to 
the  final  abolishment  of  arrest,  even  in  execution. 

"  I  have  helped  to  this  desired  object. 

*'  Hume  read  my  Catalogue  on  the  Mock  Election  at  the 
House,  which  was  a  feather  in  the  scale. 

**  29^/2-.  Hard  and  anxiously  at  work.  Nothing  now  left 
to  finish  but  the  feet  and  legs  of  an  alteration,  and  to  have 
three  boy  models  together,  so  that  I  may  make  my  own  more 
separate  and  solid  in  light  and  shadow  from  Nature. 

•'Always  group  up  your  models.  No  ideal  light  and 
shadow  is  equal  to  the  truth  of  life. 

"3Is^.  I  have  fairly  got  through  my  picture,  for  which 
mercy  I  offer  God  my  grateful  thanks.  I  began  8th  October, 
went  out  of  town  in  January,'recommenced  in  April,  and  got 
through  it  in  August.  It  has  taken  me  six  months  fair  hard 
work.  I  faddled  two,  was  absent  six  weeks,  altered  and  rub- 
bed in  in  March,  and  began  to  finish  in  April.  For  the  health, 
for  the  happiness,  for  the  supply  of  money,  for  all  the  bless- 
ings I  have  enjoyed,  on  my  knees  I  bless  God,  the  cause,  the 
fountain  of  all. 

'  September  6th.   When  the  vehicle  which  conveys  the 
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thought  is  such  as  not  to  detract  from  the  full  value  of  the 
thought  by  its  imperfection  of  resemblance,  but  not  such  as 
to  attract  by  its  mere  splendour  of  execution,  but  such  as 
solely  to  convey  the  thought,  so  that  the  thought  alone  shall 
predominate — that  is  perfection  of  art.  Subsequent  examin- 
ation may  bring  fresh  delight  at  finding  out  how  this  has  been 
done. 

■  *'  Titian  and  Apelles,  Claude  and  Vandervelde,  "Wilkie  in 
his  Blind  Fiddler,  and  Landseer  in  his  dogs — why  are  these 
men  not  the  greatest  in  their  art  ?  Because  invention  re- 
quires a  higher  power  of  mind  than  imitation. 

"  I6th.  I  bless  God  with  all  my  heart  that  I  have  paid  my 
rent,  rates,  taxes,  laid  in  my  coals  for  winter,  and  have  enjoy- 
ed health,  happiness,  and  freedom  from  debt  ever  since  this 
commission.  If,  before  I  die,  I  can  satisfy  my  old  creditors 
(those  who  did  not  put  me  to  law  costs,  though  there  is  some- 
thing of  revenge  in  this,  I  believe  and  fear),  I  shall  die  un- 
loaded. 

*'  October  9th.  Worked  hard,  and  finished  my  sketch,  and 
thus  I  conclude  '  my  first  Liverpool  commission,'  as  my  friend 
Lowndes  said. 

"  19th.  Left  town  in  the  train,  and  arrived  at  Liverpool 
at  half  past  seven — nine  and  a  half  hours — 210  miles.  A 
young  American  sat  with  me  in  the  coupee,  and  I  was  hearti- 
ly amused.  All  the  characteristics  of  his  countrymen  came 
out  in  perfection.  He  carelessly  tumbled  about  bills  to  a  con- 
siderable amount — boasted  of  the  battle  of  Plattsburgh,  which 
I  had  forgotten  till  I  was  obliged  to  pull  him  down  a  little, 
tenderly,  about  the  Chesapeake  and  the  Capitol.  His  face 
altered  instantly. 

"  He  said  he  could  animal-magnetize.  I  defied  him.  He 
began  with  all  his  antics,  but  I  looked  him  sternly  in  the 
face,  and  shook  him.  He  pretended  he  was  ill,  and,  finding 
me  broad  awake,  he  said,  '  Mayhap  you  are  a  strong  mind.' 
'  So  they  say,'  said  L 

•'  At  lunch  he  went  and  found  out  who  I  was,  and  his  al- 
tered tone  amused  me.     He  drove  up  to  the  same  hotel,  and 
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announced  my  coming  (M^hich  was  a  cursed  liberty).     After 
that  I  took  care. 

"  On  Tuesday  I  met  him  and  said.  '  Well,  you  did  not  pvat 
me  to  sleep.'  '  Ah,'  said  he,  '  I  did  not  do  it.  I  was  too  ill.' 
I  found  the  picture  arrived. 

*'  2lst.  Went  to  church  at  the  asylum. 

"  22cL  Put  up  the  picture. 

"  23d.  It  looked  capitally.  • 

♦*  24:th.  Worked  at  it. 

**  25th.  Finished.  Thus  it  is  one  year  and  seventeen  days 
since  I  began  the  picture.     Laus  Deo. 

"  21th,  28th,  and  2^th.  Spent  at  Liverpool  among  a  spirit- 
ed set,  but  more  idle  than  Manchester  men.  Dined  on  27th 
with  Lowndes,  who  seemed  quite  happy.  I  had,  in  spite  of 
calumny,  honoured  his  election. 

"  30^^/^.  Set  off  for  Manchester,  where  I  stayed  for  two  days 
arranging  vv^ith  Fairbairn  about  my  dear  boy  Frank,  who  will 
be  an  engineer. 

"■November  \st.  Arrived  safely  at  Leeds,  where  I  was 
heartily  and  sincerely  welcomed.  The  Liverpool  men  are 
speculators  and  spirited  ;  the  Leeds  men  steady  and  perse- 
vering ;  the  Manchester  men  industrious  and  wealthy. 

"  19^/i.  Left  dear  old  steady  Leeds  at  eleven.  Got  to  Man- 
chester, and  dined.  Set  off  by  train,  and  came  back  like 
mad  in  the  hour  to  Liverpool.  Had  a  letter  from  my  dar- 
ling Mary,  which  charmed  me. 

"  2\st.  Went  to  the  Mechanics'  and  got  all  right.  It  is  a 
magnificent  establishment. 

"  22d.  Lectured  last  night  to  a  large  audience.  The  room 
is  too  large.  You  feel  pained  to  fill  it.  There  are  too  many 
boys  belonging  to  the  schools,  and  the  savage  brutality  behind 
is  dreadful.  No  attention  or  common  civility.  I  was  aston- 
ished. They  are  accustomed  to  so  many  teachers,  they  look 
on  a  lecturer  as  on  a  porter.  I'll  teach  them  differently.  I 
had  hard  work  to  get  a  glass  of  water. 

"■December  5ih.  Lowndes  came  the  other  night,  and  pro- 
posed to  me  to  paint  a  grand  historical  picture  of  the  Duke. 

M2 
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The  very  thing  I  have  been  thinking  of  for  two  years.  How 
exLraordiiiary  I  0  God,  grant  me  life  and  health  to  do  this 
thing  as  the  glorious  town  of  Liverpool  deserves  it  should  be 
done  I 

"  ^th,  5th,  6lh,  7th,  and  Sth.  Sketched.  The  scheme  for 
the  Duke  goes  on  capitally. 

"  Brought  forward  a  boy  at  the  Mechanics'  to-night  who  is 
c^great  genius — Huxley.  He  will,  if  ever  properly  assisted, 
be  an  honour  to  English  art.  I  offered  to  educate  him  if  they 
would  maintain  him. 

"  He  has  sketched  a  Rape  of  Proserpine  as  fine  as  any  thing 
I  ever  saw — Ceres  demanding  her  Daughter — Three  Fates — 
Three  Furies — not  a  figure  more  than  wanted.  He  is  full  of 
invention,  and  no  manner. 

"  He  sees  the  principal  figure  at  once.  I  can  not  express 
my  pleasure. 

"  His  father  is  a  cabinet-maker. 

"  \4:th,  15th.  Dined  out,  and  gave  my  last  lecture  to  a 
crowded  and  elegant  audience.  On  the  Thursday  I  lectured 
on  a  fine  living  model  called  Hickman,  six  feet  two  and  a 
half.  When  I  put  him  like  the  Theseus  and  Hissus,  the 
whole  audience  felt  his  superb  look.  He  had  been  a  Horse- 
Guardsman.  The  success  of  these  lectures  at  Liverpool,  and 
the  success  of  the  Asylum  picture,  and  the  victory  of  a  pub- 
lic commission,  are  really  so  glorious,  that  no  gratitude  to 
God  can  be  great  enough.  I  prayed  sincerely  for  a  success- 
ful end  of  this  labour,  and  it  has  ended  successfully.  Grat- 
itude to  Him,  the  protector  of  all  his  creatures.  I  now  pray 
to  Him  to  bless  this  new  commission  of  the  Duke,  that  Liver- 
pool.may  possess  the  best  historical  picture,  and  my  grandest 
effort  of  the  pencil  in  portrait.  Inspired  by  history,  I  fear 
not  making  it  the  grandest  thing." 

This  commission  for  the  picture  of  the  Duke  musing  at 
"Waterloo  twenty  years  after  the  battle  was  a  great  triumph 
for  Haydon,  M'ho,  as  has  been  mentioned,  had  conceived  the 
subject  in  1836,  and  had  begun  a  picture  for  Messrs.  Boys, 
the   publishers,   which  was  not   proceeded  with  in  conse- 
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quence  of  the  difficulty  already  recorded  about  the  Duke's 
clothes. 

A  commission  from  a  body  of  gentlemen  at  Liverpool  was 
a  very  diflerent  thing  from  a  publisher's  speculation,  and  so 
the  picture  was  rubbed  in,  with  great  exultation,  before  the 
close  of  the  year,  with  a  prayer  (in  allusion  to  the  picture 
painted  for  Sir  R.  Peel)  that  the  artist  might  beat  Napoleon. 
as  much  as  ever  the  Duke  did. , 

"31s^.  The  last  day  of  1838.  A  year  of  competence, 
work,  and  prosperity,  comparatively.  Blessings  and  grati- 
tude to  that  benevolent  Creator  under  whose  merciful  dis- 
pensation this  has  happened.  It  has  not  made  me  ungrate- 
ful or  vicious  ;  but  I  have  less  crime  to  answer  for  than  any 
other  previous  year  of  my  past  life. 

"  Gratitude  forever  and  ever.     Amen. 

"  The  people  are  more  alive  to  art  than  ever.  Every 
where  have  I  been  received  with  enthusiasm,  and  the  im- 
portance of  High  Art  is  no  longer  a  matter  of  doubt  with, 
them. 

"  Thus  ends  1838,  Could  I  hope  that  every  year  would 
be  equally  blessed  by  employment  and  competence,  every 
wish  would  be  gratified.     May  I  deserve  it.     Amen." 

1839. 

This  year  presented  but  few  vicissitudes.  The  artist  was 
kept  above  embarrassment  throughout,  partly  by  his  Liver- 
pool commission  for  the  Duke's  picture,  and  partly  by  his 
lectures.  The  one  great  incident  of  the  twelvemonth  was 
the  visit  to  Walmer,  where  he  had  at  length  his  long-wished- 
for  opportunity  of  sittings  from  the  Duke. 

Now  that  Wellington  has  passed  away,  details  which  illus- 
trate his  character  and  habits  possess  an  interest,  however 
trivial,  apart  from  the  man.  I  have  therefore  given  the  jour- 
nal of  this  visit  in  full.  But  before  this  there  had  been  much 
correspondence  between  the  Duke  and  the  painter,  charac- 
teristic on  both  sides,  of  which  I  have  suppressed  very  little. 

Haydon's  admiration  of  the  Duke  was  unbounded,  and  the 
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pains  he  took  with  this  commission  were  in  proportion  to  his 
enthusiasm  for  the  subject  of  it.  The  sketches  in  the  Jour- 
nal are  evidence  of  the  thought  he  gave  to  the  arrangement 
of  the  picture,  and  I  have  had  placed  in  my  hands  (while  this 
book  was  in  progress)  a  collection  of  elaborate  chalk  studies* 
for  all  the  details,  from  the  head  and  hands  of  the  Duke, 
down  to  his  spurs  and  the  minutest  parts  of  the  trappings  of 
Copenhagen,  partly  from  Haydon's  own  hand,  and  partly  from 
that  of  his  Liverpool  pupil,  Huxley.  The  picture  seems  to 
have  been,  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  a  conscientious  work. 
It  is  well  known  at  this  time,  from  the  reappearance  of  the 
print  on  the  death  of  the  Duke  last  year. 

''January  \st.  I  arose  at  daylight,  dressed,  and  going  into 
the  parlour  as  usual,  opened  the  Bible  almost  in  the  dark, 
turned  it  on  its  face,  and  waited  for  light.  I  then,  getting 
impatient,  lighted  a  candle,  and  read,  '  Let  thy  mercy,  0  Lord, 
be  upon  us,  according  as  we  hope  in  Thee.' 

"  And  now  to  set  my  palette  and  to  work.     Half  past  eight." 

Wishing   to  consult  existing  portraits,  he  applied  to  Sir 

Robert  Peel  for  access  to  that  by  Lawrence  in  his  possession. 

"  Drayton  Manor,  January  9th. 

"  Sir, — I  found  your  letter  on  my  return  home  last  night. 

"  I  shall  have  great  pleasure  in  acceding  to  your  wish  to 
see  Lawrence's  portrait  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  and  in- 
close an  order  to  my  servant  to  admit  you. 

*'  1  am  glad  to  hear  from  you  that  the  main  object  which 
I  had  in  giving  you  a  commission  for  the  Napoleon,  and  in 
placing  it  in  a  conspicuous  and  favourable  light,  viz.,  to  serve 
you,  by  encouraging  other  patrons  of  the  art  to  follow  my  ex- 
ample, has  been  answered. 

"  The  little  sketch  of  your  general  conception  for  your  in- 
tended picture  appears  to  me  very  good.  The  only  remark  I 
would  make  is  upon  the  action  of  the  horse.  Neither  the 
eye  nor  the  thoughts  of  the  spectator  should  be  diverted  from 
the  main  object  of  the  picture  by  any  vehemence  in  the  ac- 
tion of  the  horse,  or  even  any  peculiarity  in  his  position. 

"  I  am.  Sir,  your  obedient  and  humble  servant, 

"  Robert  Peel." 

♦  In  the  possession  of  Mr.  Spiers,  of  Oxford. 
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"  llth.  Went  to  Sir  Robert's,  and  saw  Lawrence's  "Wel- 
lington. While  Charles,  the  porter,  was  in  attendance,  he 
said,  '  The  Duke  is  getting  old,  sir,  but  he  won't  allow  it. 
The  valet  says  he  thinks  he  can  do  as  well  as  ever,  but  he 
can  not.  He  says,  *  Not  at  all  old  I'  This  amused  me.  I 
hope  he  will  sit  before  he  gets  too  old." 

In  the  intervals  of  work  on  the  Duke,  Haydon  painted  small 
pictures — one  of  Milton  at  the  Organ  with  his  Daughters,  and 
also  made  sketches  for  his  design  for  a  monument  to  Nelson. 

"  12th.  Drew  the  whole  day — filled  in  the  Nelson  series 
with  slight  water-colour  sketches.  How  wretchedly  imper- 
fect is  water-colour  drawing  I 

"  14:th.  Put  in  Milton's  head  successfully. 

"  I5th.  Put  in  the  daughters.  Little  pictures  tire  my  eyes. 
Hang  them  I  Milton's  daughter  was  not  handsome,  but  I 
must  make  her  so. 

"  nth.  Worked  very  hard  at  Nelson's  monument. 

"  ISth.  Worked  hard — without  breathing  almost,  and  got 
on  with  the  monument. 

"  i9th.  Worked  gloriously  hard,  and  finished  the  sketches. 
Oh,  if  my  mind  was  always  as  easy,  I  should  always  so  ap- 
ply myself, 

"  A  pupil  told  me  I  said  to  him,  *  In  background  heads,  the 
leading  points  and  the  leading  details  in  the  lights  ;  but  in 
the  shadows,  the  leading  points  only,'  which  is  capital,  but  I 
had  forgot  it. 

"  3l5^  Last  day  of  January,  1839,  in  which  I  have  ex- 
erted myself  well,  but  not  to  perfection. 

"  I  have  rubbed  in  the  Duke,  advanced  two  other  com- 
missions, and  finished  the  Nelson  design. 

"  Feb.  2d.  The  Duchess  of  Sutherland  is  dead.  In  her  I 
lose  a  very  old  and  a  very  kind  friend.  To  her  energy  and 
decision  I  owe  the  matriculation  of  Hayman,  my  step-son, 
at  Oxford,  and  my  commission  of  Cassandra.  Once  after 
trouble  she  called  when  I  was  out.  I  told  her  if  she  called 
again  to  come  in  state  almost.  She  drove  up  the  next  day 
with  all  the  paraphernalia  of  servants  and  equipage,  on  pur- 


278  MEMOIRS    OF    B.   R.   HAYDON.  [1839. 

pose  to  have  a  dashing  effect  on  the  neighbourhood  and  be 
of  service. 

"  1th.  Worked  hard,  and  got  in  the  other  Milton's  daugh- 
ter. Wilkie  called  in  the  afternoon.  I  was  glad  to  see  his 
old  wizened  face.  He  looked  old  and  wrinkled.  I  asked  if 
what  the  present  Sir  Robert  Sinclair  told  me  'was  true — that 
the  print  of  a  Highlander  first  turned  his  thoughts  to  paint- 
ing. Wilkie  said  the  fact  was,  the  late  Sir  John  Sinclair, 
during  the  war,  was  intending  to  raise  a  regiment.  He  sent 
a  print  of  a  Highlander,  by  Dighton,  to  several  of  the  clergy, 
and  among  others  to  his  father.  Wilkie  regarded  it  with 
awe.  It  was  framed,  and  made  a  deep  impression.  It  in- 
creased his  love  for  his  art,  but  did  not  turn  his  mind  to  it  in 
the  first  instance." 

This  mouth  Haydon  lectured  at  Bath,  of  which  place  he 
remarks  that  it  is  amazingly  behind  the  manufacturing  towns 
in  knowledge  and  intelligence. 

"  Up  to  March  14th  occupied  in  busy  stuff  about  the  Nel- 
son memorial.  Saw  Sir  George  Cockburn.  Had  a  long  ar- 
gument. He  stuck  to  the  column,  but  was  open  to  convic- 
tion. I  told  him  height  alone  would  not  do — breadth  was 
essential.  He  is  a  fine  fellow.  I  said,  '  I  hope  you  won't 
delay  it  beyond  this  session  ;  if  you  do,  the  government  will 
be  afraid  of  offending  France.' 

"  I  asked  him  to  call.  He  said  he  would  go  in  to  giv^e 
judgment  uninfluenced  in  any  way. 

"  One  always  feels  curiously  in  his  presence.  I  look  at 
him  and  think,  '  That's  the  man  that  said  "  General"  to 
Napoleon.' 

"  I'll  ask  him  some  day  to  lend  me  his  Journal. 

"  25th.  Left  town  with  my  dear  innocent  boy  Frank,  for 
Manchester,  by  train.  Arrived  in  little  more  than  ten  hours. 
Called  next  day  on  Fairbairn,  who  was  going  to  Ireland. 
Took  lodgings  at  99  Mill  Street,  and  was  much  interested 
at  Frank's  utter  ignorance  and  inexperience.  Though  I  have 
educated  him  religiously  and  classically,  I  almost  fear  the 
vice  of  a  manufacturing  town.     It  is  a  complete  sacrifice, 
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though  his  passion  for  engineering  is  invincible  ;  but  it  was 
a  pity  to  leave  his  handsome  and  refined  face,  so  fit  for  po- 
etry and  abstract  thought.  I  suffered  so  much  from  the  op- 
position of  my  parents,  I  resolved  he  should  have  none  in 
any  pursuit  wherein  he  showed  direct  and  positive  evidence 
of  talent. 

'' Ajjril  \st.  Lectured  last  night  at  Newcastle,  and  was 
received  with  great  enthusiasm.     The  fair  was  going  on. 

"  The  Chartists  had  a  meeting  and  tea-party  ;  but  the 
people  to  see  the  wild  beasts  and  swing  beat  them  hollow  as 
to  numbers. 

"  I  visited  their  room,  ornamented  with  laurel  and  flags, 
with  inscriptions  of '  Liberty,'  '  The  labouring  mfin  the  true 
nobility,'  &c.,  &c.,  as  if  the  power  of  saying  that  was  not 
evidence  of  independence. 

"  I  believe  in  my  conscience  politics  are  but  a  portion  of 
the  amusements  of  the  time. 

"  On  leaving  Newcastle  I  came  to  Hull,  and  found  it  very 
far  behind  Newcastle.  The  first  night  the  audience,  though 
respectable,  was  scanty.  The  lecture  made  a  hit  as  usual, 
and  the  attendance  at  the  two  latter  increased  prodigiously. 
All  over  the  country  there  is  a  desire  for  instruction. 

"A  confederation  of  the  leading  towns  to  join  in  a  petition 
for  Schools  of  Design  and  state  patronage  for  art  would  make 
a  move.     After  going  through  with  lectures,  I'll  try, 

"  May  ^d.  The  last  night  at  Hull.  I  never  witnessed 
more  enthusiasm  any  where  than  at  Hull  the  last  night. 
The  people  are  slow,  but  feel  deeply,  A  School  of  Design 
was  begun,  and  I  do  not  doubt  its  complete  establishment. 

"  4:th,  6th,  6th,  and  7th.  Lectured  at  Warrington.  En- 
thusiasm just  the  same. 

"May  nth.  Finished  with  the  study  of  Copenhagen 
(done  1824  by  Webb),  and  sent  it  home  to  Lord  Fitzroy. 
Worked  7^  hours. 

"  The  superb  rapidity  of  steam  travelling  was  exquisite. 
On  Monday  I  left  Warrington  for  Liverpool — was  there  in 
forty  minutes — settled  my  business,  received  my  second  in- 
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stalment,  heard  the  resolution  of  the  committee  ahout  writing 
to  the  Duke,  and  flew  off^to  Manchester.  Saw  my  dear  boy, 
paid  up  his  affairs,  dined,  and  was  off  again  to  Warrington. 
On  Tuesday  night  I  lectured  till  near  ten  ;  and  at  three  on 
"Wednesday  morning  was  off  for  town,  where  I  arrived  by 
half  past  two.  Here  I  arranged  for  beginning  on  Thursday, 
and  set  to  work  next  day,  and  to-night  have  accomplished 
what  I  said  I  would.  There  is  no  higher  pleasure  than  a 
duty  successfully  achieved.     Laus  Deo.'' 

The  Liverpool  committee  wrote  to  the  Duke,  through  Mr. 
Lowndes,  stating  the  subject  of  the  commission  they  had 
given  to  Haydon,  and  asking  the  Duke  to  grant  him  sittings 
for  it. 

The  Duke  replied. 

"London,  11th  May,  1839. 

"  Sir, — I  have  this  day  received  your  letter  of  the  7tli  inst. 

"  I  am  much  flattered  by  the  desire  of  the  gentlemen  of 
Liverpool  to  possess  a  picture  of  me  by  Mr.  Haydon. 

"  I  will,  with  great  pleasure,  see  Mr.  Haydon,  and  will  en- 
deavour to  fix  a  time  at  which  it  will  be  in  my  power  to  give 
him  sittings  to  enable  him  to  finish  the  picture. 

"  It  is  not  in  my  power  at  the  present  moment. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir,  your  obedient  and  humble 
servant,  Wellington." 

"  I  wrote,  asking  the  Duke  for  an  hour  and  a  half.  This 
is  his  answer. 

'"London,  17th  May,  1839. 

" '  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr. 
Haydon,  and  has  received  his  letter. 

" '  Mr.  Haydon  shall  have  the  Duke's  attendance  as  soon 
as  he  is  able  to  give  it, 

" '  He  might  as  well  ask  him  to  sit  for  ten  days  at  present 
as  for  a  sitting  of  an  hour  and  a  half.' 

"  You  deceitful  Dukey  I  At  this  very  time  you  went  to 
Wyatt's,  and  gave  him  an  hour  at  his  own  room,  while  you 
tell  me  I  may  as  well  ask  you  for  ten  days.  Wyatt  called 
and  told  me  so." 

Not  satisfied  with  carrying  on  a  correspondence  with  the 
Duke  on  the  subject  of  his  own  picture,  Haydon  (May  23d) 
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wrote  to  him  on  the  subject  of  the  Nelson  monument,  pro- 
posing for  the  committee  of  selection  the  plan  of  gradual 
elimination  adopted  in  Paris  on  the  occasion  of  the  competi- 
tion for  a  monument  to  General  Foy.  Next  day  the  Duke 
answered. 

"London,  24th  May,  1839. 
"  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr, 
Haydon.  The  Duke  is  a  member  of  the  committee  for  the 
execution  of  the  plan  for  the  erecting  a  monument  to  the 
memory  of  the  late  Lord  Nelson.  He  is  not  the  committee, 
nor  the  secretary  to  the  ccmitnittee ;  and,  above  all,  not  the 
corresponding  secretary.'' 

"  June  1st.  The  Duke's  picture  is  decidedly  and  well  ad- 
vanced this  week.  In  spite  of  all  my  troubles,  I  have  had 
great  happiness  in  life.  I  am  convinced  existence  is  a  bless- 
ing, and,  as  Parr  says,  if  men  were  better,  would  be  felt  as  a 
blessing. 

"  5th.  Worked  hard  at  Copenhagen's  head.  I  hope  I  suc- 
ceeded. I  wrote  to  the  Duke  to  lend  me  his  accoutrements. 
As  yet  no  answer. 

"  &th.  Moved  all  my  books  up  stairs  to  a  small'  room  out 
of  my  painting-room,  as  they  seduced  me  to  read  at  wrong 
times.  I  felt  pain  at  the  separation,  but  it  is  right.  I  can 
now  retire,  read  and  write  after  due  labour  ;  but  I  miss  my 
books,  and  felt  melancholy  all  day. 

"  '  London,  June  6th,  1839. 
"  *  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to 
Mr.  Haydon,  and  regrets  much  that  it  is  absolutely  impossi- 
ble for  him  to  do  what  he  desires  in  his  note  of  the  3d  inst.' 

"  I  sallied  forth,  and  calling  on  Lord  Fitzroy  Somerset  (who 
came  out  in  his  morning  coat  to  see  me),  explained  to  him 
my  position.  He  told  me  both  his  saddle  and  the  Duke's — 
cloth  and  all — were  eaten  by  moths.  He  explained  to  me 
the  nature  of  every  thing — authorized  me  to  use  his  name  at 
Whippey's,  and  away  I  went. 

"  Whippey  was  a  blood  saddler,  thorough-bred,  and  made 
all  the  Duke's  saddles  from  Salamanca  to  Waterloo,  and,  like 
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a  fine  fellow,  said  he  would  fit  up  every  thing  as  the  Duke 
wore  it  at  Waterloo,  put  it  on  a  horse,  and  let  me  paint  from 
the  real  thing.  He  walked  home  with  me  to  see  the  picture, 
abused  Lord  Melbourne  as  he  came  along  for  making  a  sneak- 
ing speech,  and  contrasted  it  with  the  Duke's,  which,  he  said, 
was  common  sense  and  honour,  in  which  I  most  cordially 
joined.  He  swore  the  Duke  was  the  greatest  man  in  the 
world,  and  that  he  had  made  all  his  saddles,  which  so  in- 
creased my  reverence  I  offered  him  my  arm.  He  took  it,  and 
so  we  walked  home.  His  dress,  manners,  and  behaviour  were 
those  of  a  gentleman  tradesman. 

"  He  found  fault  with  the  bit,  and  gave  good  reasons.  He 
thought  the  head  of  Copenhagen  capital,  and  like  the  horse. 

"  In  fact.  Lord  Fitzroy  has  made  my  fortune. 

"  Lord  Fitzroy  said  the  Duke  had  a  daughter  of  Copen- 
hagen, but  not  of  the  same  colour. 

*'  Thus  from  the  depths  of  misery  and  despair  I  am  again 
on  the  top,  with  a  distinct  view  of  my  glory. 

"  Such  great  things  are  in  the  power  of  little  men.  For 
who  would  have  believed  what  to  the  great  Wellington  was 
impossible,  has  been  achieved,  or  will  be,  by  his  saddler,  Whip- 
pey,  with  the  greatest  ease  ? 

"  I  do  not  feel  at  home  in  my  painting-room  without  my 
books.  I  used  to  look  up  and  see  the  books,  and  imagine  (as 
each  name  came  on  my  sight)  I  saw  the  author  :  Dante,  Pe- 
trarch, Homer,  Shakspeare,  Milton,  Spenser,  and  Tasso,  with 
Vasari,  smiled  vividly  like  phantasmagoric  visions,  and  my 
brain  teemed  with  associations  of  their  sublimity  or  charm. 
I  look  now  and  see  a  blank  walL 

"  I  mused  first  on  my  picture,  and  then  on  my  books,  and 
each  helped  the  conceptions  of  the  other. 

"  Such  is  habit.  By  degrees,  down  again  they  come,  but 
I  feel  ashamed  to  do  it  after  such  an  expensive  removal. 
What  folly  to  do  it  at  all, 

'' Ju?ie  10th.  Worked,  and  certainly  with  more  abstracted 
devotion  to  my  art  than  when  my  books  were  near ;  I  have 
stuck  at  it  all  day,  and  in  the  evening  walked  up  into  my 
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book-room.  There  they  were,  silent,  yet  teeming  with  thoughts, 
bursting  with  sublimity.  Milton — Satan  and  all  his  rebel 
host  filled  my  mind.  Shakspeare — Hamlet,  Lear,  Falstaff, 
Cordelia,  Imogen,  Macbeth,  and  Puck,  crowded  my  imagina- 
tion. I  walked  about  in  ecstasy,  but  read  nothing  ;  dwelt 
on  what  I  had  read,  and  was  content. 

"  nth.  Had  bridle  and  saddle  sent  by  Whippey,  and  put 
them  on  an  old  hack.  Painted  a  study  in  the  sun,  and  got 
the  sketch  and  picture  right.  Was  dreadfully  fatigued  at 
night.  While  I  was  hard  at  work,  just  as  I  used  to  be,  who 
should  call,  after  a  long  absence,  but  David  Wilkie,  looking 
old  and  feeble. 

"  His  total  failure  this  year  seems  to  have  shaken  him  a 
little,  and  the  neglect  of  the  Court  has  brought  him  more  to 
the  feelings  of  former  times.  I  persuaded  him  to  drink  tea, 
and  when  David  Wilkie  stays  to  tea  with  B.  R.  Haydon,  B.  E,. 
Haydon  must  be  considered  on  the  safe  side  of  the  question. 
It  is  ten  years  since  he  did  this.  He  was  amiable  and  en- 
tertaining, as  he  always  used  to  be. 

"  He  did  not  like  to  be  reminded  that  it  was  thirty  years 
ajro  since  we  were  in  Devonshire.  He  shrank  from  his  age. 
I  never  do  ;  and  it  is  not  absurdity  to  say  I  feel  stronger, 
after  nine  hours'  solid  painting  yesterday,  than  I  did  at 
twenty-seven  years  of  age.  We  talked  of  Merimee's  work. 
He  knew  him,  and  considered  him  a  man  of  theory.  I  said  it 
would  set  the  young  men  losing  their  time  instead  of  study- 
ing the  figure.  He  said  young  men  were  too  lazy  ever  to 
read.  We  talked  of  the  effect  of  time,  and  both  agreed  Titian 
painted  his  pictures  to  look  well  to  his  eye,  and  never  con- 
sidered how  they  would  look  one  hundred  years  hence.  He 
told  me  Northcote  said  '  if  Sir  Joshua  had  known  the  effect 
of  time,  he  would  have  painted  differently.'  I  did  not  think 
so,  nor  did  he. 

"Sir  Joshua  could  not  have  painted  otherwise.  Was  not 
his  Heath  field  as  fine  when  it  was  done  as  now  1  Wilkie  did 
not  know  oil  was  used  in  England  before  Van  Eyk. 

"  I9th.  Notwithstanding  the  seclusion  and  quiet  of  my 
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little  room,  I  d*o  not  read  with  such  comfort  as  in  my  paint- 
ing-room, smelling  of  paint  as  it  does.  I  have  brought  down 
my  writing-desk,  and  shall  have  about  half  a  dozen  favour- 
ites on  the  top — Milton,  Shakspeare,  Dante,  Tasso,  Homer, 
Vasari,  and,  above  all,  the  Bible  and  Testament  always  to 
refer  to,  and  "Wordsworth. 

"  20th.  Sketched  the  plan  of  the  ground  from  the  model 
at  the  Egyptian  Hall,  and  finished  the  horse's  head.  Wyatt, 
who  has  succeeded  in  making  a  capital  head  of  the  Duke, 
told  the  Duke  of  my  picture,  and  he  seemed  pleased. 

"Lord  and  Lady  Burghersh  called  on  the  18th,  and  gave 
me  joy  of  my  picture. 

"  22d.  The  Nelson  monument  is  decided,  and  not  in  my 
favour,  though  my  belief  is,  had  I  been  able  to  devote  my- 
self to  make  a  series  of  oil  sketches  of  the  pictures,  with  a 
grand  external  view  a  la  Canaletti,  the  decision  would  have 
been  in  my  favour. 

"A  man  should  never  contest  for  any  thing  with  half  his 
strength  ;  do  it  effectually  or  not  at  all.  I  could  not  afford 
the  time  to  do  it  well,  and  the  time  I  did  afford  was  thrown 
to  the  dogs ;  so  I  did  it  ill,  lost  my  time,  and  did  not  get  it 
— a  very  proper  punishment. 

"Westmacott  told  Hamilton  my  design  was  the  only  rea- 
sonable one.  The  public,  when  admitted,  decidedly  approved, 
and,  had  it  been  left  to  the  public,  I  think  I  should  have  had 
a  strong  support.  It  could  not  be  done  for  the  estimate,  and 
the  Duke  warned  every  body  £30,000  was  the  extent.  My 
estimate  was  £70,000. 

"  So  ends  my  Nelson  affair.  What  a  grand  series  of  pic- 
tures I  could  have  made  I 

"  *  London,  June  24th,  1839. 

"  *  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to 
Mr.  Haydon. 

"  '  He  begs  that  Mr.  Haydon  will  write  his  commands. 

"  '  The  Duke  will  be  engaged  all  to-morrow  and  next  day 
in  attendance  upon  the  Naval  and  Military  Commission. 

"  '  The  Duke  must  beg  leave  to  decline  to  have  the  honour 
of  receiving  Mr.  Haydon  till  he  will  have  some  leisure.' 
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"  2Qth.  Saw  Lady  Burghersh's  Alcestis.  It  is  really  beau- 
tifully conceived.  In  looking  at  a  sketch  of  the  Duke,  she 
said,  '  While  that  was  sketching  he  took  this  little  girl  on. 
his  lap.  He  is  very  fond  of  children.  Don't  you  recollect, 
my  love,  when  Dukey  took  you  in  his  lap  ?' 

"  The  terror  of  Napoleon — Dukey  to  his  niece  I 

"  *  We  call  him  Dukey,'  said  she,  *  here,  Mr.  Haydon.'  It 
was  exceedingly  interesting. 

"  2^th.  Felt  very  ill  from  over-strain,  so  I  only  sketched 
Barron,  the  Irish  member,  and  went  to  see  a  fine  Guido, 
brought  by  Buchanan,  and  a  superb  Vandyke  and  Paul 
Veronese.  The  Vandyke  was  exquisite.  What  tone  I  what 
colour  I  what  handling  I  Oh,  they  were  divinely  inspired 
men.     I  know  and  feel  their  superb  genius.     It  is  St.  Jerome. 

"  In  the  evening  I  lectured  at  the  Mechanics',  and  had 
three  fine  young  models  from  2d  Life  Guards,  who  went 
through  the  sword  exercise  to  perfection.  The  room  was 
crowded. 

''  o^th,  and  last  day  of  the  month.  Let  me  look  back. 
I  have  worked  well  and  got  the  horse  accomplished.  Now 
for  the  Duke,  who  won't  lend  me  his  clothes.  I  can  do 
without  them,  for  I  have  already  drawings  of  all.  He  has 
not  seen  the  picture.  He  knows  not  if  it  be  good  or  bad. 
Till  he  sees  his  way,  he  declines.  The  same  man  in  peace 
or  war.     But  I'll  beat  him. 

"  Completed   my  horse,  but  not   satisfied  with  his   hind 

quarters  ;  however,  I  have  got  through  it,  and  when  dry  can 

alter  it. 

"  '  London,  June  27th,  1839. 

"  '  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to 
Mr.  Haydon.  He  hopes  that  he  will  have  some  cessation  of 
note-writing  about  pictures. 

"  '  The  Duke  knows  nothing  about  the  picture  Mr.  Haydon 
proposes  to  paint. 

"  '  At  all  events,  he  must  decline  to  lend  to  any  body  his 
clothes,  arms,  and  equipments.' 

''July  Ath.  Went  to  AVilkie,  and  said,  '  How  did  you  man- 
age with  the  Duke  ]'     '  Let  him  have  his  own  way,'  was 
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the  reply.  '  He  is  fidgety  about  lending  his  things.  I  never 
got  them  but  just  a  day  before  he  came,  and  he  preferred 
coming  in  the  regimentals  to  lending  them  to  be  painted.' 
These  were  Wilkie's  very  words,  without  my  informing  him 
of  what  had  passed.  So  here  is  the  man.  We  had  a  very 
interesting  conversation.  He  advised  me  to  make  a  drawinjr 
of  his  figure  and  dress,  when  I  had  him. 

"  He  told  me  the  Duke  complained  of  the  loss  of  time  sit- 
ting occasioned.  '  Yes,'  said  Wilkie,  '  but  he  would  be  mor- 
tified, if  he  was  not  asked  to  sit.  He  complains  of  dining  out 
so  much  and  making  speeches,  but  he  would  be  more  morti- 
fied if  he  was  not  asked  and  if  he  did  not  make  speeches.' 

"  '  Has  he  promised  your  committee  ?'  '  He  has.'  •  Then 
he  will  keep  his  M'ord,'  said  Wilkie. 

"Wilkie  said  he  had  always  the  greatest  trouble  with 
him.  The  Duke  told  Wyatt  he  had  sat  a  hundred  and  fifty 
times,  and  it  was  almost  time  to  leave  off.  I  hope  not  be- 
fore he  has  sat  to  me. 

"  Went  into  the  city  to  Merchant  Tailors'  Hall,  and  saw 
Wilkie's  portrait  of  him  with  the  daughter  of  Copenhagen. 
Very  fine  indeed.  It  is  unlike  the  common  English  portrait, 
but  it  is  very  fine. 

"  8th.  Lord  Fitzroy  called  yesterday  with  his  daughter. 
She  is  a  judge  of  a  horse  as  well.  They  both  thought  Co- 
penhagen leggy,  and  too  big  in  the  body,  which  gave  him  a 
heavy  look. 

"  They  seemed  both  to  understand  the  Duke.  They  asked 
me  if  I  had  had  his  clothes.  I  said  '  No  ;  he  won't  lend 
them,'  at  which  they  looked  at  each  other. 

"  I  said,  '  Wilkie  says  the  only  way  to  manage  him  is  to  let 
him  have  his  own  way,  and  that  he  prefers  coming  in  his 
clothes  to  sit  to  lending  them.' 

"  Lord  Fitzroy  said,  '  The  Duke  never  holds  his  own  horse  : 
Copenhagen  came  out  with  Lord  Londonderry,  and  the  Duke 
bought  him  for  200  or  250  guineas.'  He  hated  other  horses, 
and  Lord  Fitzroy  said  he  had  seen  him  give  a  horse  '  a  broad- 
side of  kicks,' 
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"  Lord  Fitzroy  said  tlie  Duke  never  came  into  the  field  but 
with  an  orderly  dragoon,  and  never  with  a  servant.  At  Wa- 
terloo the  dragoon  was  killed,  and  Major  Canning  said,  '  I 
have  got  the  Duke's  little  desk.  What  shall  I  do  with  it,  as 
the  orderly  is  killed  ?'  '  Keep  it  yourself,'  said  Lord  Fitzroy. 
Canning  was  killed,  and  the  desk  lost,  but  found  next  morn- 
ing with  the  lock  broken  open.=* 

"  Every  time  you  meet  a  Waterloo  hero,  pump  him.  In  a 
few  years  they  will  all  be  gone — Duke  and  the  rest. 

"  10th.  Worked  irregularly.  Saw  Hume,  who  handed 
me  a  petition  from  the  Royal  Academy  to  rescind  the  order 
for  a  return  of  the  moneys  received  and  expended  in  1836, 
1837,  1838. 

"  So  my  Academy  are  come  at  last  to  know  the  power  of 
the  House. 

"  He  wants  me  to  petition. 

"  D'Orsay  called,  and  pointed  out  several  things  to  correct 
in  the  horse,  verifying  Lord  Fitzroy's  criticism  of  Sunday  last. 
I  did  them,  and  he  took  my  brush  in  his  dandy  gloves,  which 
made  my  heart  ache,  and  lowered  the  hind  quarters  by  bring- 
ing over  a  bit  of  the  sky.  Such  a  dress  I  white  great-coat, 
blue  satin  cravat,  hair  oiled  and  curling,  hat  of  the  primest 
curve  and  purest  water,  gloves  scented  with  eau  de  Cologne 
or  eait  de  jasmin,  primrose  in  tint,  skin  in  tightness.  In  this 
prime  of  dandyism  he  took  up  a  nasty,  oily,  dirty  hog-tool, 
and  immortalized  Copenhagen  by  touching  the  sky. 

"  I  thought,  after  he  was  gone,  this  won't  do — a  French- 
man touch  Copenhagen  I  So  out  I  rubbed  all  he  had  touched, 
and  modified  his  hints  myself. 

"lU/i.  Saw  Hume  yesterday,  who  put  into  my  hands 
the  most  extraordinary  petition  that  ever  was  presented  to 
the  House,  from  the  Royal  Academy,  praying  the  House  to 
rescind  an  order  for  the  return  of  their  receipts  for  1836, 
1837,  1838.     Hume   promised  to   present  mine  if  I  would 

*  This,  I  presume,  was  the  rough  wooden  desk  which  attracted  so 
much  notice  at  Apsley  House  when  it  was  opened  to  the  public  at 
the  beginning  of  this  year. — Ed. 
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write  one.     I  returned  home,  and  have  written  one — I  won't 
let  it  drop. 

"  At  last  they  feel  the  voice  of  the  people  :  do  they  ?  This 
is  coming  down. 

"  Worked  hard,  and  advanced  the  Duke. 

''12th.  Ordered  a  pair  of  trowsers  of  the  Duke's  tailor, 
exactly  like  his  own,  but  to  fit  me  ;  so  that  I  shall  kill  two 
birds  with  one  stone — wear  'em  and  paint  'em.  So,  my 
Duke,  I  do  you  in  spite  of  you. 

"  One  of  the  artists  got  his  trowsers.  I  told  him  he  had 
better  take  care  ;  it  turned  out  he  had  got  them  from  the 
valet.     In  a  fright  he  sent  them  back. 

"  Didn't  work. 

"  15th.  I  wish  they  would  let  my  mind  rest.  I  have  no 
confidence  in  Hume,  or  any  of  them.  They  want  to  make 
me  a  political  tool.  There  is  no  happiness  but  with  a  brush 
and  Nature  before  you.  I  hate  petitions  and  excitement,  and 
I  shall  go  to  M'ork  again  with  a  relish.  These  sunny  days 
have  been  murdered  by  reviving  in  my  mind  the  hatred  of 
the  Academy. 

"  16th.  Why  will  they  do  it  ?  After  the  Committee,  they 
messed  the  question,  and  now  they  want  me  to  keep  them 
out  of  the  mud. 

"  Saw  a  perfect  stallion,  Sir  Hercules.  I  thought  his  neck 
puffy,  hind  quarters  fine. 

"  I  have  sent  the  petition,  and  I  have  done.  I  wrote  to 
Sir  Robert  Peel,  and  begged  him  not  to  sanction  the  re- 
scinding the  order.  I  wrote  to  Lord  Melbourne,  and  begged 
him  likewise.  A  week  has  gone  since  Hume  asked  me  to 
petition,  and  my  mind  has  been  called  off'  from  my  art  ever 
since.  It  is  shocking.  My  conscience  has  deeply  wounded 
me.  Mr.  Miller  and  my  Liverpool  friend  called  to-day,  in 
my  absence,  to  look  at  this  stallion. 

"  17th.  Wilkie  said  to  me  after  my  first  attack,  '  Is  this 
the  way  an  artist  ought  to  be  employed  ?'  I  reply,  '  Cer- 
tainly not.'  These  irritations  may  suit  the  Radical,  but  dc 
not  help  to  the  tranquillity  of  mind  Sir  George  used  to  talk 
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of.     I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  interfere  no  more   after 
this. 

"  I8th.  Thank  God  I  the  House  granted  leave  to  print  my 
petition,  though  against  the  standing  orders  regarding  single 
ones.     Hume  presented  it  last  night." 

Mr.  Hume's  motion  for  an  order  of  the  House  that  the  re- 
turn which  he  had  moved  for  of  the  receipts  and  expenditure 
of  the  Royal  Academy  for  1836-37-38  should  be  made  forth- 
with, was  defeated  by  38  to  33 — those  who  opposed  it,  how- 
ever, admitting  that  the  House  had  a  right  to  require  the 
return,  but  considering  the  case  one  for  the  exercise  of  a  dis- 
cretion. 

"Notwithstanding  this  defeat,"  says  Haydon,  "  the  rights 
of  the  Academy  and  the  House  are  defined  forever.  The 
Academy  has  no  right  of  property,  legally,  in  the  rooms  it 
occupies.  The  House  has  a  right  to  call  for  returns,  and  to 
turn  them  out  at  a  moment's  notice.'*' 

The  pressure  of  public  business  rendering  the  Duke's  sit- 
ting out  of  the  question  at  this  time,  Haydon  seized  the  op- 
portunity of  visiting  the  field  of  Waterloo. 

"  Augicst  16th.  Thirty  pounds  having  unexpectedly  come 
in,  and  Lady  Burghersh  having  told  me  that  at  that  moment 
I  had  no  hopes  of  the  Duke,  I  determined  to  start  for  Water- 
loo. My  dear  Mary,  who  is  a  heroine,  agreed  to  endure  the 
rapidity  of  my  journey,  so  we  packed  up  and  got  on  board 
the  Ostend  packet  by  seven  o'clock  on  the  7th  inst.,  and  after 
the  usual  miseries  of  a  wet,  stormy  passage,  got  into  Ostend 
at  nine.  In  the  bustle  of  landing,  to  our  infinite  delight, 
we  heard  a  voice  roaring  out  '  Monsieur  Haydone,  Hotel  des 
Bains  I'  I  had  happened  to  express  a  desire  to  my  neigh- 
bour for  a  good  hotel.  He  promised,  if  he  could,  to  secure 
me  a  room  at  the  Hotel  des  Bains.  He  saw  the  commis- 
sioner, told  him  my  wants,  and  this  fellow  thundered  out  my 
name.  My  vanity  was  tickled  ;  I  landed  as  if  under  a  salute 
from  the  batteries. 

"  We  were  delighted  with  Brussels,  and  on  the  10th  went 
to  the  field  of  Waterloo.     I  examined  Hougomont,  recognized 

Vol.  II.— N 
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the  locale  of  the  last  charge  of  the  Guards,  and  made  my 
sketch  from  Picton's  position.  I  then  drove  to  La  Belle  Al- 
liance, and  halted  at  Coste's  cottage.  He  was  dead,  but  his 
sister  was  living,  and  had  the  house.  She  let  us  lay  our 
cloth  there.  We  dined,  and  she  gave  us  coffee.  I  then  re- 
turned through  Planchenoit,  by  La  Belle  Alliance,  to  Mont 
St.  Jean  and  Waterloo,  stopping  at  the  church  and  the  tomb 
of  Lord  Anglesey's  leg,  and  home.  I  shall  go  again  and 
spend  a  week,  and  indulge  my  poetry  of  imagination. 

"  We  went  to  Antwerp,  and  were  amazingly  impressed 
with  Rubens's  great  works — the  Elevation  of  the  Cross,  De- 
scent, and  Crucifixion. 

"  Sir  Joshua  is  too  laudatory,  perhaps,  for  a  safe  guide. 
For  execution  of  the  brush  they  are  perfect.  Nothing  ever 
exceeded  the  touching  of  Mary  Magdalene's  yellow  drapery 
against  the  ladder  for  vast  insight  into  the  bearings  of  one 
thing  against  another.  His  master.  Otto  Venius,  by  his  side, 
though  possessing  more  sense  of  beauty,  not  having  the  same 
understanding  of  the  effect  of  a  whole,  never  will  or  can  rank 
so  high.  We  returned  the  day  week  after  leaving  Antwerp, 
at  three,  by  train  for  Ostend,  and  arrived  in  town  at  a  quar- 
ter to  five  next  day. 

"  I  shall  make  a  longer  tour.  My  object  now  was  solely 
a  background  for  the  Duke,  and  I  succeeded. 

"  2Qth.  Worked  decently,  but  I  regret  to  say  my  mind  is 
uneasy  about  the  Academy  question.  I  wish  I  could  get  rid 
of  it.  I  fear  it  will  fix  itself  too  deeply,  and  destroy  that 
peace  which  ought  to  be  the  state  of  an  artist's  brain. 

"  I  could  weep  at  the  time  which  has  been  wasted  over  this 
question,  which  should  have  been  so  much  better  employed. 

*'  I  was  pursuing  my  studies  happily  when  this  motion 
came  on.  Why  did  I  interfere  ?  Because,  if  I  had  not,  it 
would  have  been  weakly  done.  But  see  how  many  sketches 
I  could  have  done — how  many  conceptions  I  could  have  re- 
alized— how  many  pictures  I  could  have  painted — how  many 
friends  I  could  have  made. 

"  The  sight  of  Rubens's  abode — the  quiet  seclusion  of  hi? 
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summer-house — the  silence  of  Antwerp — the  golden  splen- 
dour of  its  altars — the  power  of  its  pictures,  affected  me 
deeply,  I  think  I  will  settle  there.  I  begin  to  feel  a  yearn- 
ing for  the  Continent,  with  all  its  risks  of  war. 

"  22d.  If  I  once  escape  from  this  subject,  catch  me  at  it 
again.  I  am  never  let  alone.  The  party,  when  they  want 
me,  apply  ;  and  when  they  think  they  can  do  without  me,  I 
never  hear  a  word.  I  hate  it — hate  it — hate  it.  My  dis- 
gust at  this  moment  is  not  to  be  credited  ;  and  yet  I  am 
pointing  another  attack  in  my  thirteenth  lecture — the  Devil 
— nothing  but  the  Devil. 

'"  Walmer  Castle,  Sept.  26,  1839. 

"  *  The  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr. 
Haydon.  He  will,  according  to  what  he  stated  to  the  com- 
mittee at  Liverpool,  sit  to  Mr.  Haydon  for  his  picture. 

"'The  composition  of  the  picture  is  the  business  of  the 
artist  ;  of  the  committee  of  gentlemen  who  asked  its  execu- 
tion; of  the  gentlemen  for  whom  it  is  intended  ;  of  any  body 
excepting  the  person  who  is  to  sit  for  it. 

"  '  The  Duke  begs  leave  to  decline  not  only  being  responsi- 
ble for  the  composition,  but  even  to  have  a  knowledge  of  the 
subject.  When  he  will  be  able  to  receive  Mr.  Haydon  he 
will  write  to  him,  but  be  begs  leave  to  be  clearly  understood 
as  having  no  knov/ledge  wbat^ver  of  the  composition  or  sub- 
ject of  the  picture  for  whiph  he  is  to  sit,  excepting  that  it  is 
for  the  committee  of  gentlemen  at  Liverpool,  whp  have  de- 
sired that  he  should  sit  to  Mr.  I^aydon/ 

"  Sept.  30th.  The  Duke  dope,  except  9,  little  to  do  at  one 
glove  hand.  Wyatt  called,  and  we  revelled  in  His  Qrace's 
peculiarities.  He  iiever  lends  his  clothes,  but  always  compa 
in  them.  He  promised  Wyatt  his  hat,  and  ^ever  ^ent  it, 
The  next  time  he  came,  Wyatt  gaid,  '  Your  Gfrace  forgot  th§ 
hat.'  He  replied,  '  I'll  come  in  it,  for  I  have  only  got  Qm, 
and  I  can't  spare  it,' 

<'  Wyatt  informed  me  he  always  said,  when  people  tried  to 
persuade  him  to  do  what  he  had  made  up  his  mind  not  to  ^9, 
'  The  rat  has  got  into  the  bottle — the  rat  has  got  into  thfj 
bottle.'^  ■" 

*  This  not  very  intelligible  expression  may  reft^r  to  a,n,  t^necdote  J 
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"  I  told  Wyatt  I  had  got  his  tailor  to  make  me  what  I 
wanted  in  clothes.  I  had  sketched  his  boots,  hat,  and  coat 
in  oil,  and  was  quite  ready  for  him. 

"  All  the  artists  who  get  his  clothes  get  them  from  his 
valet.     If  he  knew  that,  there  would  be  the  devil  to  pay. 

" '  Walmer  Castle,  October  9th,  1839. 
"  '  The  Duke  of  "Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr. 
Haydon.  If  Mr.  Haydon  will  be  so  kind  as  to  come  to  Wal- 
mer Castle,  whenever  it  may  suit  him,  the  Duke  will  have  it 
in  his  power  to  sit  to  him  for  a  picture  for  certain  gentlemen 
at  Liverpool.' " 

This  invitation  was  eagerly  accepted,  and  the  Journal 
which  follows  contains  this  very  full  account  of  it. 

"  October  llth.  Left  town  by  steam  for  Ramsgate.  Got 
in  at  half  past  six,  dined,  and  set  ofi^  in  a  chaise  for  Walmer, 
where  I  arrived  safely  in  hard  rain.  A  great  bell  was  rung 
on  my  arrival  ;  and  after  taking  tea  and  dressing,  I  was 
ushered  into  the  drawing-room,  where  sat  his  Grace  with  Sir 
Astley  Cooper,  Mr.  Arbuthnot,  and  Mr.  Booth,  who  had  served 
with  his  Grace  in  Spain.  His  Grace  welcomed  me  heartily, 
asked  how  I  came  down,  and  fell  again  into  general  con- 
versation.     They  talked  of ,  who  kept  the  Ship.     He 

married  an  actress  from  Astley's.  She  was  a  fine  lady,  and 
the  Duke  said,  '  I  soon  saw  all  would  go  wrong  one  day,  for 
while  I  was  there,  somebody  said  he  wanted  something,  and 
madam,  with  the  air  of  a  duchess,  replied,  "  She  would  send 

the  housemaid."     That  wouldn't  do.    became  bankrupt, 

and  there  were  trinkets  belonging  to  her  ;  but  she  preferred 
her  trinkets  to  her  honour,  and  swore  she  was  not  his  wife.' 
The  Duke  talked  of  the  sea  encroaching  at  Dover,  and  of  the 
various  plans  to  stop  it.      '  What  I  there  are  plans  ?'   said  Sir 

have  heard  of  the  Duke's  once  telhng  in  his  later  days  how  the  musk- 
rats  in  India  got  into  bottles,  which  ever  after  retained  the  odour  of 
musk.  "  Either  the  ralits  must  be  very  small,"  said  a  lady  who  heard 
him,  "  or  the  bottles  very  large  "  "  On  the  contrary,  madam,"  was  the 
Duke's  reply,  "  very  small  bottles  and  very  large  rats."  "  That  is  the 
style  of  logic  we  have  to  deal  with  at  the  War  Office,"  whispered 
Lord — Ed. 
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Astley.     '  Yes,  yes,  there  are  as  many  Dover  doctors  as  other 
doctors,'  said  he  ;   and  we  all  laughed. 

"  The  Duke  talked  of  Bonaparte  and  the  Abbe  du  Pradt, 
.jand  said,  '  There  was  nothing  hke  hearing  both  sides.  Du 
Pradt,  in  his  book  (he  was  a  fureiir  de  memoirea),  says,  that 
while  a  certain  conversation  took  place  at  Warsaw  between 
him  and  Napoleon,  the  Emperor  was  taking  notes.  At  Elba, 
Napoleon  told  Douglas,  who  told  the  Duke,  that  the  note  he 
was  taking  was  a  note  to  Marat  (Duke  of  Bassano),  as  fol- 
lows :  '  Renvoyez  ce  coquin  la  a  son  archeveque.'  So,  said 
the  Duke,  '  always  hear  both  sides.' 

"The  Duke  said,  when  he  came  through  Paris  in  1814, 
Madame  De  Stael  had  a  grand  party  to  meet  him.  Du  Pradt 
was  there.  In  conversation  he  said,  '  Europe  owes  her  sal- 
vation to  one  man.'  '  But,  before  he  gave  me  time  to  look 
foolish,'  added  the  Duke,  'Du  Pradt  put  his  hand  on  his  own. 
breast,  and  said,  "  C'est  moi.''  ' 

"  He  then  talked  of  Bonaparte's  system.  Sir  Astley  used 
the  old  cant — '  It  was  selfish.'  '  It  was,'  said  the  Duke, 
'  bullying  and  driving.'  Of  France  he  said,  '  They  robbed 
each  other,  and  then  poured  out  on  Europe  to  fill  their  stom- 
achs and  pockets  by  robbing  others.'  * 

"  He  spoke  of  Don  Carlos — said  he  was  a  poor  creature. 
He  saw  him  at  Dorchester  House  two  days  before  he  escaped. 
He  advised  him  not  to  think  of  it.  He  told  him,  '  All  we  are 
now  saying  will  be  in  Downing  Street  in  two  hours.'  '  You 
have  no  post.'  Carlos  said,  '  Zumalacarregui  will  take  me 
on.'  '  Before  you  move,'  replied  his  Grace,  'be  sure  he  has 
got  one.'  (Here  was  the  7nan.)  The  Duke  said  Carlos  af- 
fected sickness — somebody  got  into  his  bed,  and  kept  the  farce 
up — that  medicine  came — that  the  French  ambassador  be- 
haved like  a  noodle.  Instead  of  telegraphing  up  to  Bayonne, 
which  would  have  carried  the  news  there  in  two  hours,  he 
set  off  in  his  post-carriage  and  four  after  Don  Carlos,  when 
he  must  have  got  to  Bayonne,  or  near  it, 

"The  Duke  talked  of  the  want  of  fuel  in  Spain — -of  what 
the  troops  sufTered,  and  how  whole  houses,  so  many  to  a  di- 
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vision,  were  pulled  down  regularly  and  paid  for  to  serve  as 
fuel.  He  said  every  Englishman  who  has  a  home  goes  to  bed 
at  night.  He  found  bivouacking  was  not  suitable  to  the  char- 
acter of  the  English  soldier.  He  got  drunk,  and  lay  down 
under  any  hedge.  Discipline  was  destroyed.  But  when  he 
introduced  tents,  every  soldier  belonged  to  his  tent,  and,  drunk 
or  sober,  he  got  to  it  before  he  went  to  sleep.  I  said,  '  Your 
Grace,  the  French  always  bivouac'  'Yes,'  he  replied,  'be- 
cause French,  Spanish,  and  all  other  nations  lie  any  where. 
It  is  their  habit.     They  have  no  homes.' 

"  The  Duke  said  the  natural  state  of  man  was  plunder. 
Society  was  based  on  security  of  property  alone.  It  was  for 
that  object  men  associated  ;  and  he  thought  we  were  coming 
to  the  natural  state  of  society  very  fast. 

"  I  studied  his  fine  head  inten.sely.  Arbuthnot  had  begun 
to  doze.  I  was  like  a  lamp  newJy  trimmed,  and  could  have 
listened  all  night.  The  Duke  gave  a  tremendous  yawn,  and 
said,  '  It  is  time  to  go  to  bed.'  Candles  were  rung  for.  He 
took  tw^o,  and  lighted  them  himself  The  rest  lighted  their 
own.  The  Duke  took  one,  and  gave  me  (being  the  stranger) 
the  other,  and  led  the  -way.  At  an  old  view  of  Dover,  in  the 
hall,  he  stopped-  and  explained  about  the  encroachments  of 
the  sea.  I  studied  him  again — we  all  held  up  our  candles. 
Sir  Astley  went  to  Mr.  Pitt's  bed-room,  and  said,  '  God  bless 
your  Grace.'  They  dropped  oft' — his  Grace,  I,  and  the  valet 
going  on.  I  came  to  my  room,  and  said,  '  God  bless  your 
Grace.'  I  saw  him  go  into  his.  When  I  got  to  bed  I  could 
not  sleep.  Good  God,  I  thought,  here  am  I  tete-a-tete  Math 
the  greatest  man  on  earth,  and  the  noblest — the  conqueror  of 
Napoleon — sitting  with  him,  talking  to  him,  sleeping  near 
him  !  His  mind  is  unimpaired  ;  his  conversation  powerful, 
humorous,  witty,  argumentative,  sound,  moral.  Would  he 
throw  his  stories,  fresh  from  nature,  into  his  speeches,  the  ef- 
fect would  be  prodigious.  He  would  double  their  impression. 
I  am  deeply  interested,  and  passionately  affected.  God  bless 
his  Grace,  I  repeat. 

•*  \Wh.  At  ten  we  breakfasted — the  Duke,  Sir  Astley,  Mr. 
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Booth,  and  myself.  He  put  me  on  his  right.  '  Which  will 
ye  have,  black  tea  or  green  ?'  '  Black,  your  Grace.'  '  Bring 
black.'  Black  was  brought,  and  I  ate  a  hearty  breakfast. 
In  the  midst,  six  dear,  healthy,  noisy  children  Avere  brought 
to  the  windows.  '  Let  them  in,'  said  the  Duke  ;  and  in  they 
came,  and  rushed  over  to  him,  saying,  '  How  d'ye  do,  Duke  ? 
how  d'ye  do,  Duke  ?'  One  boy,  young  Grey,  roared,  '  I  want 
some  tea,  Duke.'  '  You  shall  have  it,  if  you  promise  not  to 
slop  it  over  me,  as  you  did  yesterday.'  Toast  and  tea  were 
then  in  demand.  Three  got  on  one  side  and  three  on  the 
other,  and  he  hugged  'em  all.  Tea  was  poured  out,  and  I 
saw  little  Grey  try  to  slop  it  over  the  Duke's  frock-coat.  Sir 
Astley  said,  '  You  did  not  expect  to  see  this.'  They  all  then 
rushed  out  on  the  leads,  by  the  cannon,  and  after  breakfast  I 
saw  the  Duke  romping  with  the  whole  of  them,  and  one  of 
them  gave  his  Grace  a  devil  of  a  thump.  I  went  round  to 
mv  bed-room.  The  children  came  to  the  window,  and  a  dear 
little  black-eyed  girl  began  romping.  I  put  my  head  out 
and  said,  '  I'll  catch  you.'  Just  as  I  did  this,  the  Duke,  who 
did  not  see  me,  put  his  head  out  at  the  door  close  to  my  room, 
No,  10,  which  leads  to  the  leads,  and  said,  '  I'll  catch  ye  I 
ha,  ha,  Tve  got  ye  I'  at  which  they  all  ran  away.  He  looked 
at  them  and  laughed,  and  went  in. 

"  He  then  told  me  to  choose  my  room  and  get  my  light  in 
order,  and  after  hunting  he  would  sit.  I  did  so,  and  about 
two  he  gave  me  an  hour  and  a  half  I  hit  his  grand,  up- 
right, manly  expression.  He  looked  like  an  eagle  of  the  gods 
who  had  put  on  human  shape,  and  had  got  silvery  with  age 
and  service.  At  first  I  was  a  little  affected,  but  I  hit  his 
features,  and  all  went  off.  Riding  hard  made  him  rosy  and 
dozy.  His  colour  was  fresh.  All  the  portraits  are  too  pale. 
I  found  that  to  imagine  he  could  not  go  through  any  duty 
raised  the  lion.  '  Does  the  light  hurt  your  Grace's  eyes  V 
'  Not  at  all  ;'  and  he  stared  at  the  light  as  much  as  to  say, 
•  I'll  see  if  you  shall  make  me  give  in.  Signer  Light.' 

"  'Twas  a  noble  head.  I  saw  nothing  of  that  peculiar  ex- 
pression of  mouth  the  sculptors  give  him,  bordering  on  sim- 
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pering.  His  colour  was  beautiful  and  fleshy,  his  lips  com- 
pressed and  energetic.  I  foolishly  said,  '  Don't  let  me  fatigue 
your  Grace.'  '  Well,  Sir,'  he  said,  '  I'll  give  you  an  hour 
and  a  half.  To-morrow  is  Sunday.  Monday  I'll  sit  again.' 
I  was  delighted  to  see  him  pay  his  duty  to  Sunday.  Up  he 
rose.  I  opened  the  door,  and  hold  this  as  the  highest  dis- 
tinction of  my  life.  He  bowed  and  said,  '  We  dine  at  seven.' 
"  At  seven  w^e  dined.  His  Grace  took  half  a  fflass  of 
sherry  and  put  it  in  water.  I  drank  three  glasses,  Mr.  Ar- 
buthnot  one.  We  then  went  to  the  drawing-room,  Avhere, 
putting  a  candle  on  each  side  of  him,  he  read  the  Standard 
while  I  talked  to  Mr.  Arbuthnot,  who  said  it  was  not  true 
Copenhagen  ran  away  on  the  field.  He  ran  to  his  stable 
when  the  Duke  came  to  Waterloo  after  the  battle,  and  kick- 
ed out  and  gambolled. 

"I  did  not  stay  up  to-night.  I  was  tired,  went  to  bed, 
and  slept  heartily.  It  was  most  interesting  to  see  him  read- 
ing away.  I  believe  he  read  every  iota.  We  talked  of 
Lord  Mulgrave,  whom  his  Grace  esteemed.  Sir  Astley  had 
left  in  the  morning,  and,  in  talking  of  the  Duke's  power  of 
conversation,  related  that  when  some  one  said,  '  Habit  is  sec- 
ond nature,'  the  Duke  remarked,  '  It  is  ten  times  nature.' 

"  I  asked  the  Duke  if  Csesar  did  not  land  hereabouts. 
He  said  he  believed  near  Richborough  Castle. 
"  Thus  ends  the  second  immortal  day. 
"  Su7iday.  I  found  the  Duke  on  the  leads.  After  break- 
fast Mr.  Arbuthnot  told  me  to  go  to  the  village  church  and 
ask  for  the  Duke's  pew.  I  walked,  and  was  shown  into  a 
large  pew  near  the  pulpit. 

"  A  few  moments  after  the  service  had  begun,  the  Duke 
and  Mr.  Arbuthnot  came  up — no  pomp,  no  servants  in  livery 
with  a  pile  of  books.  The  Duke  came  into  the  presence  of 
His  Maker  without  cant,  without  affectation,  a  simple  human 
being. 

"  From  the  bare  wainscot,  the  absence  of  curtains,  the 
dirty  green  footstools,  and  common  chairs,  I  feared  I  was  in 
the  wrong  pew,  and  very  quietly  sat  myself  down  in  the 
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Duke's  place.  Mr.  Arbuthnot  squeezed  my  arm  before  it  was 
too  late,  and  I  crossed  in  an  instant.  The  Duke  pulled  out 
his  prayer-book,  and  followed  the  clergyman  in  the  simplest 
way,  I  got  deeply  affected.  Here  was  the  greatest  hero  in 
the  world,  who  had  conquered  the  greatest  genius,  prostra- 
ting his  heart  and  being  before  his  God  in  his  venerable  age, 
and  praying  for  his  mercy.  However  high  his  destiny  above 
my  own,  here  we  were  at  least  equal  before  our  Creator. 
Here  we  were  stripped  of  extrinsic  distinctions  ;  and  I  looked 
at  this  wonderful  man  with  an  interest  and  feeling  that 
touched  my  imagination  beyond  belief.  The  silence  and  im- 
bosomed  solitude  of  the  village  church,  the  simplicity  of  its 
architecture,  rather  deepened  than  decreased  the  depth  of  my 
sensibilities.  At  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ  the  Duke  bowed 
his  silvery  hairs  like  the  humblest  labourer,  and  yet  not  more 
than  others,  but  to  the  same  degree.  He  seemed  to  wish  for 
no  distinction.  At  the  epistle  he  stood  upright,  like  a  soldier, 
and  when  the  blessing  was  pronounced,  he  buried  his  head  in 
one  hand,  and  uttered  his  prayer  as  if  it  came  from  his  heart 
in  humbleness. 

"  Arthur  Wellesley  in  the  village  church  of  Walmer  this 
day  was  more  interesting  to  me  than  at  the  last  charge  of  the 
Guards  at  Waterloo,  or  in  all  the  glory  and  paraphernalia  of 
his  entry  into  Paris.  I  would  not  have  missed  seeing  him, 
for  this  will  be  the  germ  of  some  interesting  work  of  art — 
perhaps  his  youth,  his  manhood,  and  his  age  in  a  series. 

"  The  Duke  after  dinner  retired,  and  we  all  followed  him. 
He  then  took  the  Spectator,  and  placing  a  candle  on  each 
side  of  his  venerable  head,  read  it  through.  I  watched  him 
the  whole  time.  Young  Lucas  had  arrived,  a  very  nice  fel- 
low, and  we  both  watched  him.  I  took  Lardner's  life  of  him, 
in  one  part  of  which  he  says,  '  He  rode  in  front  of  fifty  pieces 
of  artillery,  but  God  protected  his  head.'  I  looked  up  and 
studied  the  venerable  white  head  that  God  still  protected. 
There  he  was,  contented,  happy,  aged,  but  vigorous,  enjoying 
his  leisure  in  dignity  —  God  knows  as  he  deserves.  After 
reading  till  his  eyes  were  tired,  he  put  down  the  paper,  and 

N  2 


298  MEMOIRS    OF    B.    R.    HAYDON.  [1839. 

said,  *  There  are  a  great  many  curious  things  in  it,  I  assure 
you.'  He  then  yawned,  as  he  always  did  before  retiring,  and 
said,  '  I'll  give  you  an  early  sitting  to-morrow,  at  nine.'  I 
wished  his  Grace  a  good  night,  and  went  to  bed.  At  half 
past  five  I  was  up,  set  my  palette,  got  all  ready,  and  went  to 
work  to  get  the  head  in  from  the  drawing.  By  nine  the  door 
opened,  and  in  he  walked,  looking  extremely  worn — his  skin 
drawn  tight  over  his  face  ;  his  eye  was  wateiy  and  aged  ; 
his  head  nodded  a  little.  I  put  the  chair  ;  he  mumbled, 
'  I'd  as  soon  stand.'  I  thought,  '  You  will  get  tired,'  but  I 
said  nothing;  down  he  sat  —  how  altered  from  the  fresh  old 
man  after  Saturday's  hunting.  It  aflected  me.  He  looked 
like  an  aged  eaofle  beginning  to  totter  from  his  perch.  He 
took  out  his  watch  three  times,  and  at  ten  up  he  got,  and 
said,  '  It's  ten  ;'  I  opened  the  door,  and  he  went  out.  He  had 
been  impatient  all  the  time.  At  breakfast  he  brightened  at 
the  sight  of  the  children,  and  after  distributing  toast  and  tea 
to  them,  I  got  him  on  art.  He  talked  of  a  picture  of  Copen- 
hagen by  Ward,  which  the  Duke  of  Northumberland  bought, 
and  M'hich  he  wanted,  and  suddenly  looking  up  at  me,  said, 
'  D'ye  want  another  sitting  ?'  I  replied,  '  If  you  please,  your 
Grace.'  '  Very  well ;  after  hunting,  I'll  come.'  Just  as  he 
was  going  hunting,  or  while  he  was  out,  came  Count  Bruno w, 
the  locurti  tenens  of  Pozzo  di  Borgo,  the  Russian  ambassador. 
Lady  Burghersh  came  in  from  Lady  Marlborough's,  and  Mr. 
Arbuthnot  wanted  her  to  go  in  and  talk  to  Brunow,  but  she 
declined.  All  of  a  sudden  I  heard  a  great  clatter,  and  the 
servants  came  in  to  move  the  great  table  for  lunch.  At  lunch 
I  was  called  in.  The  Duke,  Count  Brunow,  and  myself  lunch- 
ed. At  three  he  came  in,  having  sent  Brunow  with  Arbuth- 
not 'pour  faire  un  tour.  Lady  Burghersh  came  in  also,  and 
again  he  was  fresher,  but  the  feebleness  of  the  morning  still 
aflected  my  heart.  It  is  evident,  at  times,  he  is  beginning 
to  sink,  though  the  sea  air  at  Walmer  keeps  him  up,  and  he 
is  better  than  he  was. 

"  Lady  Burghersh  kept  him  talking,  but  the  expression  I 
had  already  hit  was  much  finer  than  the  present,  and  I  re- 
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solved  not  to  endanger  what  I  had  secured.  I  therefore  cor- 
rected the  figure  and  shoulders,  and  told  Lady  Burghersh  I 
had  done.  '  He  has  done,'  said  she,  '  and  it's  very  fine.'  *  Is 
it  though  V  said  the  Duke  ;  '  I'm  very  glad.'  '  And  now,' 
said  she,  '  you  must  stand.'  So  up  he  got,  and  I  sketched 
two  views  of  his  back,  his  hands,  legs,  &c.,  &c.  I  did  him 
so  instantaneously,  that  his  eagle  eyes  looked  me  right  through 
several  times,  when  he  thought  I  was  not  looking.  As  it 
was  a  point  of  honour  with  him  not  to  see  any  sketch  con- 
nected with  my  picture,  he  never  glanced  that  way.  He 
looked  at  the  designs  for  the  House  of  Lords  on  the  chimney- 
piece,  but  said  nothing.  He  then  retired,  and  appeared  gay 
and  better.  He  had  put  on  a  fine  dashing  waistcoat  for  the 
Russian  ambassador. 

"At  lunch  the  Duke  said  in  the  churches  of  Russia  he 
never  heard  a  single  cough  in  the  coldest  weather. 

"  At  dinner  there  was  a  party — Lord  and  Lady  Mahon, 
Colonel  D ,  a  captain  of  horse  artillery,  Bruno w.  Cap- 
tain V ,  and  several  others.      Colonel  D had  the 

Waterloo  medal  and  Legion  of  Honour.  He  was  a  spirited 
fellow,  but  had  too  much  of  the  mess-table,  which  is  all  af- 
fected sentiment,  boasting  justice  to  the  enemies  of  England, 
and,  in  fact,  unideaed  chatter  over  claret  and  Champagne. 
Captain  V was  an  honest  old  boy. 

"  The  Duke  looked  well,  and  told  some  stories.  As  Lady 
Stuart  was  coming  from  the  tournament  with  a  friend,  they 
got  into  a  railway  carriage,  where  sat  a  man  who  did  not 
move,  so  they  sat  down  beside  him.  At  last  in  came  an- 
other, who  begged  one  of  the  ladies  to  get  up,  because  he 
must  sit  '  by  his  convict.' 

"At  night,  as  I  took  leave  of  the  Duke,  he  said,  'I  hope 
you  are  satisfied.  Good-by.'  I  heard  him  go  to  bed  after 
me,  laughing,  and  he  roared  out  to  Arbuthnot,  '  Good-night.' 
I  then  heard  him  slam  the  door  of  his  room,  No,  11,  next  to 
mine,  No.  10,  but  on  the  opposite  side,  and  a  little  further 
on.  I  soon  fell  asleep  ;  was  ofi"  at  six  for  Ramsgate,  and 
dined  at  home  at  five  :  found  all  right. 
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"  My  impression  is  that  the  Duke  has  begun  to  sink,  though 
he  will  hold  out  for  years.  His  memory  is  healthy ;  his  in- 
tellect unimpaired  ;  but  his  physical  vigour,  I  fear,  is  break- 
ing now  and  then. 

"  It  is  curious  to  have  known  thus  the  two  great  heads 
of  the  two  great  parties,  the  Duke  and  Lord  Grey.  I  prefer 
the  Duke  infinitely.  He  is  more  manly,  has  no  vanity,  is 
not  deluded  by  any  flattery  or  humbug,  and  is  in  every  way, 
much  as  I  admire  Lord  Grey,  a  grander  character,  though 
Lord  Grey  is  a  fine,  amiable,  venerable,  vain  man. 

"  22d.  Improved  the  Duke's  head,  and  called  on  Wilkie. 
After  a  chat  we  got  on  the  old  story — Hume,  the  Academy, 
and  God  knows  what ;  the  end  was,  that  we  had  a  long, 
agitated  talk,  from  which  it  was  evident  the  Academicians 
felt  themselves  in  a  stew.  I  never  saw  Wilkie  so  much  ex- 
cited. 

"  He  blamed  me  for  not  going  abroad,  for  doing  every  thing 
I  had  done,  and  not  doing  any  thing  he  wished  me  to  do.  He 
grumbled — scolded.  I  was  as  cool  as  a  cucumber,  and  we 
parted  capital  friends. 

"  24^/i.  The  Duke  of  Bedford  is  dead — a  good  kind,  friend 
to  me  and  all  artists.  It  is  singular  that  almost  his  last 
letter  should  be  to  me,  and  that  he  should  have  explained 
to  me  he  was  the  originator  of  exhibiting  old  pictures  at  the 
Gallery.  He  Avas  one  of  the  old  set,  and  felt  for  artists. 
Hail  to  his  memory  I 

"  November  1th.  "Wrote  hard  at  my  new  lectures.  Col- 
onel Wyndham  called,  and  thought  the  Duke's  head  beautiful 
in  expression  ;  so  do  I — simplicity  without  weakness,  and  en- 
ergy without  caricature.     I  think  it  is  a  complete  hit. 

"  8^^.  Lectured  with  great  success  at  the  Mechanics'. 

"  ^th.  Though  not  a  man  of  any  peculiar  modesty  of  char- 
acter (as  Canning  said  apropos  of  the  House  of  Commons),  I 
never  begin  a  lecture  without  fearing  I  shall  not  be  interesting. 

"  l^th — l^th.  Worked  and  wrote  at  the  Museum.  Col- 
onel Gurwood  called  to-day,  and  mentioned  two  or  three  cor- 
rections necessary,  but  thought  it  a  very  fine  picture. 
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"  I  said  it  was  only  necessary  for  the  Duke's  system  to  come 
in  contact  with  Napoleon's  to  split  it.  Colonel  Gurwood  said 
he  saw  that  a  long  way  ofi". 

"  22d.  Rogers  called,  and  was  pleased  with  the  Duke. 
He  said  it  was  the  man.  He  said  he  wished  I  would  paint 
Napoleon  musing  at  St.  Helena,  not  so  fat  as  he  really  was  ; 
that  that  was  the  only  thing  Talleyrand  and  the  Duchess  De 
Dino  objected  to  in  my  picture  at  Sir  Robert  Peel's.  I  asked 
him  what  they  thought  of  the  picture.  He  said  most  highly, 
but  that  the  fatness  always  pained  them,  as  they  never  saw 
him  so.  He  said  he  saw  him  with  Mr.  Fox  in  1802,  and 
nothing  could  be  handsomer  than  his  smile.  Rogers  is  a 
Whig ;  he  lingers  about  Napoleon,  and  did  not  seem  to  think 
the  Duke  half  so  interesting.  He  told  me  I  was  a  great 
poet,  &c.,  and  went  away. 

2Sd.  Hard  at  work  again  and  improved  the  Duke,  as  I 
should  go  on  doing  to  the  last. 

"  Wrote  the  Duke  (who  has  had  a  severe  attack)  a  frank 
letter  expressing  ray  joy  at  his  recovery,  and  sorrow  at  his 
illness,  but  telling  his  Grace  he  went  too  long  without  his 
food.  I  said  I  observed  it  at  Walmer,  and  that  from  ten  to 
half  past  seven  was  too  long  without  intervening  sustenance. 
I  begged  him  to  consider  the  value  of  his  life,  and  that  we 
who  had  looked  on  him  for  forty  years  as  the  only  shield  from 
France  would  feel  wretched  and  at  a  loss  if  any  thing  hap- 
pened to  him. 

"  25th.  Depending  on  my  balance  at  the  conclusion  of 
the  Duke's  picture  at  the  end  of  October,  and  not  getting  it, 
owing  to  the  pressure  of  the  times,  has  obliged  me  to  incur 
expense  to  delay  payments,  and  make  arrangements  which 
have  embarrassed  me.  Under  the  blessing  of  God  I  may  es- 
cape ruin,  but  it  may  lead  to  it. 

"  Twice  out  of  three  times  this  is  my  fate.  Sanguine  in 
my  wishes,  sincere  in  my  intentions,  I  fling  myself  at  a  pic- 
ture with  all  my  heart  and  soul,  and  thus  I  am  treated. 

"  It  is  not  altogether  my  employers'  fault,  but  they  might 
have  managed  better. 
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"  2^th.  Lady  Burghersh,  Mr.  Arbuthnot,  and  Colonel  Gar- 
wood called  and  were  much  delighted.  Lady  Burghersh  au- 
thorized me  to  say  the  likeness  of  the  Duke  was  admirable, 
and  so  said  Arbuthnot.  Gurwood  left  word  he  was  pleased. 
So  far  good. 

"  2^th.  Finished  my  lecture  for  Leeds  on  the  history  of 
the  arts. 

"  I  think  this  taste  of  the  Glueen  for  historical  portraits  in 
composition  is  an  advance  in  taste,  and  will  lead  to  sound 
art  in  the  end. 

"30th.  Last  day  of  November.  The  Duke  is  fairly  done, 
and  I  return  thanks  to  God  for  enabling  me  to  carry  it 
through  gloriously.  I  began  it,  and  prayed  for  its  success 
as  I  always  do,  and  therefore  I  am  grateful. 

"  I  have  only  done  two  pictures  this  year,  Milton  and  the 
Duke,  but  lectured  much.  I  have  not  worked  as  I  ought. 
Then  that  cursed  Academy  business  called  me  off.  Curse 
the  affair. 

"  On  the  whole,  I  am  pleased.  At  Court  there  is  a  tend- 
ency to  portrait  history,  which  is  an  advance  upon  the  vul- 
garity of  the  Wilkie  taste,  and  though  pictures  are  small  as 
yet  and  petty,  yet  it  is  generating  a  better  and  higher  feeling. 

"  A  feeling  of  the  truth  is  spreading  in  the  country.  To- 
day I  have  been  requested  to  get  casts  of  the  Theseus  and 
Ilissus  for  Hull.  At  Leeds  a  strong  feeling  is  roused.  All 
this  will  gradually  fit  the  next  generation  for  expecting  and 
being  able  to  relish  better  things. 

"December  2d.  It  is  now  twenty-seven  years  since  I  or- 
dered my  Solomon  canvass.  I  was  young  (twenty-six).  Sir 
George  had  treated  me  cruelly.  I  had  attacked  the  Acad- 
emy. The  world  was  against  me.  I  had  not  a  farthing. 
Yet  how  I  remember  the  delight  with  which  I  mounted  my 
deal  table  and  dashed  it  in,  sihging  and  trusting  in  God,  as 
I  always  do.  When  one  is  once  imbued  with  that  clear, 
heavenly  confidence,  there  is  nothing  like  it.  It  has  carried 
me  through  every  thing. 

"  I  think  my  dearest  Mary  has  not  got  it.     I  do  not  think 
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women  have  in  general.  Two  years  ago,  after  I  returned 
from  Broadstairs,  I  had  not  a  farthing,  having  spent  it  all  to 
recover  her  health.  She  said  to  me,  '  What  are  we  to  do,  my 
dear  ?'     I  replied,  '  Trust  in  God.' 

"  There  was  something  like  a  smile  on  her  face.  The  very 
next  day  or  the  day  after  came  the  order  for  400  guineas  from 
Liverpool,  and  ever  since  I  have  been  employed.  I  say  so 
now  I  have  no  grand  commission  —  now  the  Duke  is  gone. 
But  I  trust  in  God  with  all  my  heart  and  all  my  soul. 

"  It  is  extraordinary  that  with  a  large  canvass  in  the  house 
I  always  feel  as  if  Satan  crossing  Chaos  was  no  match  for 
me.  My  heart  beats  ;  my  breast  broadens  ;  my  height  rises  ; 
my  cheek  warms.  How  I  would  swell  in  a  Vatican  or  a 
dome  of  St.  Paul's  !     0  God,  bless  me  before  I  die. 

"  Why  such  talents — why  such  desires — such  longings,  if 
to  pine  in  hopeless  ambition  and  endless  agonies  ?  In  Thee 
I  trust,  0  God." 

1840. 

At  the  beginning  of  this  year  Haydon  was  delivering  a 
fresh  course  of  lectures  in  the  North,  and  mentions  that  in 
five  weeks  so  occupied  he  earned  X81  17s. 

"•January  21th.  Rubbed  in  for  Rogers  a  small  Napoleon 
musing.  He  wishes  him  thinner  than  the  Emperor,  who  was 
fat  and  broad  in  his  latter  days,  because  Talleyrand  and  the 
Duchess  De  Dino  did  not  relish  him  fat,  as  I  have  made  him 
at  Drayton. 

"  2^th.  Studied  at  the  National  Galleiy.  I  would  rather 
be  the  painter  of  Lord  Heathfield  than  of  Gevartius.  The 
massy  breadth  —  the  deep  colour  —  the  bronze  vigour  of  his 
expression  and  air  are  glorious.      Called  on  Rogers. 

"  Well  might  the  Duke  say,  '  Habit  is  ten  times  nature.' 
I'm  sure  the  difficulty  I  have  to  resume  my  brush  is  laugh- 
able— it  is  ridiculous — it  is  shameful — it  is  abominable  I  I 
march  about  —  look  at  all  my  pictures,  sure  of  my  commis- 
sions— put  my  hands  in  my  pockets — talk  to  myself^ — quote 
Shakspeare — read  Hamlet,  Burke,  Vasari — make  a  great  fuss 
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about  nothing,  and  curse  my  being  obliged  to  lecture  for  my 
family's  sake — change  my  bed  till  I  am  sick — then  write  an 
attack  on  the  Whigs — long  to  be  at  the  Academy — and  then 
get  M'retched  at  not  painting.  I  shall  have  a  burst,  and 
away  will  go  evil  spirits. 

"  olst.  The  last  day  of  January.  I  called  on  Wilkie,  and 
we  had  a  regular  set-to.  I  asked  him  who  was  to  be  Keeper. 
I  told  him  they  were  putting  men  forward  who  were  sup- 
posed to  be  likely  to  stand,  while  the  real  man  was  concealed, 
and  1  said  if  he  were  elected  I'd  be  at  the  Academy  again. 
'  Now  don't,'  said  Wilkie,  '  interfere  in  the  elections.'  '  If 
be  elected,  I  will.'  '  Don't,'  said  he,  with  an  entreat- 
ing air. 

"  No  man  is  fit  for  it  but  E ,  and  he  is  too  timid.      He 

is  the  only  man  to  keep  up  the  high  feeling.  If  you  elect  a 
mere  drawing-master,  he  will  keep  the  boys  down  ;  if  a  man 
of  poetic  views,  he  will  elevate  them.  The  feelings  in  the 
country  are  high,  and  whether  the  young  men  are  fitted  to 
meet  the  feeling  fast  growing  will  depend  on  the  instructer 
chosen.  If  the  Academy  do  not  elect  a  fit  and  proper  person, 
they  will  betray  their  trust.     I  alarmed  Wilkie. 

"  February  3d.  W^ent  to  the  British  Institution  and  Cat- 
lin's  exhibition  of  Indians.  The  Institution  is  become  the 
common  sewer  of  the  Royal  Academy.     It  is  lamentable. 

"  5th.  Met  Leigh  Hunt  after  an  interval  of  many  years, 
looking  hearty,  gray,  and  a  veteran.  We  hailed  each  other. 
'  Haydon,'  said  Hunt,  '  when  I  see  you  hosts  of  household  re- 
membrances crowd  my  fancy.'  '  Hunt,'  said  I,  '  I  am  going 
to  write  my  life,  and  I'll  do  you  justice.  You  would  have 
been  burned  at  the  stake  for  a  principle,  and  would  have 
feared  to  put  your  foot  in  the  mud.'      Hunt  was  affected. 

"  Hunt.  '  Will  you  come  and  see  my  play  ?'* 

"  Haydon.   '  I  will ;  when  ?' 

"  Hunt.  '  Friday.' 

"  Haydon.   '  I'll  applaud  j^ou  to  the  skies.' 

"  Hunt.  '  Bring  your  wife  ;.  I'll  put  your  names  down.' 
*  The  Legend  of  Florence. 
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"  Haydon.   '  I  will' 

"  *  God  bless  ye.'     '  Good-by.'     We  parted. 

"  8^/i.  Went  to  Leigh  Hunt's  play,  and  was  highly  pleased. 
The  audience  was  enthusiastic.  At  the  conclusion  he  was 
brought  on  the  stage — gray,  sturdy,  worn,  and  timid.  I  Avas 
much  affected.  Think  of  poor  Hunt  being  ruined  for  telling 
mankind  what  George  IV.  was  ashamed  they  should  know, 
but  was  not  ashamed  to  do  before  his  Maker  provided  it  was 
unknown  to  his  people. 

"  There  must  be  justice  hereafter,  and  to  this  mnn  justice 
is  due." 

As  an  example  of  the  political  lucubrations  of  Haydon, 
which  occupy  a  large  place  in  this  Journal,  I  insert  what 
follows  : 

"  13^/i.  I  wish  I  had  put  down  every  thing  that  had  passed 
through  my  mind,  because  most  extraordinary  coincidences 
would  have  been  seen,  such  as  are  almost  incredible  to  my- 
self, and  such  musings  as  one  rejects  as  ridiculous  at  the  time 
they  occur.  Every  minister  of  England  should  base  his  Avhole 
proceedings  on  the  instinctive  ambition  of  France.'  In  dan- 
cing and  cookery  they  have  conquered  the  world,  and  they  be- 
lieve, from  the  first  moment  of  perception  to  the  last  gasp  of 
existence,  their  conquest  of  the  world  in  all  other  matters  is 
only  delayed  and  obstructed  by  England. 

"  This  was  Napoleon's  belief,  and  this  is  the  belief  of  the 
whole  French  nation.  This  is  the  true  key  of  their  policy 
toward  us,  and  after  having  in  vain  struggled  to  conquer  us 
as  enemies,  they  have,  by  the  skill  of  Talleyrand,  turned  their 
whole  attention  to  compassing  the  same  end  under  the  guise 
of  friends. 

"  In  the  Mediterranean  the  affairs  of  England  are  so  com- 
plicated by  the  treachery  of  France,  that  there  is  really  no 
seeing  the  end  ;  and  in  case  of  a  rupture,  I  will  bet  my  ex- 
istence France  would  join  Mehemet  Ali,  and  then,  against 
the  two  fleets,  what  could  we  do  with  our  eight  or  ten  sail 
of  the  line  ? 

"  I  have  no  doubt  there  may  even  be  a  secret  understand- 
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ing  with  Russia  to  expel  us  from  the  Mediterranean,  because, 
while  we  are  in  any  power  there,  spoliation  or  division  can 
never  effectually  take  place  as  a  counterpoise  to  our  empire 
in  India.  The  only  chance  is  from  the  age  of  Mehemet. 
He  may  die,  but  then  his  genius  would  die  with  him. 

"  Good  God  I  that  the  aflairs  of  England  at  such  a  crisis 
should  be  in  such  hands  as  Lord  Melbourne's,  with  his  apathy, 
his  belief  in  the  irresponsibility  of  man,  his  '  natural  course  of 
things,'  his  roosting  after  dinner.  God  knows  I  should  not 
be  astonished  at  Mehemet  making  a  dash  at  Constantinople. 
If  Nelson  met  him  with  the  Turkish  fleet  and  his  own,  it 
may  be  conjectured  what  he  would  do,  with  or  without  the 
French.  What  a  period  of  complication  for  such  a  genius 
as  Chatham  I 

"After  the  investigation  of  the  Convention  of  Cintra,  and 
when  the  Duke  had  proved  his  genius  to  my  mind,  I  lay  in 
bed  one  morning,  and  clearl)^  saw  in  my  mind's  eye  his  tri- 
umph in  Spain  and 'his  crossing  the  French  frontier.  I  got 
up,  and  determined,  young  as  I  was,  to  write  to  him,  to  tell 
him  my  conviction,  and  to  add  that,  if  it  turned  out  as  I  said, 
as  my  views  in  art  were  as  grand  as  his  in  military  matters, 
I  hoped  he  would  allow  me,  in  the  hour  of  victory,  to  remind 
him  of  my  prophecy. 

"  Subsequent  reasoning  made  me  believe  this  to  be  ab- 
surd, and,  to  the  regret  of  my  whole  after  life,  I  gave  up  the 
notion . 

"  This  morning  I  had  similar  foreshadowings  about  the 
affairs  of  the  East,  the  complication  of  which  I  clearly  un- 
ravelled. 

"  loth.  News  to-day  that  twenty-nine  Chinese  junks  at- 
tacked the  Volage  and  Hyacinth,  when  our  boys  beat  off  the 
w^hole  and  sunk  and  blew  up  five,  sparing  the  rest.  This 
gladdens  my  heart,  and  I  hope  may  show  Master  Monsieur 
what  he  may  expect  if  he  is  impudent. 

"  l&th.  This  Volage  business  has  given  me  a  greater  ap- 
petite for  my  food.  This  is  doing  things  in  the  old  style.  I 
trust  I  shall  live  to  see  the  French  licked  once  more,  and  I 
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shall  really  be  happy — so  early,  so  deeply,  and  so  intensely 
are  early  associations  rooted  in  me,  from  cheering  at  batter- 
ed frigates,  and  huzzaing  at  victorious  crews.  God  protect 
the  British  navy." 

Now,  at  length,  came  an  opportunity  which  he  had  long 
sighed  for — of  lecturing  at  Oxford. 

"  23d.  Returned  from  Bath  yesterday,  after  a  very  en- 
thusiastic reception,  and  not  numerous.  Had  great  pleasure 
in  forming  the  acquaintance  of  Mr.  Duncan,  an  old  Fellow 
of  one  of  the  Colleges  at  Oxford,  who  gave  me  valuable 
letters. 

"  26th.  Started  for  Oxford — a  day-dream  of  my  youth. 

"  27th.  Received  by  the  Vice-Chancellor,  Dr.  Shuttle- 
worth,  and  Wardens  with  every  kindness.  Leave  was  grant- 
ed me  to  lecture  in  the  Radcliffe  great  room,  but  this  could 
not  be  done  without  a  meeting  of  trustees.  Dr.  Shuttle- 
worth  then  sent  me  to  the  Ashmolean,  where  I  began  on. 
Tuesday.  God  grant  me  success.  I  make  no  charge.  My 
object  is  the  art.  T  admit  all  members  free.  If  I  succeed, 
what  a  glorious  thing  it  will  be  I  My  introduction  has  been, 
singular.  I  met  Mr.  Duncan,  a  great  favourite,  at  Bath. 
He  gave  me  two  important  letters,  which  have  opened  the 
doors.     Success  I 

"  28th.  Met  at  Parker's  '  Dr.  Wells  on  adorning  Churches,' 
and  '  The  Journal  of  Dowsing,  one  of  a  Committee  appointed 
to  destroy  Pictures,  1643-44,  appointed  by  the  Earl  of  Man- 
chester ;'  by  his  own  account  they  destroyed  in  Suffolk  4560 
pictures  in  little  more  than  a  year  and  a  half 

"  29th.  Got  on  well.  Oxford  affects  my  imagination  vast- 
ly— such  silence,  and  solitude,  and  poetry — such  unquestion- 
able antiquity,  such  learning,  and  means  of  acquiring  it. 

''March  1st.  Dined  with  Dr.  Shuttleworth  en  famille  at 
New  College,  and  spent  a  delightful  time.  We  went  to 
chapel,  where  is  Reynolds's  picture  of  The  Virtues. 

"  We  got  on  the  Duke,  and  he  said  he  had  one  singular 
trait — that  he  was  mean  in  money  matters,  and  that  he  act- 
ually suffered  himself  to  be  sued  for  the  amount  of  his  silk 
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gown  before  he  paid  the  money.  It  was  near  an  execution. 
The  Duke  has  some  property  at  Strathfieldsaye  connected 
with  the  University.  The  Warden  said  the  trouble  they  had 
to  get  the  money  was  dreadful.  It  was  years  first.  His 
Grace's  agent  was  so  convinced  the  University  was  right, 
that  he  s:ave  it  in  their  favour.  Even  then  it  could  not  be 
got.  At  last  Dr.  Shuttleworth  wrote  a  plain  statement  of 
facts  to  the  Duke  himself  He  (the  Duke)  sent  for  Parkin- 
son, and  asked  if  it  Avas  correct.  Parkinson  said  '  Yes.' 
'  Then,'  said  he,  '  pay  the  money.'  A  check  Avas  sent  with 
interest  from  the  time  it  ought  to  have  been  paid.  Perhaps 
this  may  account  for  his  indisposition  to  lend  his  clothes  to 
artists. 

^'  March  3d.  I  began  to-day  at  the  Ashmolean  Museum, 
and  had  complete  success.  All  are  alive  to  common  sense 
and  Nature — the  refined  scholar  and  the  humble  mechanic 
alike.  It  was  beautiful  and  triumphant.  And,  0  God  I 
how  grateful  ought  I  to  be  to  be  permitted  the  distinction  of 
thus  being  the  first  to  break  down  the  barrier  which  has  kept 
art  begging  to  be  heard  and  attended  to  at  the  Universities." 

In  his  delight  he  wrote  to  Wordsworth, 

"  My  dear  Wordsworth, — At  last  I  have  accomplished 
one  of  the  day-dreams  of  my  earliest  youth,  viz.,  lecturing  at 
the  University. 

"I  have  been  received  with  distinction  by  the  Yice-Chan- 
cellor  and  the  heads  of  colleges,  granted  the  Ashmolean  Mu- 
seum, and  gave  my  first  lecture  yesterday,  which  was  posi- 
tively hailed. 

"  There  are  four  honours  in  my  life — first,  the  sonnet  of 
Wordsworth  ;  second,  the  freedom  of  my  native  town  for  Solo- 
mon ;  third,  the  public  dinner  in  Edinburgh  ;  and,  fourth,  my 
reception  at  Oxford. 

"  The  first  and  the  last  are  the  greatest.  But  the  first  is 
the  first,  and  will  ever  remain  so,  while  a  vibration  of  my 
heart  continues  to  quiver. 

"  Who  said  '  High  is  our  calling,'  when  all  the  Avorld  w^as 
adverse  to  desert  ?  There  was  the  foresight — there  the  man- 
liness— there  the  energy  and  the  aflectiou  which  have  marked 
the  poet's  career  from  beginning  to  conclusion. 
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"  You  are  a  glorious  creature,  and  is  not  our  calling  high  ? 
Would  all  the  crowns,  and  kingdoms,  and  jewels  on  earth 
have  bribed  you  1o  say  that  of  a  man  if  you  had  not  felt  it? 
And  why  did  you  feel  it?      Because  you  saw  it. 

"You  have  lived  to  your  complete  victory  on  earth — you 
have  nothing  now  to  expect  but  '  Well  done,  thou  good  and 
faithful  servant.'  May  that  hour,  lor  the  sake  of  your  friends 
here,  be  long  deferred  ;   but  it  will  not  the  less  come. 

"After  the  distinction  of  yesterday  my  mind  instinctively 
turned  to  you.  Fancy  my  reception  here,  and  fancy  those  fel- 
lows at  the  London  University  conceiving  a  man  of  my  mis- 
fortunes would  have  injured  the  religious  and  moral  purity 
of  their  character  if  I  had  lectured  there.  'An  ounce  and 
three  quarters  of  civet,'  or  rather  a  couple  of  pounds. 

"  If  I  was  to  die  this  raioment,  my  dear  friend,  I  would 
thank  God  with  my  last  breath  for  this  great  opportunity  of 
doing  my  duty.      Hurrah,  with  all  my  soul. 

"Your  affectionate  old  friend,  B.  R.  Haydon." 

Wordsworth  answered  : 

"  Rydal  Mount,  Ambleside,  March  12th,  1840. 

"  My  dear  Haydon, — Though  I  have  nothing  to  say  but 
merely  words  of  congratulation,  hearty  congratulation,  I  can 
not  forbear  to  thank  you  for  your  letter.  You  w^rite  in  high 
spirits,  and  I  am  glad  of  it ;  it  is  only  fair  that,  having  had 
so  many  difficulties  to  encounter,  you  should  have  a  large 
share  of  triumph.  Nevertheless,  though  I  partake  most  cor- 
dially of  your  pleasure,  I  should  have  been  still  more  delighted 
to  learn  that  your  pencil  (for  that,  after  all,  is  the  tool  you 
were  made  for)  met  with  the  encouragement  it  so  well  de- 
serves. 

"  I  should  have  liked  to  have  been  among  your  auditors,  par- 
ticularly so  as  I  have  seen  not  long  ago  so  many  first-rate  pic- 
tures on  the  Continent,  and  to  have  heard  you  at  Oxford  would 
have  added  largely  to  my  gratification.  I  love  and  honour 
that  place  for  abundant  reasons,  nor  can  I  ever  forget  the  dis- 
tinction bestowed  upon  myself  last  summer  by  that  noble- 
minded  University. 

"  Allow  me  to  mention  one  thing  on  which,  if  I  were  quali- 
fied to  lecture  upon  your  art,  I  should  dw^ell  with  more  atten- 
tion than,  so  far  as  I  know,  has  been  bestowed  upon  it — I 
mean  perfection  in  each  kind  as  far  as  it  is  attainable.  This 
in  widely  different  minds  has  been  shown  by  the  Italians,  by 
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the  Flemings,  the  Dutch,  the  Spaniards,  the  Germans,  and 
why  should  I  exclude  the  English  ? 

"  Now,  as  a  masterly,  a  first-rate  ode  or  elegy,  or  piece  of 
humour  even,  is  better  than  a  poorly  or  feebly  executed  epic 
poem,  so  is  the  picture,  though  in  point  of  subject  the  hum- 
blest that  ever  came  from  an  easel,  better  than  a  work  after 
Michael  Angelo  or  Raphael  in  choice  of  subject  or  aim  of 
style,  if  moderately  performed.  All  styles,  down  to  the  hum- 
blest, are  good,  if  there  be  thrown  into  the  choosing  all  that 
the  subject  is  capable  of,  and  this  truth  applies  not  only  to 
painting,  but  in  degree  to  every  other  fine  art.  Now  it  is 
well  worth  a  lecturer's  while,  who  sees  the  matter  in  this 
light,  first  to  point  out  through  the  whole  scale  of  art  what 
stands  highest,  and  then  to  show  what  constitutes  the  appro- 
priate perfection  of  all,  down  to  the  lowest. 

"  Ever,  my  dear  Haydon,  faithfully  yours, 

"  W.  Wordsworth." 

"  March  6th  and  1th.  Lectured  again  to  increased  audi- 
ences.    I  dined  last  night  with  Mr. ,  Tutor  of  Exeter, 

and  the  Fellows.  It  was  pretty  to  see  the  hall  rise  at  our 
retiring  to  the  common  room,  and  the  Tutor,  Fellows,  and 
myself  bow  on  reaching  the  door.      I  spent  a  very  delightful 

evening  with  Mr.  T ,  of  Magdalen,  and  S ,  at  our 

little  table.     S is  full  of  Plato.     T had  travelled 

in  Greece — a  mild,  intelhgent,  and  gentlemanly  man.  We 
talked  of  the  Agamemnon  gloriously.  I  knew  it  well.  To- 
day I  dine  at  Magdalen,  to-morrow  with  Mr.  S at  Exe- 
ter. Thank  God,  at  last  I  have  made  my  way  to  society 
where  I  am  happy.  Though  evidently  not  a  classical  scholar, 
the  scholars  here  see  I  seize  the  thoughts  and  value  the  beau- 
ties of  the  great  classical  writers.    S said  the  Athenians 

were  a  corrupt  and  vicious  people,  and  that  all  their  great 
men  were  great  in  spite  of  their  tyranny  and  oppression,  and 
devoted  their  lives  to  elevate  and  improve  them.  He  said  it 
was  curious  that  hardly  any  boast  of  the  Parthenon  or  other 
buildings  occurs  from  authors  about  this  time.  Thucydides 
once,  in  alluding  to  Lacedsemon,  says,  '  They  have  not  build- 
ings like  ourselves,'  and  that's  all.    This  is  odd.    T drank 

tea  with  me,  and  passed  the  evening  in  looking  over  my  prints. 
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"  Sunday,  8th.  Dined  with  Professor  D at  Magdalen, 

and  spent  a  very  pleasant  evening  vi^ith  th'i  Fellows — surely 
they  are  not  the  Fellows  of  Gibbon.  I  saw  '  no  deep  and 
dark  potations,'  but  a  very  pleasant  quantity,  neither  deep 
nor  dark  ;  and  even  if  they  were  so  then,  it  was  not  quite 
fair  in  Gibbon,  after  sharing  their  darkness,  to  betray  their 
deepness. 

"  10th.  Lectured.  The  Vice-Chancellor  Gilbert  came,  and 
gave  authority  to  the  audience. 

"  Dined  with  Sir  A C ,  near  Oxford,  and  had  a 

great  deal  of  fun.  He  took  me  out  in  a  close  carriage,  and 
telling  some  young  Oxford  bucks  they  must  take  me  back, 
sent  the  carriasfe  away  to  Oxford.  I  did  not  reflect  I  was 
then  at  their  mercy,  and  when  I  wanted  to  go,  the  young  girls 
and  boys,  heated  by  waltzing,  began  to  think  it  a  good  joke 
to  keep  the  painter  late.  '  Never  mind,  my  dear  Mr.  Hay- 
don,'  said  one  young  dog,  '  we'll  secure  you  a  breakfast,'  and 
we  all  laughed.  As  this  was  rebellion  against  my  own  will, 
I  determined  to  bolt  quietly,  and  though  I  did  not  know  an 

inch  of  the  road,  to  walk  it.      I  remembered  Sir  A drove 

along  the  great  road  and  turned  to  the  left.  So,  watching 
my  opportunity,  1  bolted  out,  hurried  on  my  great-coat,  and 
putting  my  finger  to  my  lips  to  a  servant,  jumped  the  park 
gate,  and  was  through  the  village  like  a  race-horse. 

"  After  walking  two  miles  in  dinner  shoes,  I  listened,  but 
heard  no  wheels  ;  so,  going  on,  I  got  into  the  main  road,  and 
all  was  safe.  About  a  mile  from  Oxford  I  heard  distant  gal- 
loping and  wheels.  I  knew  the  young  dogs  would  glory  in 
catching  me,  so  I  slipped  behind  a  tree,  and  they  passed  me 
at  a  devil  of  a  pace,  laughing  ready  to  kill  themselves.  I  en- 
tered triumphantly  about  twelve,  having  had  my  own  way, 
the  greatest  of  all  blessings. 

"March  13th.  Last  lecture  of  the  s\x-. — audience  quadru- 
pled. Dined  at  Dr.  Shuttleworth's,  and  spent  a  very  pleas- 
ant evening. 

"  Took  my  leave,  and  left  Oxford  wath  deep  gratitude  for 
my  great  success.     I  came  to  try  a  new  ground.     It  was  neck 
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or  nothing,  and  all  classes  rushed  to  hear  me  till  the  mania 
became  extraordinary. 

"  lith.  Arrived  home  full  of  enthusiasm,  and  expecting  to 
find  (like  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield)  every  blessing — expecting 
my  dear  Mary  to  hang  about  my  neck,  and  welconie  me  at 
my  victory,  when  I  found  her  out,  not  calculating  I  should 
be  home  till  dinner.  I  then  walked  into  town  after  unstrip- 
ping.  When  I  returned  she  was  home,  and  was  hurt  I  did 
not  wait ;  so  this  begat  mutual  allusions  which  were  any 
thing  but  loving  or  happy.  So  much  for  anticipations  of  hu- 
man happiness  I 

"  Perhaps  this  necessary  bit  of  evil  was  a  proper  check  on 
my  vanity. 

"  nth.  Went  to  see  my  Samson  at  the  Suffolk  Street  Gal- 
lery. Met  Colonel  Sibthorp.  I  asked,  in  the  course  of  con- 
versation, what  was  the  principal  cause  of  being  successful 
as  a  speaker  in  the  House  of  Commons.  '  Never  let  your 
points  be  deferred  till  the  dinner-hour,'  said  he  ;  '  always  fin- 
ish a  little  before.' 

"  21st.  Went  to  church  at  George  Street,  Hanover  Square. 
Afterward  called  on  Hamilton,  and  found  Chevalier  Bron- 
stedt.  Had  a  most  interesting  conversation  about  the  Greeks. 
He  agreed  with  me  as  to  the  painting  of  the  Greeks,  that  it 
was  quite  equal  to  their  sculpture.  He  seems  to  have  new 
theories  about  Theseus  being  Cephalus.  He  told  us  by  cal- 
culation the  gold  on  the  statue  of  Minerva  was  £150,000 
sterling  in  worth. 

"  I  never  knew  that  water  was  kept  as  in  a  well  under  the 
great  ivory  statues,  and  a  trench  full  went  round  them  to  pre- 
vent their  cracking. 

"  He  thought  the  Minerva  might  have  been  moved  by  Con- 
stantine.  We  talked  of  the  French  Revolution  and  of  the 
bloody  horrors  of  it.  Hamilton  said  a  French  bishop  offered 
some  books  to  him  once,  and,  in  recommendation  of  them, 
said  one  was  bound  in  a  man's  skin. 

"  22d.  Called  on  Wilkie.  He  kept  me  so  long  waiting  that 
I  rang  the  bell  and  asked  the  servant  if  he  was  up.     She  said 
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he  was  at  breakfast.  I  said,  '  Have  you  a  fire  any  where  ? 
I  am  cold,  and  will  take  a  walk,'  and  I  marched  olf. 

"  This  was  nothing  but  his  want  of  manner.  Just  as  I 
was  sitting  down  to  dinner  a  knock  came  to  the  door.  I  said, 
'  That's  Wilkie.'  Mary  said,  '  No,  no.'  In  came  the  servant, 
and  said  '  Sir  David  Wilkie.'  I  went  up,  and  rowed  him  well 
for  keeping  me  in  the  cold.  He  said,  *  I  was  breakfasting.' 
I  said,  '  That's  no  matter  ;  you  should  have  come  out.' 

•'  He  came  down  and  chatted.  I  asked  him  before  Mrs. 
Haydon  if  he  remembered  my  lending  him  an  old  black  coat 
to  go  to  Barry's  lying-in-state,  which  was  too  short  for  his  long 
arms.  He  did,  and  seemed  to  relish  it.  I  asked  him  if  he 
recollected  dancing  round  the  table  with  Jackson  when  I 
read  his  name  for  the  first  time  in  a  paper,  the  News.  He 
said  he  did.  I  asked  him  if  he  remembered  my  breakfasting 
with  him  the  first  time  in  Norton  Street  front  parlour.  He 
did.  He  told  some  capital  things.  When  Sir  Walter  was  a 
child,  his  mother  and  family  were  all  dressed  one  evening  to 
go  out.  There  was  a  long  discussion.  Sir  Walter  remem- 
bered his  mother  saying  '  No,  no.  Watty  canna  understand 
the  great  Mr.  Garrick.'  Scott  used  to  tell  this,  and  always 
was  indignant  at  the  supposition. 

"  He  told  us  in  the  rebellion  of  1745  a  lady  from  the  High- 
lands came  to  his  father's  house  for  shelter.  She  brought  an 
herb  in  paper,  which  she  put  in  hot  water  and  boiled,  and 
gave  all  the  family  a  little,  and  they  were  delighted.  This 
was  tea — the  year  it  was  introduced. 

"  25th.   Finished  Rogers's  Napoleon.     Worked  hard. 

"  2&th.  Saw  Faraday  about  lecturing  at  the  Royal  Insti- 
tution.    Found  him  frank,  lively,  and  kind. 

"  2^th.  Went  to  church  with  my  dear  old  landlord,  New- 
ton. When  we  were  in,  I  was  afi^ected  at  all  the  disputes, 
kindnesses,  and  fights  we  had  had.  He  has  been  to  me  and 
my  family  an  everlasting  friend,  a  pivot  to  work  on,  an  an- 
chor to  trust  to,  such  as  I  believe  no  other  human  being  ever 
had  before. 

"  I  thank  God  for  it  with  my  heart.     He  does  not  look 
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SO  well  as  he  ought.     If  I  lose  him,  I  shall  lose  a  man  in- 
deed. 

"  On  reviewing  this  week,  I  have  done  well.  I  have  work- 
ed hard — finished  Eogers's  Napoleon,  and  advanced  the  pic- 
ture for  Miller  of  Liverpool,  and  made  the  sketch  for  my 
Leeds  commission. 

"  30th.  Breakfasted  with  Chevalier  Bronstedt  at  the  Sa- 
bloniere.  He  explained  to  me  his  views  of  the  pediments  of 
the  Parthenon,  and  they  appeared  to  me  excellent.  I  am 
not  quite  sure  about  the  Cephalus,  though  what  he  said  was 
very  just — that  there  was  a  mythological  chronology  and  an 
historical  chronology,  and  that  at  the  birth  of  Minerva  The- 
seus was  never  in  existence,  whereas  Cephalus  was,  being 
taken  to  heaven  by  Eos,  and  made  keeper  of  heaven's  gates. 

"  He  told  me  the  creed  of  the  Athenians  was  different 
from  Homer's  and  from  the  belief  of  Asia  Minor.  He  is  an 
intelligent  and  amiable  man.  He  did  Napoleon  when  mus- 
ing on  parade  for  me  capitally — his  taking  snufT,  his  walk, 
his  looking  round,  &c.  I  took  him  to  see  my  Lazarus  and 
Xenophon." 

On  the  10th  of  April  Haj-don  had  begun  a  picture  of  Mary 
dueen  of  Scots  showing  her  infant  (afterward  our  James  the 
First)  to  Sir  Ralph  Sadleir,  the  English  ambassador — a  sub- 
ject which  had  been  suggested  to  him  in  the  course  of  his 
reading  while  in  Scotland  in  1839, 

"  loth.  The  King's  College  Council  has  appointed  a  pro- 
fessor of  Fine  Art — huzza  !  This  is  a  great  point,  and  must 
be  attributed  to  the  influence  of  my  success  at  Oxford.  Have 
I  not  struggled  to  attain  this  ?  These  journals  will  show  it. 
Worked  hard. 

"  16th.  Lectured  at  IsUngton  with  great  success.  Work- 
ed hard.  The  Scotch  picture  nearly  done.  I  am  not  satis- 
fied with  my  mode  of  painting  a  head,  not  at  all.  It  has 
not  the  system  of  a  practiced  artist,  but  I  will  conquer  it. 
I  see  character  so  soon,  I  dash  at  it  before  my  surface  and 
colour  are  impastoed  enough,  and  get  the  expression  before 
my  preparation  is  ready  to  receive  it,  and  then  don't  like  to 
meddle. 
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"  This  is  for  want  of  perpetual  head-painting,  as  in  portrait. 

"  \Sth.  Hard  at  work,  and  finished,  except  a  little  1o  a 
hand,  the  picture  of  the  Highland  Lovers  for  Miller  of  Liver- 
pool. 

"  Now  for  Romeo  and  Juliet,  for at  Hull. 

"  2(jth.  I  awoke  early  with  a  singular  bland  light  on  the 
truth  of  Christianity.  It  spread  over  my  soul  as  if  ready  to 
depart.  Had  the  angel  of  death  appeared,  I  would  have 
hailed  him  ;  but  years  of  struggle  are  yet  to  come  before  I 
shall  be  called  hence. 

*'  The  past  week  has  been  well  passed.  I  have  worked 
beautifully,  been  rewarded  well,  and  bow  in  gratitude." 

The  sale  of  West's  picture  of  the  Annunciation,  under  the 

circumstances  detailed  in  the  note,^  produced  this  comment. 

*  "  Sale  Extraordinary. — On  Wednesday  last,  the  grand  picture  of 
the  Annunciation,  painted  by  the  late  Benjamin  West,  President  of 
the  Royal  Academy,  was  brought  to  the  hammer  by  Mr.  Graves,  of 
Mortimer  Street  This  picture,  which  is  of  very  large  dimensions, 
originally  cost  £800.  It  occupied,  from  the  year  1817  to  1826,  a  large 
space  in  the  centre  of  the  splendid  organ  in  Marylebone  new  church. 
It  was  subsequently  placed  in  the  Queen's  bazaar ;  but  for  nearly 
fourteen  years  past  it  has  been  lying  in  its  case,  useless,  in  a  lumber- 
room  of  St.  Marylebone  Court-house.  The  auctioneer  read  the  fol- 
lowing extract  from  the  vestry  mmutes  of  St.  Marylebone,  in  refer- 
ence to  the  picture,  dated  Feb.  15th,  1817  :  '  I  have  always  regulated 
my  charge  for  historical  paintings  ;  and  under  these  regulations  I 
charge  the  parish  £800  for  the  picture  now  in  the  new  church  of  St. 
Marylebone.  Were  I  a  man  of  independent  property,  I  would  request 
the  vestry  to  honour  me  by  accepting  this  picture  as  a  gratuitous 
mark  of  my  profound  respect  for  the  parish. — Signed,  Benj.  West, 
Newman  Street,  Feb.  14th,  1817.'  Whereupon  it  was  moved  and 
seconded  that  £800  be  paid  to  Mr.  West,  which  was  done  accord- 
ingly. After  reading  this  document,  the  auctioneer  proceeded  to  ex- 
patiate on  the  great  merits  of  the  picture,  and  the  fame  of  the  artist 
by  whom  it  was  painted.  A  considerable  time  elapsed  before  a  bid- 
ding could  be  got.  At  length  the  sum  of  ten  guineas  was  offered, 
and  notwithstanding  the  auctioneer  had  promised  the  receipt  with 
the  autograph  of  the  late  Benjamin  West  should  be  given  to  the  pur- 
chaser, not  a  bidding  could  be  obtained  above  the  first  sum  offered. 
Thus  that  picture,  wiiich  cost  the  sum  of  £800,  finally  sold  for  the 
SOth  part  of  its  original  cost.     It  is  understood  that  during  the  time 
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"  It  speaks  a  great  deal.  Had  the  picture  fetched  800 
guineas,  it  would  have  been  worthy  of  the  blindness  of  1817. 
It  was  a  disgrace  to  Mr.  West  to  have  charged  800.  West 
was  a  man  of  no  deep  genius,  no  profound  feeling,  no  refined 
drawing,  no  radical  knowledge,  no  colour,  no  expression.  His 
Wolfe  and  La  Hogue  are  his  greatest  works.  His  attempts 
at  High  Art  are  without  elevation — his  characters  beggarly. 
He  was  as  incapable  of  conceiving  or  executing  the  character 
of  Christ  as  he  was  of  performing  his  miracles.  Exactly  as 
the  nation  gets  enlightened  will  West  sink.  He  could  no 
more  conceive  an  angel  than  he  could  execute  an  apostle ; 
and  this  is  the  man  Shee  said  was  the  greatest  man  since 
Domenichino,  Rubens  and  Rembrandt  intervening  I 

"  This  is  a  specimen  of  what  I  call  the  imposture  of  Acad- 
emies. Had  there  been  no  Academicians  to  encumber  the 
school  of  art,  Reynolds,  Hogarth,  Wilson,  Wilkie,  and  Land- 
seer  would  have  been  as  great  as  ever,  but  West  would  nev- 
er have  been  considered  a  great  man,  or  Shee  a  man  at  all. 

''May  11th.  Little  or  nothing  in  painting.  Sent  off  the 
Highland  Lovers  to  Miller  of  Liverpool  by  train.  '  0?^  ne 
fait  bien  que  ce  qumi  fait  soi  meme.'  I  went  to  s€e  it 
weighed  and  safe,  and  lost  a  morning. 

"  12th.  Worked  fairly,  but  not  furiously — -I  can't  on  a 
small  picture.  Life  is  really  not  long  enough  for  art.  I  feel 
with  small  pictures  as  if  I  had  nothing  on  my  shoulders, 

the  picture  stood  in  the  Queen's  bazaar,  the  sum  of  £100  was  offered 
for  it  and  refused.  The  purchaser  is  Mr.  John  Wilson,  of  Charles 
Street,  Middlesex  Hospital,  who,  we  believe,  contemplates  transmit- 
ting the  picture  to  America,  the  native  land  of  the  artist,  and  where 
his  works  seem  to  be  better  appreciated  than  in  our  own  country. 
Surely,  while  so  many  new  churches  are  in  progress  of  erection 
here,  such  a  work  should  not  be  suffered  to  be  taken  from  England. 
It  speaks  but  little  for  the  state  of  the  fine  arts,  that  such  a  chcf- 
d'xuvre  as  the  Annunciation  could  be  purchased  at  a  sum  so  ridicu- 
lously beneath  its  value. 

"We  understand  the  picture  was  originally  removed  fVom  the 
church  of  St.  Marylebone  at  the  instigation  of  the  then  rector  and 
several  of  the  congregation,  as  giving  the  church  a  Popish  appear- 
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which  I  always  like  to  have.  I'll  soon  be  at  my  large  can- 
vass. 

"  2\st.  Worked  and  finished  the  Juliet,  and  hope  to  con- 
clude to-morrow.  100  guineas  in  five  weeks  is  twenty 
guineas  a  week  ;  not  enough  to  save  out  of,  though  I  am 
grateful. 

"  24:th.  Sunday.  Went  to  church  and  prayed  very  sin- 
cerely. 

"  Called  on  Wilkie,  who  was  much  annoyed  at  the  press 
saying  he  could  not  paint  portraits,  in  consequence  of  his  vil- 
lainous portrait  of  the  Glueen.  Wilkie  is  unfairly  treated. 
Surely  his  Lord  Kellie,  the  Duke  of  Sussex,  and  George  the 
Fourth,  are  fine  portraits  ;  yet  the  public  voice  has  loudly 
affirmed  he  can  not  paint  portraits.  How  difierently  John 
Bull  treats  him  and  me.  I  have  no  rank  or  station — he 
has.  I  am  overwhelmed  with  abuse — he  dandled  till  his 
feet  touch  the  ground,  and  then  put  down  on  velvet. 

"  2Sth.  Finished  my  Romeo  and  Juliet,  and  now  my  em- 
ployer (a  Hull  dealer)  won't  pay  me  my  balance,  £45,  till  I 
deliver  the  work,  and  I  won't  deliver  it  till  I  get  the  balance. 
How  unlike  the  nobility.  Every  thing  with  Lords  Mul- 
grave,  Egremont,  Sutherland,  and  Grey,  with  Peel  and  all 
of  that  class,  was  honour  and  faith.  All  paid  me  long  be- 
fore the  work  went  home.  I  told  this  noodle  it  must  dry 
hard  before  I  glazed  it,  or  it  would  crack  ;  and  for  this  bit 
of  honesty  he  won't  pay  first.  A  bill  of  X39  10s.,  due  the 
28th,  I  can't  pay,  and  now  begin  again  illegal  interest  and 
all  the  distractions  of  pecuniary  want.  The  Liverpool  men 
are  twice  as  liberal,  and  the  Leeds  men  too  ;  but  at  Hull 
they  are  a  fierce  democratic  race,  and  mistrust  their  own 
fathers. 

"  Mr.  Rogers  called,  and  brought  home  his  Napoleon  to 
be  glazed.  He  paid  me  at  once,  and  waited  my  time  of 
toning,  like  a  man.  • 

"  29th.  The  dueen  Dowager  has  headed  my  list  for  the 
Duke.     I  admire  her  character,  so  I  feel  much  honoured. 

"Lectured  at  the  Mechanics',  and  exhibited  two  power- 
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ful  young  wrestlers  stripped  above  and  below.  The  effect 
was  prodigious — the  grouping  exquisite — the  tumbling  rap- 
turously applauded  :  it  did  immense  good. 

"  31st.  Saw  Bewick's  (my  pupil's)  copy  of  the  Sibyls  and 
Prophets  of  Michael  Angelo — very  finely  drawn  and  copied  ; 
but  it  is  wonderful  how  little  a  man  who  copies  so  well  can 
do  for  himself  The  style  of  Michael  Angelo  belongs  to  the 
place  he  painted  in,  and  was  necessary  to  render  his  designs 
visible  or  effective.  This,  seen  in  rooms,  seems  exaggera- 
tion. In  the  naked  he  was  not  as  deep  as  the  Greeks,  and 
all  my  assertions  are  confirmed.  But  the  Erythrsea  and  Lyb- 
ica  are  very  fine  in  expression. 

"June  1st.  Went  again  to  see  Bewick's  copies  from  Michael 
Angelo — the  giant  barbarian  of  European  art — the  Attila, 

"  And  this  is  the  grand  style — figures  painted  to  be  looked 
at  sixty  feet  off,  brought  into  a  drawing-room  to  be  studied  at 
six,  and  recommended  to  the  students. 

"  2d.  Corrected  the  etching  of  the  Duke.  The  effect  of 
these  copies  of  Michael  Angelo  is  enervating.  You  sit  and 
muse — such  a  glorious  opportunity  for  size — such  a  patron — 
such  a  combi  nation  of  genius  and  opportunity  rarely  happens 
on  earth  ;  and  it  is  altogether  so  much  out  of  the  reach  of 
ordinary  opportunity,  that  I  think  it  rather  overpowers  than 
stimulates. 

"  I  can  account  for  feeble  minds  becoming  feebler  from 
going  to  Italy.  The  gap  between  their  humbler  notions  and 
M'hat  they  see  is  so  great  that  the  imagination  crushes  their 
hopes,  their  energies,  their  ambition.  They  become  copyists, 
imitators,  connoisseurs,  dealers,  or  slaves,  and  the  remainder 
of  their  days  is  a  nervous  chatter  about  the  grand  style. 
Such  were  Oiley,  Prince  Hoare,  and  hundreds  of  others — 
Wilkie  too.  God  save  me  from  such  a  disease — from  such  a 
horror.      Italy  was  Wilkie's  ruin. 

"  3d.  Went  to  the  drawings  from  Michael  Angelo  ;  slaj'ed 
an  hour,  and,  full  of  their  style,  went  to  my  own  Lazarus. 
The  drawing  in  the  Lazarus,  and  the  hands  and  feet,  is  decid- 
edly more  correct.     The  head  of  Lazarus  was  equal  in  its 
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way  to  the  Delphic  Sibyl's  ;  but,  though  broad,  it  had  not 
that  overpowering  breadth  of  effect  which  I  saw  in  the  one  of 
Jeremiah,  full  size,  at  Mr.  Thompson's,  Belgrave  Street,  who 
bought  it  at  Lawrence's  sale.  That  figure  proves  Michael 
Angelo  had  an  eye  for  colour. 

"  But  what  absurdity  to  pull  things  from  dark  recesses 
sixty  feet  high  —  things  which  were  obliged  to  be  painted 
lighter,  drawn  fuller,  and  coloured  harder  than  Nature  war- 
rants, to  look  like  life  at  the  distance  —  and  to  bring  them 
down  to  the  level  of  the  eye  in  a  drawing-room,  and  adore 
them  as  the  purest  examples  of  form,  colour,  expression,  and 
character.  They  were  never  meant  to  be  seen  at  that  dis- 
tance or  in  that  space. 

"  Thus  the  student  is  perplexed,  and  seduced,  and  corrupt- 
ed with  ridiculous  notions  of  what  is  truly  grand.  The  works 
of  this  wonderful  man  have  ruined  a  thousand  artists  to  one 
they  have  educated  and  improved. 

"  In  drawing  they  are  grossly  defective.  Daniel's  left  foot 
and  leg  would  have  disgraced  Bewick  before  he  ran  from  my 
tuition  to  the  shelter  of  academical  wings.  Had  he,  in  the 
position  of  Daniel's  left  arm,  made  the  biceps  with  that  con- 
tour, he  would  have  been  quizzed  by  the  Landseers,  by  Lance, 
by  Harvey,  by  Chatfield,  and  by  Prentice,  his  brother  pupils. 
Had  he  put  that  undulation  below  the  supinator  in  the  left 
forearm  of  the  Cumeean  Sibyl  two  inches  higher  than  it 
ought  to  be,  he  would  have  been  laughed  at  by  the  public. 
Had  he  marked  the  elbow  of  the  Erythrasan  so,  my  old  Life- 
Guardsman,  Sammons,  would  have  told  him  he  was  wrong, 
and  made  him  alter  it. 

"  It  was  in  1816,  now  twenty-four  years  ago,  during  the 
Elgin  Marble  controversy,  I  strolled  to  Burlington  House  to 
study  the  beauty  of  the  marbles  for  an  hour  before  painting, 
when  I  found  a  journeyman  drawing  amid  the  fragments 
with  great  truth.  I  asked  him  if  he  were  an  artist.  He  re- 
plied he  wished  to  be.  I  told  him  to  bring  me  his  drawings. 
Next  day  at  breakfast  he  did.  I  was  so  pleased,  I  told  him 
if  he  would  place  himself  under  my  tuition  I  would  instruct 


320  MEMOIRS    OF    B.   R.   HA\T)ON.  [1840. 

him.  He  did  so.  I  educated  him  for  three  years  without 
payment  —  superintended  his  dissections  at  Sir  C.  Bell's  — 
gave  up  my  time  to  him  ;  and  when  he  was  ready,  sent  him 
and  the  Landseers  to  the  British  Museum,  where  they  made 
from  the  Elgin  Marhles  those  celebrated  drawings,  the  size 
of  the  originals,  which  gave  them  so  much  reputation,  that 
Goethe  ordered  a  set  for  Weimar,  where  they  are  still  shown 
in  his  house,  and  to  which,  just  before  his  death,  he  alluded 
in  a  letter  to  me.  Finding  my  pupils,  and  Bewick  especially, 
doing  such  justice  to  the  Elgin  Marbles,  I  resolved  to  en- 
deavour to  get  at  the  Cartoons  ;  and  stating  my  object  to  a 
friend,  he  induced  Lords  Stafford  and  Farnborough  to  go  to 
George  IV.,  and  ask  leave  to  have  two  at  a  time  at  the  Brit- 
ish Gallery,  which  they  did,  and  got  it. 

*'  I  then  sent  my  whole  school  to  the  Gallery,  and  there 
they  drew  from  the  Cartoons  the  size  of  the  originals,  and  I 
led  the  way.  When  done,  the  rush  to  see  the  copies  was  so 
great  the  doors  were  closed  for  fear  of  injury. 

"  I  then  exhibited  the  drawings  in  St.  James's  Street ;  here 
the  people  of  fashion  croM'ded  for  days.  The  next  year  I  fol- 
lowed up  the  hit  with  Jerusalem,  but  the  picture  not  being 
bought,  though  the  receipts  were  vast,  I  began  to  get  embar- 
rassed. During  Jerusalem  Lord  De  Tabley  gave  me  a  com- 
mission. I  begged  him  to  transfer  it  to  Bewick,  as  he  was  a 
young  man  of  promise.  He  did  so  ;  and  he  was  paid  sixty 
guineas  for  his  fii-st  picture.  His  second  Sir  William  Chay- 
tor  bought ;  and  during  his  third,  his  landlord  refused  to  let 
him  proceed  unless  I  became  security  for  his  rent.  I  did  so. 
In  the  mean  time  I  was  becoming  rapidly  involved,  and  hav- 
ing helped  Bewick  in  his  difficulties,  I  thoughtlessly  asked 
him  to  help  me  by  the  usual  iniquities  of  a  struggling  man, 
namely,  accommodation  bills.  Bewick  and  Harvey  both  did 
so  ;  these  were  not  accommodation  bills  to  raise  money  on, 
but  accommodation  bills  to  get  time  extended  for  money  al- 
ready owing.  When  in  the  hands  of  a  lawyer,  if  I  wanted 
time,  '  Get  another  name'  was  the  reply.  As  I  wished  for 
secrecy,  I  asked  these  young  men,  into  whose  hands  I  had 
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put  the  means  of  getting  a  living  without  charging  a  far- 
thing. As  the  father  of  a  family,  I  now  see  the  indelicacy 
and  wickedness  of  this  conduct.  But  at  that  time  I  was 
young,  a  bachelor,  at  the  head  of  a  forlorn  hope,  and  I  relied 
on  the  honour  and  enthusiasm  of  my  pupils.  I  had  reduced 
Bewick's  liabilities  from  £236  to  £136,  and  Harvey's  from 
£284  to  £184,  and  while  in  the  act  of  extricating  them,  I 
got  through  the  Lazarus  and  was  ruined.  There  is  no  ex- 
cuse for  my  inducing  my  pupils  to  lend  their  names  as  secu- 
rity for  bills,  but  I  was  in  such  a  state  of  desperation  that  I 
wonder  at  nothing. 

"  Bewick  hoisted  the  enemies'  colour  at  once — not  so  Lance, 
Chatfield,  Tatham,  or  the  Landseers.  Lance's  friends  ad- 
vanced £125,  Landseer's  father  £70,  Say  £50,  Chatfield  paid 
up  his  premium,  £210.  They  all  raUied,  but  too  late.  In 
proportion  to  the  greatness  of  my  effort,  so  was  my  fall,  and 
the  boys,  who,  if  I  had  been  employed,  would  have  been  right 
hands,  branched  off  into  different  pursuits  to  get  a  living. 
Lance  I  advised  to  take  to  fruit  ;  Chatfield  painted  portraits  ; 
Say  always  meant  to  do  so  ;  but  they  never  recovered  the 
shock.  Chatfield,  just  before  he  died,  dined  with  me,  and 
talked  of  it  as  a  glorious  dream  passed  by.  But  had  there 
been  no  Royal  Academy  to  calumniate,  oppose,  and  torment 
us — had  the  art  been  as  clear  in  our  time  as  in  that  of  Hey- 
nolds — our  fate  would  have  been  different  indeed. 

''  4:th.  AYorked,  and  finished  the  robe  of  Mary  of  Guise. 

"  5th.  Put  on  effectually  the  second  layer  of  colour.  Ru- 
bens's  method  is  the  best  for  rapid  work,  Titian's  for  slow  and 
progressive.     Rubens  washed  in  over  a  white  ground. 

"  6th.  Wrote  my  life  all  day.  No  money  came,  and  I  have 
bills  all  next  week. 

"  Ith.  Went  to  church,  and  returned  in  a  better  state  of 
mind  than  I  went.  The  prospect  of  pecuniary  trouble  again 
harassed  me,  but  I  threw  myself  on  the  mercy  of  God.  I 
don't  deserve  it.  I  have  worked  hard  for  it,  and  can  not  get 
my  money,  on  which  I  depended,  but  I  do  not  despair. 

"  I  shall  get  rid  of  my  paltry  little  pictures,  and  then  at  a 

O  2 
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large  canvass,  which  is  always  a  blessing  and  a  support.     God 
bless  me. 

"  Stli.  Reader,  you  see  I  always  trusted  in  God.  This 
day  1  received  £75  from  Miller,  the  Liverpool  merchant, 
the  balance  for  the  Duke,  and  this  has  saved  me,  as  it  is  the 
link  between  two  sums  ;  but  for  this,  an  execution  would 
have  entered  my  house,  and  the  old  scenes  of  horror  would 
have  come  over  again.  Began  the  Poictiers  for  dear  old  Billy 
(Newton). 

"  I2th,  13th.  Exceedingly  excited  and  exhausted.  I  at- 
tended the  great  Convention  of  the  Anti-Slavery  Society  at 
Freemasons'  Hall.  Last  Wednesday  a  deputation  called  on 
me  from  the  committee,  saying  they  wished  a  sketch  of  the 
scene.  The  meeting  was  very  affecting.  Poor  old  Clarkson 
was  present,  with  delegates  from  America  and  other  parts  of 
the  world.  I  returned  after  making  various  sketches,  and 
put  in  an  oil  one. 

"  13tJi.  I  breakfasted  with  Clarkson,  and  sketched  him  and 
his  dear  grandson,  and  his  daughter,  as  the  most  beautiful  of 
the  group. 

"  John  Beaumont  s!iid,  '  We  will  guarantee  thee  from  loss 
for  the  sketch.' 

"  15th.  Breakfasted  with  Clarkson,  and  made  another  and 
a  more  aged  sketch,  though  a  friend  said  of  the  other,  '  It  had 
an  indignant  humanity.'  I  said,  '  Mr.  Clarkson,  those  who 
have  a  great  national  object  should  be  virtuous,  and  see  God 
daily,  "  enduring,  as  seeing  one  who  is  invisible."  '  *  They  do, 
indeed,'  said  Clarkson,  '  it  supported  me  ;  I  have  w^orked  day 
and  night,  and  I  have  awoke  in  convulsions  after  reading  the 
evidence  of  the  horrors  of  the  slave-trade.'  '  Christianity,' 
said  I,  '  is  the  power  of  God  unto  salvation.  It  is  of  heart 
and  internal  conviction,  not  of  evidence  and  external  proof.' 
'  Ah,'  said  Clarkson,  '  what  a  blessing  is  the  religious  feeling. 
The  natural  man  sees  flowers  and  hears  birds,  and  is  pleased  ; 
the  religious  man  attributes  all  to  God.' 

"  He  looks  like  a  man  whose  nerves  had  been  strained. 
I  said,   '  I   have   a   cause    at   my   heart,  though   not  of  so 
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much  interest  to  mankind  as  yours.  I  hope  God  will  bless 
it.' 

"  From  him  I  went  to  the  committee,  and  arranged  for  four 
sitters  to-morrow,  and  then  returned  home  to  receive  Lord 
Burghersh.  From  Poictiers  we  got  on  the  Duke.  He  told 
me  the  Duke  says,  '  They  blame  me  for  having  a  defile  in 
ray  rear,  the  forest  of  Soignies.  With  10,000  for  a  rear-guard 
in  that  wood,  I  would  have  defied  Bonaparte  or  any  army  on 
earth.  If  they  blame  me,  what  do  they  say  of  Bonaparte, 
who  fought  a  battle  with  three  defiles  in  his  rear,  which  were 
the  ruin  of  his  army?'  Capital  sense!  The  three  defiles 
were  Charleroi,  Gemappes,  and  Gluatre  Bras. 

"  \Q)th.  Went  to  the  Slavery  Convention  at  seven,  and 
drew  till  four — breakfasted  with  them. 

"  lltli.  Went  to  the  Convention  again  at  seven.  Drew 
till  four.  Made  fourteen  sketches  of  heads  in  one  day,  till  my 
brain  got  dazzled.  I  have  made  thirty  sketches  in  three  days. 
While  I  was  sketching  Mr.  Scobell,  M.  Cordier,  the  French 
avocat,  came  to  arrange.  'Monsieur^  est-il  necessaire  de  ve- 
nir  dans  ?7ies  regimeiitauz  depair  de  FrayiceV  I  ought  to 
have  said,  'Qui,  vous  n'avezjpas  emanci'pe  les  esclaves  ;  mats 
les  regimentaux  de  'pair  de  France  V equivalent^ 

'*  Good  God  I  in  such  a  cause  to  think  of  his  costume  as  a 
^  pair  de  France'  I  only  ask  you,  reader,  if  that  fact  is  not 
enough  ? 

"  The  other  Frenchman  (M.  Cremieux)  made  an  appoint- 
ment at  nine,  at  44  Piccadilly.  I  drove  up  and  he  was  out. 
Down  came  Madame  in  her  dishabille.  She  assured  me,  '  Qiie 
monsieur  etait  sorti  touchant  les  affaires  les  plus  importantes 
du  inonde — tnais  a  dix  heures,  monsieur^  and  I  took  my  leave. 

"  \lth  to  2^th.  All  passed  sketching  heads  at  the  Con- 
vention.    I  did  fifty-two  in  five  days. 

25^^.  Colonel  Gurwood  sat  to  me  for  my  Waterloo  Gal- 
lery. He  said  the  Duke  never  liked  solicitation  for  others. 
He  liked  every  man  to  speak  for  himself.  Gurwood  said  he 
lived  two  vears  in  the  same  house  with  the  Duke,  and  he  al- 
ways  stated  whatever  he  wanted  in  a  letter. 
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"  The  Duke  complained  to  Gurwood  that  Hberties  were 
taken  with  him.  He  said,  when  he  went  to  Court  after  Will- 
iam IV. 's  death,  the  Duke  of  Cambridge  said,  '  Why,  Duke, 
why  d'ye  have  your  hair  so  short  ?'  Directly  after,  the  Duke 
of  Sussex  said,  '  Why,  you  are  not  in  mourning,  Duke  ?'  The 
Duke  said,  'I  ordered  black,  your  Royal  Highness.'  'Ah,' 
said  he,  '  it  is  not  black  ;  it  is  what  the  French  call  tete  cle 
negi'e.'  '  The  Duke  of  Marlborough,'  said  the  Duke  to  Gur- 
wood, *  because  he  was  an  old  man,  was  treated  like  an  old 
woman.  I  won't  be.  And  the  reason  why  I  have  a  right 
never  to  have  a  liberty  taken  with  me,  is  because  I  never  take 
a  liberty  with  any  man.'  Colonel  Gurwood  said  that  the 
Duke,  although  he  had  known  Lord  Fitzroy  Somerset  from  a 
boy,  always  called  him  Lord  Fitzroy, 

"  He  told  me  the  Duke  keeps  the  key  of  the  glass  of  his 
Corregio,  and  when  the  glass  is  foul,  dusts  it  himself  with  his 
handkerchief  He  asked  him  once  for  this  key,  and  he  re- 
plied, '  No,  I  won't.' 

*  He  asked  him  once  for  a  cloak  to  paint  from,  and  he  re- 
fused, saying  he  would  not  lend  his  clothes — thus  confirming 
Wilkie,  Wyatt,  and  myself 

"  Upon  the  whole,  the  Duke  has  been  made  too  much  of  at 
the  wrong  period  of  his  life,  and  too  little  of  at  the  fine  time. 
He  fears  insult  at  every  breeze.  Because  he  knows  himself 
old,  he  fears  people  take  liberties  with  him.  Poor  dear  old 
man. 

"  Gurwood  said  he  told  him  he  gave  £1000  a  year  away 
because  the  government  would  not  put  the  demands  relating 
to  his  Wardenship  of  the  Cinque  Ports  on  the  estimates. 

"  Gurwood  said  that  in  the  year  when  Alexander's  house 
failed,  the  Duke  gave  away  at  least  £6000,  One  day  he 
found  the  Duke  sealing  up  bank-notes,  and  sending  off  en- 
velope after  envelope,  and  the  Duke  said  he  ought  to  be  as 
rich  as  Croesus,  and  have  mines  without  end. 

''29th.  Lucretia  Mott,  the  leader  of  the  delegate  women 
from  America,  sat.  I  found  her  out  to  have  infidel  notions, 
and  resolved  at  once,  narrow-minded  or  not,  not  to  give  her 
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the  prominent  place  I  first  intended.     I  will  reserve  that  for 
a  beautiful  believer  in  the  Divinity  of  Christ. 

"  30i/i.  Scobell  called.  I  said,  '  I  shall  place  you,  Thomp- 
son, and  the  negro  together.'  Now  an  Abolitionist  on  thor- 
ough principle  would  have  gloried  in  being  so  placed.  This 
was  the  touchstone.  He  sophisticated  immediately  on  the 
propriety  of  placing  the  negro  in  the  distance,  as  it  would 
have  much  greater  effect. 

"  Now  I,  who  have  never  troubled  myself  in  this  cause, 
gloried  in  the  imagination  of  placing  the  negro  close  by  his 
emancipator.  The  emancipator  shrank.  I'll  do  it,  though. 
If  I  do  not,  d — n  me. 

"  Scobell  is  a  fine  fellow,  but  he  and  Tredgold  felt  a  little 
touched  at  the  idea.  If  he  has  suffered  for  the  cause,  why 
object  ? 

"  Lloyd  Garrison  comes  to-day.  I'll  try  him,  and  this 
shall  be  my  method  of  ascertaining  the  real  heart. 

"  Garrison  sat  and  I  succeeded,  and  hit  him.  I  asked  him, 
and  he  met  me  at  once  directly.  George  Thompson  said  he 
saw  no  objection.  But  that  was  not  enough.  A  man  who 
wishes  to  place  the  negro  on  a  level  must  no  longer  regard 
him  as  having  been  a  slave,  and  feel  annoyed  at  sitting  by 
his  side. 

"  July  3d.  Put  in  the  negro's  head,  and  the  head  of  dele- 
gate from  Hayti.     Sketched  Lady  Byron  and  Lucretia  Mott. 

"  With  Lady  Byron  I  was  deeply  interested.  There  is  a 
lambent  sorrow  about  her,  bland  and  touching,  but  she  was 
no  more  fit  for  him  than  a  dove  for  a  volcano.  Poor  Lady 
Byron,  she  looks  as  if  she  saiv  an  inward  sorrow.  Perhaps 
his  sublime  head  is  always  haunting  her  imagination,  like  the 
'  Lira  facies'  in  Virgil. 

"  14:th.  Put  in  Lady  Byron,  She  brought  Mrs.  Jameson, 
and  wished  me  to  show  her  the  drawings.  I  was  anxious  to 
do  the  head  first,  which  was  thoughtless.  Mrs.  Jameson 
seemed  annoyed,  and  found  fault  with  the  head.  I  thought 
I  saw  Lady  Byron  look  knowing  at  Mrs.  Jameson.  I  said, 
'  Come,  don't  look  criticism,'  which  annoyed  her  more.     She 
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took  her  leave,  and  thus,  with  the  most  earnest  desire  to 
please  her,  1  displeased  her.  Lady  Byron  was  fidgety,  I  got 
fidgety,  and  the  head  turned  out  bad.  Made  a  drawing  of 
Garrison  for  the  Duchess  of  Sutherland,  and  sketched  Miss 
Knight. 

"  \^th.  Hard  at  work  and  well  advanced.  The  Americans 
are  intruding  and  inquisitive.  I  have  great  trouble  to  parry 
them,  except  Garrison.  Garrison  sat  to-day  after  calling  and 
seeing  the  Duchess  of  Sutherland,  with  whom  he  was  de- 
lighted. Household  and  Duchess  bewildered  his  Republican, 
faculties. 

"  IQth.  Very  hard  at  work.  How  delightful  it  is  to  have 
health,  employers,  and  to  work  hard.  I  hope  Hume  won't 
bother  me  about  the  Academy  question.  If  he  do,  I  will  not 
be  distracted.  O  God,  for  Thy  mercies  accept  my  gratitude 
from  my  heart. 

•'  Wth.  Hard  at  work,  and  succeeded  in  Gurney's  head.  I 
perfectly  agree  that  such  a  number  of  honest  heads  were  never 
seen  before.     So  said  the  Duchess  of  Sutherland,  and  so  say  I. 

"  \^th.  Hard  at  work.  Birney  and  Alexander,  both  fine 
heads,  all  good  hearts.  Birney  said  negro  children  are  equal 
to  whites  till  seven,  when,  perceiving  the  degradation  of  their 
parents,  they  felt  degraded  and  cowed.  Dreadful.  Birney 
had  discharged  all  his  own  slaves.  These  delegates  are  ex- 
traordinary men  in  head,  feature,  and  principle. 

"  31s^.  Worked  hard  after  1  began,  but  did  not  set  my  pal- 
ette till  after  breakfast ;  did  not  begin  till  twelve.  Read 
Rubens's  life  by  Waagen. 

"  Amelia  Opie  sat,  and  a  very  pleasant  hour  and  a  half  we 
had.     Mr.  Burritt,  a  keen,  clever  fellow,  sat  too. 

"  Only  one  day's  rest  since  the  12th  June. 

"August  \st.  Battle  of  the  Nile,  forty-two  years  ago. 

"  Amelia  Opie  sat — a  delightful  creature  :  she  told  me  she 
heard  Fuseli  say  of  Northcote,  '  He  looks  like  a  rat  who  has 
seen  a  cat.' 

"  22d.  Excessively  and  gloriously  hard  at  work.  Finished 
a  head,  hand,  and  figure  in  two  days. 
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"  Nothing  astonishes  me  so  much  as  my  rapidity  with  this 
picture  ;  it  is  truly  the  result  of  all  my  previous  fagging  for 
years. 

"  2Qth.  Saw  the  three  Giustiniani  Caracci  to-day.  I  was 
much  struck  by  them,  though  it  is  extraordinary  how  little 
they  understood  the  nature  of  Christ's  character  and  expres- 
sion. The  idea  of  giving  Christ  such  a  skull  is  dreadful; 
none  of  the  Italian  painters  except  Raphael  had  any  notion 
of  the  right  phrenological  development  for  such  a  being.  But 
they  are  carefully  executed,  and  very  proper  examples  for 
young  men.  They  ought  to  be  bought ;  but  I  prelier,  in  my 
Widow's  Son,  my  conception  of  the  mother  falling  on  the  neck 
of  her  boy,  and  forgetting  Christ  in  her  maternal  feelings. 

"  I  am  quite  convinced  the  art  of  painting  for  great  dis- 
tance is  curious. 

"  Domenichino's  St.  Cecilia,  near,  is  preposterous  ;  afar  off, 
it  is  the  thing,  and  the  manner  of  painting  is  expressly  like 
Corregio's  ceilings — holes  for  eyes,  holes  for  nostrils,  holes  for 
all  the  dark  parts  of  the  features. 

"  Sej^t ember  Ath.  Hard  at  w'-ork,  and  heard  from  dear 
Wordsworth,  with  a  glorious  sonnet  on  the  Duke  and  Copen- 
hagen. It  is  very  fine,  so  I  began  a  new  Journal  directly,  and 
put  in  the  sonnet.     God  bless  him. 

"  '  My  dear  Haydon, — We  are  all  charmed  with  your 
etching.  It  is  both  poetically  and  pictorially  conceived  and 
finely  executed.  I  should  have  written  immediately  to  thank 
you  lor  it  and  for  your  letter  and  the  inclosed  one,  which  is 
interesting,  but  I  wished  to  gratify  you  by  writing  a  sonnet. 
I  now  send  it,  but  with  an  earnest  request  that  it  may  not  be 
put  into  circulation  for  some  little  time,  as  it  is  warm  from 
the  brain,  and  may  require,  in  consequence,  some  little  re- 
touching. It  has  this,  at  least,  remarkable  attached  to  it — 
which  will  add  to  its  value  in  your  eyes — that  it  was  actu- 
ally composed  while  I  was  climbing  Helvellyn  last  Monday. 
My  daughter  and  Mr.  Q^uillinan  were  with  me  ;  and  she, 
which  1  believe  had  scarcely  ever  been  done  before,  rode  ev- 
ery inch  of  the  way  to  the  summit,  and  a  magnificent  day  we 
had. 
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So7inet  suggested  by  Haydon's  Picture  of  the  Duke  of 
IVellington  upon  the  Field  of  Waterloo  Twenty  Years 
after  the  Battle. 

"  '  First  reading  : 

"  '  "  By  art's  bold  privilege,  warrior  and  war-horse  stand 
On  ground  yet  strewn  with  their  last  battle's  wreck. 
Let  the  steed  glory,  while  his  master's  hand 
Lies,  fixed  for  ages,  on  his  conscious  neck. 
But,  by  the  chieftain's  look,  though  at  his  side 
Hangs  that  day's  treasured  sword,  how  firm  a  check 
Is  given  to  triumph,  and  all  human  pride  ! 
Yon  trophied  mound  shrinks  to  a  shadowy  speck 
In  his  calm  presence.     Since  the  mighty  deed 
Him  years  have  brought  far  nearer  the  grave's  rest, 
As  shows  that  face  time-worn.     But  he  such  seed 
Has  sowed  that  bears,  we  trust,  the  fruit  of  fame 
In  heaven  ;  hence  no  one  blushes  for  thy  name, 
Conqueror  !  'mid  some  sad  thoughts  divinely  Mess^d.''^ 

"  •  Composed  while  ascending  Helvellyn,  Monday,  August  31st,  1840. 

"  '  Wm.  Wordsworth.'  " 

"  '  My  dear  Mr.  Haydon, — Correct  thus  the  two  last  lines 
toward  the  close  of  the  sonnet  : 

"  '  "As  shows  that  time-worn  face.     But  he  such  seed 
Hath  sown,  as  yields,  we  trust,  the  fruit  of  fame 
In  heaven,"  &c. 

"'You  will  see  the  reason  of  this  alteration.     It  applies 

now  to  his  life  in  general,  and  not  to  that  particular  act  as 

before.     You  may  print  the  sonnet  where  and  when  you  will, 

if  you  think  it  will  serve  you,  only  it  may  be  well  that  I 

should  hear  from  you  first,  as  you  may  have  something  to 

suggest  either  as  to  the  letter  or  the  lines. 

"  'Yours  in  haste,  Wm.  Wordsworth. 

'"Friday,  Sept.  4th.'" 

"  '  I  am  quite  ashamed  to  trouble  you  again,  but,  after  con- 
sidering and  reconsidering,  changing  and  rechanging,  it  has 
been  resolved  that  the  troublesome  passage  shall  stand  thus : 

*' '  "  In  his  calm  presence.     Him  the  mighty  deed 
Elates  not,  brought  far  nearer  the  grave's  rest. 
As  shows  that  time-worn  face.     But*  he  such  seed 
Hath  sown  as  yields,  we  trust,"  &:c. 

"  '  Faithfully  yours,  Wm.  Wordsworth. 

"  '  Rydal  Mount,  Monday,  Sept.  7th,  1840.'  " 

*  "  For,"  in  printed  version  of  the  sonnet. — Ed. 
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"  '  My  deaPc  Haydon, — I  could  not  otherwise  get  rid  of 
the  prosaic  declaration  of  the  matter  of  fact  that  the  hero 
was  so  much  older.     You  will  recollect  that  it  at  first  stood, 

"  '  "  Since  the  mighty  deed 
Him  years,"  &c. 

"  *  I  know  not  what  to  do  with  the  passage  if  it  be  not 
well  corrected  as  follows  : 

"  '  "  Him  the  mighty  deed 
Elates  not ;  neither  doth  a  cloud  find  rest 
Upon  that  time-worn  face  ;  for  he  such  seed 
Hath  sown,"  &c. 

"  *  I  sent  the  sonnet  as  it  was  hefore  corrected  to  Mr. 
Lowndes,  as  you  desired.  "When  you  print  it,  if  it  be  in 
course  of  next  week,  pray  send  a  copy  to  this  house,  and 
another  to  me  at  Lowther  Castle,  whither  I  am  going  to- 
morrow. 

"  'Very  faithfully  yours,  Wm.  Wordsworth. 

"' Rydal  Mount,  Sept.  11th.'" 

"  '  The  space  for  alteration  in  this  troublesome  passage, 
you  will  observe,  was  very  confined,  as  it  was  necessary  to 
advert  to  the  Duke  being  much  older,  which  is  yet  done  in 
the  words  "  time-worn  face,"  but  not  so  strongly  as  before. 

"  '  W.  W.'  " 

These  successive  corrections,  showing  the  poet's  artist-like 
reverence  for  his  work,  suggest  to  Haydon  the  remark  that 
he  seems  anxious  to  make  the  sonnet  worthy  of  himself,  the 
Duke,  and  the  painter  (this  last  followed  by  a  "  hem  I"  of 
mock-humility). 

All  this  while  he  was  working  away  at  the  Anti-slavery 
Convention  picture.  I  find  among  the  heads  painted  those 
of  Knibb,  Turnbull,  Moorsom,  Sir  Eardly  Wilmot,  Dr.  Lush- 
ington,  and  a  Mr.  Crewdson,  who  came  from  Birmingham  to 
sit  three  hours  and  go  back  the  same  day. 

On  the  10th  of  October,  the  anniversary  of  his  wedding 
day,  he  writes  :  "  Nineteen  years  this  day  I  have  been  mar- 
ried, and  I  love  my  dear  Mary  better  than  ever.  She  has 
had  great  trouble  and  affliction,  and  I  fear  her  health  is  now 
suffering.  She  has  been  to  me  a  solace,  a  blessing,  a  sal- 
vation. 
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"  I  hope  God  will  restore  her  to  health,  that  we  may  both 
descend  to  the  gra.ve  together — that  we  may  see  our  children 
married  and  settled,  and  that  we  may  keep  our  intellects  and 
eyes  to  the  last  moment  of  life.     Amen. 

"  22d.  The  Theseus  ai^d  Fates  are  the  true  grand  style. 
The  Moses  of  Michael  Angelo  the  Gog  style. 

"  2ith.  I  worked  yesterday  from  half  past  seven  till  ten 
at  night — with  half  an  hour  at  lunch,  two  hours'  reading, 
five  to  seven,  including  dinner — fifteen  hours  ;  in  reality,  I 
had  but  half  an  hours  rest,  for  I  never  am  more  than  ten 
minutes  or  a  quarter  of  an  hour  dining.  I  then  read  while 
dear  Mary  finishes,  because  it  makes  her  ill  to  eat  as  I  do, 
at  a  gallop.  Had  my  eyes  lasted  I  could  have  gone  on  all 
night. 

"  Noveiyiber  od.  I  saw  to-day  at  the  Duke  of  Sutherland's 
the  original  sketch  for  the  crowning  of  Mary  of  Medicis — the 
first  thought  before  the  introduction  of  the  Genii,  and  side 
group  above  the  heads  of  the  princesses.  This  shows  the 
complete  progress  of  the  conception, 

"  5tli.  A  sixth  part  of  the  month  gone.  Two  days'  work, 
two  idle.     Worked  hard,   and  was  perpetually  interrupted, 

but  stuck  at  it.     Nothing  but  visitors  :  M called,  fresh 

from  Mehemet  Ali.  He  told  me  Mehemet  Ali  could  not 
get  sleep,  and  would  soon  go.  He  said  the  French  ships 
were  ill  manned,  and  could  not  stand  before  ours,  which  de- 
lighted  my  soul.      He   spoke   disrespectfully  of  Cremieux. 

M is  of  that  Colonial  Office  class,  ready  to  go  any  where, 

in  any  way.  What  a  peculiar  class  they  are  I  I  never  go 
down  near  the  Colonial  Office  but  I  meet  anxious  cadaverous 
faces  fresh  from  the  secretary's  writing-room — victims  pre- 
paring for  the  Cape,  Sierra  Leone,  Cuba — West  or  East, 
North  or  South — not  happy  at  home,  not  happy  abroad — 
carrying  English  notions  into  military  governments — provok 
ing  governors — exasperating  colonial  notions — sent  home — 
sent  out,  and  dying  at  last,  to  the  great  relief  of  Lord  John, 
or  Lord  Dick,  or  whoever  happens  to  be  the  bored. 

"  ^th.  Awoke  with  £39  to  pay,  and  only  eight  sovereigns 
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in  my  snnfT-lDox,  where  I  keep  my  money,  never  taking  snuff. 
I  trusted  and  prayed.  Before  twelve  I  received  £20  ;  then 
£15  15s.  more  on  a  commission  from  Sir  John  Hanmer,  and 
£4  45.  came  by  post  from  Bath,  for  a  proof  after  letters, 
making  up  the  money. 

"  10th.  Had  my  picture  extended  on  a  new  frame.  As  I 
walked  along  the  streets  to-day,  and  saw  the  general  effect 
of  objects,  I  could  not  help  reflecting  how  art  was  true  art 
only  when  the  leading  objects  were  chosen. 

"  Supposing  all  nature  open  to  us  instead  of  the  general 
effect  only,  we  should  not,  and  could  not  bear  existence  ;  but 
Providence  has  wisely  adapted  our  eyes  to  see  nothing  but 
what  is  necessary  for  comprehension  and  the  purposes  of  life. 
Co.uld  we  perceive  we  breathed  nothing  but  animalculae,  drank 
snaky  monsters  in  the  purest  water,  and  ate  living  masses  in 
the  freshest  flesh,  life  would  be  insufferable  ;  but  see  how 
wisely  our  powers  of  vision  are  limited.  We  see  and  recog- 
nize objects  by  the  leading  characteristics.  The  great  painter 
►  does  the  same.  And  you  recognize  the  nature  of  the  things 
he  paints  on  such  principles  better  than  if  he  laid  open  pores, 
hairs,  dimples,  pimples,  and  wrinkles. 

"  13//^.  Eubbed  in  a  Napoleon  for  Sir  John  Hanmer,  and 
worked  at  the  Anti-slavery  picture.  Their  bringing  me 
thirty-one  heads  more,  after  arranging  for  one  hundred  and 
three,  is  rather  a  joke;  but,  if  they  like,  they  shall  have 
heads  all  over,  like  a  peacock's  tail. 

"  nth.  Looked  at.  cleaned,  and  put  in  order  the  Solomon. 
It  has  now  been  painted  twenty-seven  years.  It  has  lately 
been  in  a  warehouse  where  there  was  no  fire,  and  the  damp 
had  seized  on  the  robe  and  the  crown  on  his  head. 

"  The  drapery  was  painted  in  oil  luckily,  but  being  lake, 
an  animal  substance,  the  damp  had  fixed  on  and  mildewed 
it ;  so  on  the  crown,  painted  in  Indian  yellow,  a  vegetable. 
All  the  rest  of  the  picture,  being  in  earths  or  minerals,  was 
not  iu  the  least  affected,  and  Solomon's  face  was  quite  pure 
in  the  midst  of  the  mildew.  Had  the  drapery  been  painted 
in  gum  or  rosin,  the  whole  would  have  run  or  dissolved. 
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"  In  looking  again,  after  a  long  absence,  at  this  wonderful 
picture,  painted  at  twenty-six  and  twenty-seven,  and  brought 
out  at  twenty-eight,  I  candidly  acknowledge  I  am  astonish- 
ed. Turner  said  to  a  friend,  '  Tell  Haydon  I  am  astonish- 
ed ;'  and  so  he  well  might  be.  Taking  into  account  all  my 
difficulties,  necessities,  want  of  instruction  from  any  master, 
my  youth,  and  the  fact  that  I  had  only  painted  three  pic- 
tures before,  when  I  look  at  the  execution,  the  manner  and 
firmness  of  the  touch,  I  no  longer  wonder  at  the  uproar  it 
made  at  its  appearance.  Good  God  I  Ought  I  to  fear  com- 
parison of  it  with  the  Duke  of  Sutherland's  Murillo,  or  any 
other  picture  ?  Certainly  not.  But  I  want  humility,  and  it 
pleases  God  to  humble  my  mind  by  neglect  and  obscurity, 
and  so  fit  me  for  another  world.  His  will  be  done.  In  Him 
I  trust,  with  all  my  heart  and  soul,  and  know  it  will  please 
Him  one  day,  that  when  I  am  dead  it  shall  have  fair  play 
for  the  honour  of  my  country.  I  await  in  patience  and  sub- 
mit.    Amen. 

"  2od.  Gave  my  first  lecture  at  Birmingham.  Genteelly 
but  not  numerously  attended,  and  coldly  welcomed.  In  fact, 
no  welcome  at  all.  I  was  perfectly  cool,  and  at  last  warmed 
them  up,  and  made  my  bow  amid  hearty  applause. 

"  24:th.  Dined  at  dear,  honest  John  Sturge's,  and  spent  a 
very  pleasant  evening.  They  were  all  teetotallers  except 
me  and  John  Sturge.  We  took  a  glass  of  Sherry  together, 
and  after  dinner,  with  fruit  as  usual,  we  chatted  away  so 
pleasantly,  and  the  Gluakers  seemed  to  enjoy  my  stories  so 
heartily,  that,  in  spite  of  their  gravity,  they  burst  into  roars 
of  laughter.  I  could  not  have  believed  so  pleasant  a  dessert 
could  have  passed  without  a  glass  of  port.  At  the  conclu- 
sion I  took  one  glass,  and  that  was  all.  How  completely  it 
is  habit  ;  but  I  felt  weak  on  arriving  home,  and  ordered  my 
negus.  I  have  no  time  to  feel  Aveak.  If  I  was  sure  the  feel- 
ing would  go  off,  I  would  try  abstinence,  but  I  fear  the  weak- 
ness of  my  eyes  proceeds  from  scrofula,  and  alcohol  is  a  nec- 
essary stimulus. 

*'  25th  to  30th.  Lecturing  and  visiting  manufactories.     If 
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ever  any  town  needed  a  school  of  design,  and  if  there  is  one 
where  it  would  be  more  useful  than  another,  it  is  Birming- 
ham." 

From  Birmingham  he  proceeded  to  Liverpool,  where  his 
lectures  were  again  attended  by  large  and  enthusiastic  audi- 
ences. 

The  diplomatic  out-generalling  of  the  French  by  the  For- 
eign Secretary  in  the  Eastern  entanglement  this  year  de- 
lighted Haydon  so,  that  he  expressed  his  satisfaction  in  a 
long  letter  to  Lord  Palmerston,  remarking,  however,  "  The 
two  great  pivots  of  Whig  policy  were  friendship  with  France 
and  toleration  of  the  Catholics.  I  disbelieve  the  character 
of  the  one  and  the  instinct  of  the  other.  In  the  friendship 
wi;h  France  they  have  been  proved  wrong,  and  so  they  will 
in  their  reliance  on  the  changed  character  of  Catholics." 

At  the  close  of  the  year  he  was  at  Manchester,  whence  he 
dates  his  usual  summary  of  the  twelvemonth. 

''December  31.  The  last  day  of  1840.  A  year  to  me 
of  great  blessings,  with  bitter  sorrow,  because  my  dearest 
Mary,  with  her  noble  heart,  tender  nature,  and  devoted  love, 
has  been  prostrated  in  health.  How  grateful  we  ought  to  be 
that  our  daughter  has  been  well  and  soundly  educated,  that 
our  eldest  youth  is  good  and  innocent,  and  our  youngest  boy 
unstained  and  religious,  and  that  my  step-son,  Hayman,  has 
ample  provision  by  his  classical  talents  and  application  at 
"VYadham.  In  concluding  the  year  I  have  indeed  great  mer- 
cies to  be  grateful  for. 

"  With  respect  to  the  prospects  of  art,  my  lectures  continue 
to  excite  as  much  attention  as  ever.  Fresh  engagements 
pour  in,  and  wherever  I  go  the  same  enthusiasm  is  roused. 

"  I  have  lectured  on  the  naked  model  in  London,  in  Edin- 
burgh, and  Manchester,  and  lately  had  wrestlers  to  struggle 
before  1500  people  at  Liverpool,  with  immense  approbation. 
Fifty  years  ago  such  a  thing  would  not  have  been  possible. 
It  is  said  Cornelius  is  coming  to  adorn  the  Lords.  I  shall 
feel  it  if  I  am  not  selected,  after  what  has  pa.ssed  with  the 
Duke,  and  Lord  Melbourne,  and  Mr.  Canning.      But  I  am  be- 
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come  a  thorough  Christian,  and  if  this  darling  object  of  a  long 
life  be  missed,  I  shall  consider  it  a  proper  check  to  my  pride, 
and  bow  my  head  in  submission.  Let  the  will  of  my  Creator 
be  done.  I  shall  not  the  less  continue  to  do  my  duty  to  ad- 
vance the  taste  of  my  country." 

1841. 

During  this  year  he  brought  his  picture  of  the  Anti-slavery 
Convention  to  an  end,  and  exhibited  it  without  much  success. 
His  lectures,  too,  went  on,  and  sufficed,  with  his  commissions 
from  Sir  John  Hanmer  and  Mr.  Rogers,  to  keep  him  free  from 
any  great  pecuniary  harass. 

This  year,  too,  the  Fine  Arts  Committee  for  the  decoration 
of  the  New  Houses  of  Parliament  sat  and  examined  witness- 
es ;  but  Haydon  was  not  summoned.  He  felt  this  severely, 
and  it  gave  him,  as  it  were,  a  presentiment  of  what  was  to 
follow  on  the  appointment  of  the  Fine  Arts  Commission.  He 
set  about  experiments  in  fresco,  trying  all  the  while  to  mako 
up  his  mind  beforehand  that  he  was  not  to  be  allowed  to  reap 
of  the  harvest  which  he  had  certainly  done  more  than  any 
of  his  brethren  to  sow.  But  it  was  hardly  in  human  nature, 
certainly  it  was  not  in  Haydon's,  to  console  himself  for  the 
exclusion  he  foresaw,  by  the  thought  that  at  last  the  public 
claims  of  art  were  recognized.  A  still  severer  blow  this 
year  was  the  death  of  David  Wilkie,  to  whom,  notwithstand- 
ing their  complete  antagonism  of  temperament,  Haydon  was 
warmly  attached.  "When  the  year  opened  he  was  concluding 
his  lectures  at  Liverpool. 

"  Ja?iuary  1st.  Lectured  at  the  Royal  Institution,  and  took 
my  leave.  Congratulated  them  on  the  success  of  the  School 
of  Design.  The  advance  is  extraordinary,  and  yet  the  preju- 
dices in  the  manufacturers  and  society  are  not  yet  got  rid  of. 
Families  reject  drawing-masters,  because  they,  to  improve 
themselves,  attend  the  school,  whereas  they  ought  to  employ 
no  drawing-master  who  does  not. 

"  2d.  Arrived  at  Sheffield  by  coach,  and  Avas  more  tired 
with  this  paltry  forty  miles  than  the  thousand  I  have  travel- 
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led  by  rail.      But  I  saw  the    country,  which  is   peculiarly 
Scotch  and  romantic  after  Staley  Bridge. 

"  ^th.  Heavy  snow.  The  air  is  sharp  and  cutting  at  Shef- 
field. No  wonder  they  are  celebrated  for  knives.  Lectured, 
but  the  audience  the  dullest  I  ever  knew. 

"  5th.  Dined  at  Manchester  with  Turner,  a  pupil  of  Sir 
Astley  Cooper.  Cooper  told  him  he  had  retired  ;  but  after 
two  months,  being  miserable,  he  asked  himself,  '  What  do  I 
like  best  in  the  world?'  'My  profession,'  was  the  answer. 
'  Then,'  said  he,  '  why  the  deuce  should  I  leave  ofi'that  em- 
ployment which  gives  me  the  greatest  delight?'  and  so  he  re- 
turned to  practice. 

"  ^th.  Lectured  again.  Audience  impressed,  but  dull.  I 
told  them  I  had  seen  no  casts  in  Sheffield,  and  they  looked  at 
each  other." 

On  his  return  to  town  he  resumed  work  on  his  Anti-slav- 
ery picture — new  heads  presenting  themselves  every  day,  un- 
til at  last  the  picture  threatened  to  become  nothing  but  heads, 
without  room  for  bodies. 

"  February  2d.  Worked  fairly,  after  being  out  again  in 
the  morning  on  money  matters.  My  dear  landlord  helped 
me  as  usual.  What  should  I  do  without  him  ?  I  have  no 
right  to  complain  of  my  employers,  but  they  should  pre- 
vent my  losing  my  time  about  trifles  when  <£100  would 
clear  me. 

"  2>d.  If  Providence  always  interfered,  free  will  would  be 
over.  But  if  required,  or  prayed  to.  He  always  interferes.  If 
asked.  He  grants  ;  if  you  knock,  He  opens,  and  He  punish- 
es. But  He  lets  men  act,  and  often  whispers  to  save  them. 
Would  men  could  all  believe  this  as  /  do. 

"  Wi.  Sketched  O'Connell.  I  came  at  ten,  and  he  was 
asleep.  I  went  at  eleven,  and  he  came  out  as  usual — rolling 
and  good-natured.  I  went  up  to  his  breakfast-room  ;  as  he 
read  his  letters  I  sketched  him.  He  then  sat  regularly,  and 
when  I  said  I  was  sorry  to  keep  him  so  long,  he  said,  '  1  have 
used  you  so  ill  by  lying  abed,  my  conscience  obliges  me  to  give 
you  a  good  sitting.'     We  talked  of  the  Catholics  and  Prot- 
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estants.     He  said,  '  If  you  apply  to  a  man's  reason,  you  only 
apply  to  half  of  him,  and  the  smallest  half.' 

"  '  You  English,'  said  he,  '  don't  know  what  is  going  on  in 
Ireland.  Repeal  will  triumph.'  He  is  grown  older,  consid- 
erably, hut  there  is  in  his  look  inexpressible  good-nature.  He 
told  me  he  sat  to  AVilkie  for  his  portrait  at  the  same  time  as 
the  Duke,  and  he  said  such  was  the  Duke's  determination  to 
be  in  proper  costume,  that  he  used  to  come  for  the  Q,ueen's 
picture  of  her  First  Council,  to  Kensington,  in  the  coldest 
weather,  in  white  duck  trowsers. 

"  Felt  unhappy  in  bed  at  my  approaching  difficulties.  Just 
like  the  Jews,  mistrusting  my  good  Creator  who  had  deliv- 
ered me  so  often.  I  fell  asleep,  and  awoke  about  three. 
Something  whispered  me,  '  How  can  you  despond  ?  Did  I 
not  support  thee  in  early  life  ?  Did  I  not  say  to  thee,  "  Fear 
not,  I  am  with  thee  ?  Be  not  dismayed,  for  I  am  thy  God  !•"  ' 
I  replied,  '  Thou  didst ;  I  will  despond  no  more.'  My  low 
spirits  went.  I  arose  confiding,  and  by  post  came  a  remit- 
tance from  Sir  John  Hanmer,  which  prevented  my  being  pen- 
niless, after  matriculating  my  dear  Frank  at  Caius.  Grati- 
tude— gratitude — gratitude  I  '  Knock,  and  it  shall  be  open- 
ed ;  ask,  and  ye  shall  have.'     Amen." 

The  most  interesting  circumstance  in  connection  with  the 
Anti-slavery  Convention  picture  was  the  visit  the  painter 
paid  ifi  the  venerable  Thomas  Clarkson,  at  Playford  Hall. 

"  April  Sth.  Left  town  on  the  6th  by  steam  ;  arrived  at 
Ipswich  at  seven,  and  found  Clarkson's  carriage  waiting.  Got 
to  Playford  Hall  at  eight.  Found  the  dear  old  man  at  tea 
with  his  niece  and  wife,  looking  much  better  than  when  in 
town.  Playford  is  a  fine  old  building:  1593  the  last  date, 
but  must  be  much  older,  they  say.  It  is  surrounded  by  a 
moat  with  running  water.  Clarkson  has  a  head  like  a  patri- 
arch, and  in  his  prime  must  have  been  a  noble  figure.  He 
was  very  happy  to  see  me,  but  there  is  a  nervous  irritabihty 
which  is  pecuhar.  He  lives  too  much  with  adorers,  especial- 
ly women. 

"  As  he  seemed  impatient  at  my  staying  beyond  a  certain 
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nit  to  bed,  and  wished  him  good-nijrlit.  I  slept 
the  next  rnoniiug  walked  in  the  garden  jind  fields. 
isled  oil  milk  and  bread  (.ilDtie),  and  1  bieaklaated 
T.  Claikson  tip  stairs.  I  promised  t(»  j-kelch  him 
1  at  ten  I  was  ready. 

•med  much  pleased  bj'  a  letter  from  Guizol,  where- 
said  Souit  and  lie  meant  tn  bring  i«>  Abolition  next. 
LTold  man,  no  j)raise  seemed  hist  on  him.     He  want- 

me  other  letters,  whieh  1  liad  not  lime  to  read. 

all  was  ready — the  windows  fitted,  he  said,  '  Call 
ds.'  lu  came  SIX  servant-girls  and  washer-women 
vashing  day).  *  I  am  determined  they  shall  see 
tioke.'  In  they  all  crowded,  timidly  wondering, 
aid,  '  There,  now,  that  is  the  first  stroke  ;  come 
1  hour,  and  you  shall  see  the  last  I' 
ow  began  to  talk  :  he  said,  *  When  Christophe's 
laughters,  all  accomplished  women,  were  brought 
•ed  by  him  to  Wilber/brce,  and  others  in  high  life, 
a  sort  of  shrink  at  admitting  them  into  society.'      I 

belfeved  it,  because  when  I  resolved  to  jdace  the 

front  of  the  picture  on  the  same  level  as  the  Eu- 
ere  was  the  same  delicacy,  but  I  got  hiiri  and  put 
3nce.  Shame  prevented  remonstrance, 
ion  sliowed  no  envy.  He  spoke  of  Grenville  Sharpe 
rforce  with  afleclion  and  respect;  but,'  said  the 
'  they  thought  of  the  slave,  1  of  the  dave-trade.' 
this  distinction.  ' 

X  Clarkson's  intellects  are  unimpaired,  and  shine  — .' 

5  infirmities.     He  told  the  whole  story  of  his  vision.  )  . 

3  was  sleeping,  when  a  voice  awoke  him,  and  he 
nctly  the  words,  '  You  have  not  done  all  your  work.  , 
merica.'  Clarkson  said  it  was  vivid.  He  sat  np- 
3  bed  ;  he  listened,  and  heard  no  more.  Then  the 
ject  of  his  last  pamphlet  came  to  his  mind.  Texts 
id  crowded  in,  and  he  got  up  in  the  morning  and  i 

Hid  worked  eight  hours  a  day  till  it  was  done — till  J 

iQ  had  not  left  the  Aiii^ricy-"*  a.  le^  to  stand  on. 
— P 
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"  Now  come  the  causes  of  this  belief.     There  is  no  doubt 
all  men  who  devote  their  lives  from  boyhood  to  a  great  cause 
have  the  impression  of  being  called  or  led  by  the  Deity.     Does 
this  impression  come  from  the  mere  physical  exercise  of  the 
brain  in  one  direction,  so  that  imagination  is  excited,  or  does 
perpetual  solitude  engender  the  notion  that  what  is  merely 
imagined  is  actual  ?     Clarkson  says  he  was  sleeping.     Might 
he  not  have  dreamed  strongly  ?     He  heard  a  voice,  and  sat 
upright,  neither  asleep  nor  awake,  and  still  heard  the  imag- 
ined sounds  of  the  dream  before  his  reason  returned  with  his 
waking.      This  is  the  physical   explanation,  and   is   always 
miore  gratifying  to  the  world  than  the  supposition  that  any 
being  is  so  favoured  by  God  as  to  be  called  and  selected.     On 
the  other  hand,  Clarkson  has  evidently  been  a  great  instru- 
ment for  the  abolition  of  a  great  curse.     A  whole  species,  who 
have  suffered  for  centuries,  have,  by  his  exertions  and  those 
of  others,  been  advanced  in  the  scale  of  human  beings  to  lib- 
erty and  protection.     Is  such  a  cause  unworthy  the  inter- 
ference of  the  Deity  ?      If  not,  is  it  improbable  he  would  se- 
lect for  such  a  benevolent  purpose  a  human  being  as  his  in- 
strument ?     The  men  who  do  these  great  things  universally 
have  the  impression  they   are   so  impelled.     For  instance, 
Columbus  believed  he  heard  a  voice  in  the  storm,  encouraging 
him  to  persevere.     Socrates  believed  in  his  attendant  spirit ; 
and,  if  it  be  allowed  to  refer  to  Christ,  the  Saviour  always 
talked  as  of  an  immediate  communication.     I  myself  have 
believed  in  such  impressions  all  my  life.     I  believe  I  have 
been  so  acted  on  from  seventeen  to  fifty-five,  for  the  purpose 
of  reforming  and  refining  my  great  country  in  art.     I  believe 
that  my  sufferings  were  meant,  first,  to  correct  me,  and  then, 
by  rousing  attention,  to  interest  my  nation,     I  know  that  I 
am  corrected  and  a  better  man,  and  I  know  there  exists  a 
sympathy  for  me,  and,  by  reflection,  for  my  style  and  object, 
which,  without  such  causes,  would  not  have  operated  so  soon. 
At  seventeen,  I  could  not  write  a  word  intelligibly  :  who  gave 
me  the  power  to  thunder  out  in  one  night,  as  if  by  inspiration, 
my  thoughts  on  the  Academic  question  ?     Who  guided  me 
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as  to  the  only  sound  system  of  education  in  an  artist,  in  op- 
position to  all  the  existing  practice  of  the  day  in  England  ? 
Who  cheered  me  when  all  the  world  seemed  adverse  to  desert  ? 
God,  my  great,  my  benevolent,  my  blessed  Creator,  by  the  in- 
fluence— and  the  influence  only,  of  His  holy,  holy,  holy  Spirit'. 

"  Perhaps  this  is  insanity  as  well  as  Clarkson's,  Columbus's, 
Milton's,  and  others.  Perhaps  we  are  all  '  drunk  with  new 
wine.'  No,  no.  We  are  all  more  alive  to  the  supernatural 
and  spiritual  than  the  rest  of  our  fellow-creatures.  Where 
could  I  see  the  prototype  of  the  head  of  Lazarus  ?  I  had 
never  seen  a  man  raised  from  the  dead.  Who  was  my  in- 
spirer  ?     God,  my  blessed  Creator. 

"  How  often  in  prison,  in  w^ant,  in  distress,  in  blindness, 
have  I  knelt  in  agony  before  Him,  my  forehead  touching  the 
ground,  and  prayed  for  His  mercy.  How  often  have  I  arisen 
with  'Go  on'  so  loud  in  my  brain  as  to  make  me  start.  Hoav 
often  have  I,  in  despair,  opened  the  Scriptures,  and  seen,  as 
if  in  letters  of  fire,  '  Fear  thou  not :  I  am  M^ith  thee.'  And 
have  I  ever  had  occasion  but  once  to  find  the  result  did  not 
answer  the  promises  ?  And  that  one  result  will  yet  be  ac- 
complished. 

"  I  believe  Clarkson  did  hear  a  voice,  like  other  selected 
beings  before  he  was  born.. 

"After  finishing  my  drawing  I  started  by  mail,  and  was 
in  town  by  eight  the  next  morning. 

"  Why  was  I  not  so  impressed  as  when  I  visited  the  Duke  ? 
Here  w^as  a  man  who  in  his  Christian  and  peaceable  object 
had  shown  equal  perseverance,  equal  skill,  equal  courage,  and 
yet  I  was  not  so  afi'ected. 

"  Clarkson  has  more  weaknesses  than  the  Duke.  He  is 
not  so  high  bred.  He  makes  a  pride  of  his  debilities.  He 
boasts  of  his  swollen  legs,  and  his  pills,  as  if  they  were  so 
many  claims  to  distinction.  The  Duke  did  not  let  you  see 
him  in  his  infirmities.  He  was  deaf,  but  he  would  not  have 
let  you  see  it  if  possible  ;  he  dined  like  others,  ate  like  oth- 
ers, and  did  every  thing  like  others  ;  and  what  he  did  not  do 
like  others,  he  did  not  do  before  others. 
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"  Lord  Grey  and  Clarkson  have  both  that  infirmity  of  ask- 
ing questions  about  themselves,  as  if  they  had  forgot  the  an- 
swers, that  they  may  ehcit  again  the  answers  for  the  pleas- 
ure of  hearing  the  repetition.  The  Duke — never.  He  is  too 
much  a  man.  Himself  seems  the  last  thing  he  remembers, 
except  w^hen  others  presume  on  his  modesty.  He  never  ob- 
truded Waterloo,  unless  it  was  forced  on  him,  or  arose  out  of 
the  conversation,  nor  did  he  shrink  if  the  company  seemed  to 
press  it. 

"  In  fact,  the  Duke  was  a  high-bred  man.  The  want  of 
this  is  never  compensated  for.     Never. 

"  Though  Clarkson  is  a  gentleman  by  birth,  and  was  edu- 
cated like  one,  he  is  too  natural  for  any  artifice.  He  says 
what  he  thinks,  does  what  he  feels  inclined,  is  impatient, 
childish,  simple  ;  hungry,  and  will  eat ;  restless,  and  will  let 
you  see  it ;  punctual,  and  will  hurry  ;  nervous,  and  "won't  be 
hurried;  positive,  and  hates  contradiction;  charitable;  speaks 
affectionately  of  all,  even  of  Wilberforce's  sons,  whose  con- 
duct he  lamented,  more  as  if  it  cast  a  shadow  over  the  fa- 
ther's tomb,  than  as  if  he  felt  wounded  from  what  they  had 
said  of  himself 

"  Of  the  three  venerable  patriarchs  of  great  causes — the 
Duke,  Lord  Grey,  and  Clarkson — the  Duke  is  the  greatest 
character  by  far. 

"■April  21th.  There  is  always  something  to  do.  I  in- 
scribed the  names  of  Wilberforce,  Sharpe,  and  Toussaint  to- 
day,  and  that  completes  the  undertaking. 

"The  moment  a  great  canvass  goes  from  my  house,  I  dread 
to  look  at  my  painting-room.  When  a  great  canvass  is  up,  I 
leel  sheltered,  though  I  have  not  one  farthing  in  my  pocket. 
How  extraordinary  is  habit  I  Grant  me,  O  God,  a  long  life. 
The  more  pictures  I  paint,  the  more  worthy  my  mind  will  be 
of  another  world.  I  know  and  feel  it.  But  Thou  knowest 
best.  I  humbly  submit  to  Thy  will,  and  will  try  to  be  al- 
ways ready. 

"  '  27  New  Bond  Street,  28th,  1^41. 
"  '  Dear  Haydon, — I  have  just  received  thy  note  saying" 
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that  "  Wilbevforoe,  Sliarpe,  and  Toussaint"  are  inscribed  on 
tiie  cmtains.  I  am  exceedingly  sorry  to  hear  it.  They  liad 
nothing  lohatcver  to  do  wit  h  the  Convention,  and  must  come 
out.      1  shall  be  in  Piccadilly  at  three  o'clock. 

"  '  Thine  truly,  John  Beaumont.' 

"  The  gratitude  of  posterity  I  Without  Wilberforce,  Tous- 
saint, or  Sharpe,  no  Convention  would  have  been  held  on  the 
subject.  And  here  is  my  friend  Beaumont  insisting  on  their 
names  (introduced  merely  in  allusion  to  their  services)  being 
struck  out. 

"  30//i.  The  last  day  of  April.  I  have  finished  my  great 
work,  and  this  day  ends  the  month. 

"  The  delight  I  had  in  turning  to  one  of  my  historical  com- 
positions after  I  had  got  rid  of  that  dreadful  collection  of 
faces,  is  not  to  be  described." 

On  the  13th  of  May  he  records  the  failure  of  the  Exhibi- 
tion. 

"  25tli.  After  the  bustle  of  a  work  of  portraits,  the  lassi- 
tude of  mind  which  seizes  one  is  extraordinary.  Johnson, 
after  completing  his  dictionary,  passed  two  years  doing  little. 
Sir  Joshua  thought  his  mind  would  not  recover.  This  was 
nothing  but  the  over-relaxation  of  the  string  after  constant 
tension. 

"  To  a  man  like  me,  used  to  solitude,  the  worry  of  such  a 
picture  is  dreadful,  and  nothing  could  keep  an  artist  from  be- 
ing torn  to  pieces  by  138  sitters  but  the  utmost  decision,  by 
■which  they  are  made  to  perceive  he  is  not  to  be  trifled  with. 

"  Spent  the  morning  in  studying  my  darling  cartoons. 
Oh,  what  a  blessing  I 

"  The  criticism  of  this  picture  has  been  absurd.  Because 
it  looks  like  mere  nature,  the  critics  think  the  art  has  been 
overlooked  ;  whereas,  there  is  as  much,  or  more  art,  in  tiiis 
artless  look  than  in  many  compositions  of  more  profundity." 

It  was  at  this  time  that  the  news  of  Wilkie's  death  reached 
England.  Haydon  was  deeply  shaken  by  the  loss  of  his  old 
friend,  for,  despite  rooted  difierences  of  character,  and  long 
estrangements,  he  had  a  true  and  deep  regard  for  Wilkie,  as 
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I  believe  "VYilkie  had  for  him.  The  thought  of  this  death 
dwelt  ill  Haydon's  mind  for  months,  and  hardly  any  entry 
of  his  Journal  for  the  rest  of  the  year  but  contains  some  allu- 
sion to  it. 

"  May  12th.  Read  prayers,  and  prayed  for  the  soul  of  my 
dear  old  friend  David  Wilkie.  The  last  w^eek  I  have  been 
at  Dover,  and  one  evening,  at  Warren's  library,  in  The 
Chronicle,  I  read  an  account  of  the  Oriental's  arrival.  I 
rapidly  ran  over  the  names,  and  did  not  see  Wilkie's  ;  I  read 
on,  my  heart  literally  thumping  against  my  side,  till  I  came 
to  '  Sir  David  Wilkie  expired  in  the  Bay  of  Gibraltar.'  A 
painful  trembling  seized  me.  I  had  begged  and  entreated 
him  before  he  went  to  be  cautious  of  such  a  journey.  I  beg- 
ged him  to  read  Madden,  to  understand  the  nature  of  the 
diseases,  and  consider  his  weakness  of  constitution.  In  fact, 
I  all  but  predicted  his  death.  In  my  mind,  privately,  I  felt 
convinced  he  would  not  return,  and  said  so  to  my  family. 

"  Poor  dear  Wilkie  !  vv^ith  all  thy  heartless  timidities  of 
character — with  thy  shrinking,  cowardly  want  of  resolution, 
looking  as  if  thou  hadst  sneaked  through  life  pursued  by  the 
ghosts  of  forty  Academicians — thy  great  genius,  our  early 
friendship,  our  long  attachment  through  thirty-six  years,  thy 
touching  death  and  romantic  burial  brought  thy  loss  bitterly 
to  my  heart. 

"  May  15th.  I  dreamed  I  wbls  sleeping  in  the  tombs  of 
the  Kings  at  Jerusalem,  and  awoke  in  a  wild  confusion  and- 
thought,  in  the  dim  twilight  of  daybreak,  the  arch  of  my 
bed  was  the  cold  cave.  Poor  Wilkie  !  he  seemed  to  look 
on  me  and  to  say,  '  Did  I  ever  give  you  cause  of  offence  ? 
Did  I  not  bear  and  forbear  ?  Did  I  not  assist  you  with 
money  ?  Was  not  our  friendship  unalloyed  till  you  tried  to 
destroy  the  Institute  in  which  you  were  brought  up  ?  Then 
did  I  leave  you  ?  Did  I  not  enjoy  your  genius — bear  testi- 
mony to  your  great  talents  ?  My  character  was  different 
from  yours.  You  have  no  right  to  reproach  me  for  not  be- 
ing willing  to  go  to  the  extremes  of  your  hatred,  and  involve 
myself  in  suspicions  which  I  did  not  deserve.     No,  my  dear 
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Haydon,  I  loved  you  as  much  as,  nay,  more  than  any  man  ; 
and  while  we  eulertaiued  the  same  views,  saw  each  other 
daily,  and  pursued  the  same  objects,  nothing  disturbed  our 
happiness.  When  you  did  not  fear  ill  usage  as  I  did — when 
worse  treatment  afflicted  and  nearly  destroyed  me,  you  ought 
not  to  blame  me  for  wishing  for  that  peace  so  natural  to  my 
nature.' 

"This  passed  through  my  imagination  as  I  lay  dozing; 
and  I  hugged  my  pillow,  and  seemed  to  wish  never  again, 
to  wake. 

"  '  But,'  I  replied,  *  you  were  a  slave  to  the  great  and  the 
world.  You  feared  to  show  regard  for  a  man  the  world  had 
deserted.  You  shrank  from  an  ardent  heart,  whose  only 
fault  was  its  excess  of  affection.  You  were  not  a  Christian, 
when  the  applause  of  men  was  concerned,  and  fell  a  victim 
to  disappointment  at  Court,  which  you  pursued  with  a  mean 
adulation,  till  you  were  driven  from  its  precincts.  I  ac- 
knowledge you  bore  and  forbore — not  from  Christian  duty, 
but  because  it  was  to  your  interests  the  less  dangerous  course 
of  the  two.  You  lent  me  money,  but  you  talked  of  it  with  a 
gross  want  of  delicacy.  When  the  world  complained,  you 
abused  me.  You  ridiculed  the  school  I  formed.  You"  en- 
vied me  in  all  my  great  successes  —  Jerusalem,  Lazarus, 
Mock  Election,  pupils,  drawings,  lectures  ;  and  at  all  times 
tried  to  prove  they  were  not  successes,  with  a  pale  face  and 
quivering  lip — more  pale  and  more  quivering  than  usual. 
There  was  no  occasion  to  join  in  the  cry  to  prove  you  had 
no  connection  with  me  ;  our  known  friendship  would  have 
induced  my  bitterest  enemies  to  pardon  in  you  a  delicate  and 
affectionate  silence. 

"  '  These  were  frailties.  Your  virtues  were  great — your 
love  of  art  a  passion — your  industry  unexampled — ^your  de- 
corum deserving  imitation  ;  but  you  might  have  had  virtues  ; 
you  might  have  loved  your  art ;  you  might  have  been  indus- 
trious ;  you  might  have  been  decorous  ;  and  yet  not  have  de- 
serted your  sincere  and  aflectionate  old  friend  in  the  time  of 
his  sorrow — sorrow  brought  on  by  his  disgust  at  your  treat- 
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ment  by  men  whom  you  tried  to  conciliate,  afterward,  by 
calumniating  tlie  man  who  defended  you.' 

"  This  is  the  way  I  went  oi»  till  daybreak,  and  sprang  up 
to  dress,  saying, '  Poor  Wilkie  I' 

"Yesterday  I  called  on  our  old  friend  Collins.  Collins 
was  an  humble  adorer.  In  his  presence  Wilkie  felt  all  he 
said  was  listened  to — with  me  it  was  contested.  Collins 
was  afi'ected,  and  so  was  I.  He  came  to  the  Academy  in 
1806,  we  in  1805  ;  but  he  was  one  of  the  set  who  became  a 
leader  in  his  department.  Collins,  and  Jackson,  and  Wilkie 
were  all  more  violent  against  the  Academy  than  I  was,  but 
all  deserted  me  to  suit  their  interest.  Perhaps  they  got  wiser ; 
but,  at  any  rate,  I  was  firm,  and  suffered. 

"Collins  said,  'If  it  were  not  for  the  Academy,  depend  upon 
it,  artists  would  be  treated  like  carpenters.'  There  was  some 
truth  in  that,  but  I  fear  t)tey  treat  artists  like  carpenters,  and 
keep  all  the  respect  paid  to  themselves.  Wilkie  is  a  loss  in- 
deed to  me.  His  mildness  soothed  anger,  checked  violence, 
and  rendered  sarcasm  a  cruelty.  I  feel  as  if  a  part  of  my 
head  had  fallen  from  my  shoulders  ;  I  miss  something  intel- 
lectual that  I  used  to  consult.     Hail,  and  farewell  I 

^'  Poor  fellow  !  He  was  coming  home  with  new  views, 
and  a  new  style  for  sacred  subjects,  for  which  he  was  not  fit. 
He  could  no  more  have  painted  Christ  than  he  could  have 
raised  Lazarus, 

"  I  oiTered  Murray  my  own  life,  with  all  Wilkie's  and  Sir 
George's  correspondence  with  me.  Wilkie's  life  I  could  not 
write. 

"  \^t.h.  Another  dear  old  friend  gone — Thomas  Kearsey, 
for  whom  I  painted  the  first  Napoleon.  He  died  character- 
istically. He  came  to  town  to  attend  a  meeting  of  directors 
of  the  Regent  Canal ;  blew  up  the  directors ;  dined  with 
them  ;  eat  twice  as  much  as  he  could  digest,  as  usual ;  was 
seized  with  a  vomiting  of  blood  ;  died,  and  was  buried  in  the 
corner  of  a  field  on  his  own  farm,  detesting  the  being  herded 
with  his  own  species  after  death. 

"  Poor  Wilkie  !    I  miss  the  consciousness  of  his  existence. 
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Our  IVieiidsliip  began  in  a  dispute,  continued  in  long  argu- 
ments, and  ended  in  a  sarcasm.  Yet  we  were  attached  to 
each  other. 

"  nth.  Nothing  can  compensate  me  for  the  loss  of  Wilkie 
iu  the  art — though  latterly,  owing  to  my  views  about  the 
Academy,  we  were  not  together  so  much.  We  never  met 
but  we  lingered,  unwilling  to  separate. 

"  Old  associations  crowded  on  us.  While  he  lived,  there 
was  always  something  natural,  sound,  and  solid  in  the  art,- 
Now  there  is  nothing — nobody.  The  loss  to  the  Academy  is 
irreparable. 

"  It  comes  over  me  fifty  times  a  day. 

"I  feel  as  if  marriage,  children — all — had  interrupted  a 
series  of  feelings  on  art.  I  feel  as  if  there  was  now  no  one 
to  talk  to,  to  consult — he  was  so  pure,  though  so  totally  dif- 
ferent in  style. 

'•  Poor  Wilkie  I  Poor  fellow  I  I  looked  over  my  prints, 
and  remembered  his  doing  so  hundreds  of  times.  1  remem- 
ber his  remarks  on  many  figures  in  Raphael.  He  relished 
Raphael  as  much  as  any  man.  I  read  some  of  his  early  let- 
ters, with  his  allusions  to  our  pleasant  fortnight  at  Sir  George's, 
his  remarks  on  various  things — all  of  which  brought  crowds 
of  thoughts  to  my  mind. 

"Poor  Wilkie — poor  fellow  I  Could  one  have  imagined 
he  would  have  been  flung  in  the  depths  of  the  ocean  I  When 
I  think  of  his  long  illness  in  1810 — his  patience,  his  meek- 
ness, and  submission — it  is  impossible  not  to  forgive  his  frail- 
ties. 

"  18^/i.  My  only  recrret  is  that  the  thirty-nine  Academi- 
cians were  not  flung  after  him,  as  they  ought  to  have  been, 
on  the  ancient  principle  of  sacrificing  to  the  manes  of  a  dis- 
tinguished man  I 

"  Poor  Wilkie  I  I  don't  feel  my  heart  beat  so  much  to- 
day ;  I  was  frightened  at  its  continuance  yesterday,  and  last 
night.  But  now  it's  gone.  Let  me  think  of  his  virtues,  and 
forget  all  his  abject  slavery  to  the  world. 

"Peace  to  his  spirit ! 

P2 
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"  May  we  meet  hereafter,  cleansed  of  our  earthly  frailties, 
never  to  separate  more  ! 

"  Wrote  to  Sir  Robert  Peel  to  relieve  my  thoughts. 

"  Every  word  Wilkie  said  on  composition  should  be  treas- 
ured up.  Young  men  may  study  his  rustic  groups  with  as 
much  certainty  as  Raphael's. 

"  Poor  fellow  I  I  wonder  what  the  fish  think  of  him,  with 
their  large  glassy  eyes,  in  the  gurgling  deep. 

"  It  is  extraordinary  the  impression  the  man  has  made  on 
my  mind.  His  presence  haunts  me.  I  hear  his  voice  fifty 
times  a  day.  I  kept  a  journal  of  our  voyage  into  Devonshire, 
1809,  which  I  shall  look  out. 

"  Yet,  taking  him  as  a  man,  he  was  not  worthy  of  such  in- 
terest. 

"  19^/i.  Declined  signing  the  Address  to  Mrs.  Wilkie,  as, 
coming  through  the  President  and  Council,  it  would,  on  my 
part,  be  acknowledging  an  authority  I  dispute. 

"  This  was  cunning.  They  thought  my  feelings  w^ould 
hurry  me  away  to  sign  it  without  reflection  or  reading,  and 
then  they  would  have  turned  round  and  said,  '  See  !  he  ac- 
knowledges our  authority.'    " 

"  A  well-known  model  came  to  me,  followed  me,  and  said, 
•  Have  you  signed  the  paper  ?  I  advise  jou.  Sir,  to  make 
haste,  as  it  will  only  lie  this  day.' 

*'  A  whole  month  have  I  been  squandering  my  time  :  I 
could  have  painted  a  hundred  guinea  picture.  I  could  have 
earned  five  guineas  a  day.  Wilkie's  death  and  Mary's  ill- 
ness have  fretted  me,  but  those  horrid  fits  of  having  no  sense 
of  duty  sometimes  lay  hold  of  me. 

"  To  church  to-morrow — to  the  launch  of  the  Trafalo-ar, 
Monday — and  then  to  work. 

"  Like  Johnson  in  hypochondria,  there  I  sit,  sluggi.sh,  star- 
ing, idle,  gaping,  Avith  not  one  idea.  Several  times  do  these 
journals  record  this  condition  of  brain. 

"  Wilkie  was  as  fine  an  example  as  I  ever  witnessed  of 
love  of  art.  Wherever  he  was,  it  never  left  him.  When  a 
boy,  the  parishioners  complained  of  Master  David  sketching 
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them  in  church  ;  as  when  I  was  at  Honiton,  the  clerk  com- 
plained to  Haynes  of  my  sketching  him.  When  on  intimate 
terms,  we  used  to  excite  each  other.  We  used  to  go  to  church 
together  for  two  years  to  hear  Sidney  Smith  at  London  Street 
Chapel.  I  used  to  call  on  him  at  72  or  74  Great  Portland 
Street  on  the  way. 

"  The  want  now  in  the  press  is  of  editors  independent  of 
society.  The  Hunts  on  that  point  were  noble  characters.  I 
should  like  to  know  the  amount  of  the  bribe  which  could  have 
made  them  say  what  they  did  not  think,  or  omit  to  say  what 
they  knew  ought  to  have  been  said. 

"  There  is  not  a  journal  now  existing  would  have  published 
my  attack  on  the  Academy,  as  first  written,  for  fear  of  soci- 
ety. This  was  a  paltry  fear  the  Hunts  disdained  where  truth 
was  the  object.  And  this  is  a  tribute  they  deserve  most 
heartily,  though  it  would  have  been  better  for  my  worldly  in- 
terest if  I  had  never  met  them.     Noble  fellows  ! 

"  When  Wilkie  was  alive,  there  was  always  something  ex- 
isting stirring,  sound,  of  high  repute. 

"  There  is  now  nothing  sound  or  of  high  repute.  He  was 
as  a  guarantee  in  the  Academy.  There  is  now  none,  and 
every  year  they  W'ill  get  worse  and  worse.     They  must. 

"  He  kept  them  right  as  far  as  he  could.  He  had  all  the 
novelty  and  originality  of  genius.  With  a  man  of  real  genius, 
you  know  not  what  he  is  going  to  come  out  with  next.  He 
does  not  know  himself.  But  with  a  man  of  no  genius  nothing 
comes.     There  is  not  a  man  of  real  genius  left  ia  the  Academy. 

"  The  perfection  of  Wilkie's  early  compositions  can  only  be 
accounted  for  by  his  careful  study  of  the  Cartoons,  or  some 
such  standard  works.  The  principles  of  repetition  of  line,  of 
quantity,  of  groups,  of  action  and  repose — light,  dark — show 
deep  reflection  ;  though  Graham  must  have  been  an  excellent 
master  to  have  sent  a  pupil  abroad  so  admirably  grounded. 

"  I  never  saw  the  picture  he  won  the  ten  guineas  prize 
with  at  Graham's.  It  was  Macdufl^,  I  think.  I  wonder  who 
has  it.  From  his  own  description  of  it,  it  must  have  been 
quite  original.     He  <3ntered  his  name  as  student,  November, 
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1805,  twenty-one.  I  was  entered  March  9th,  1805,  nineteen. 
I  saw  the  book  yesterday.  If  twenty-one  was  correct,  he  was 
in  his  fifty-eighth  year.     I  have  written  to  Cults  to  know. 

•'  Wilfully  he  would  not  make  such  a  mistake,  and  yet  he 
told  me  he  was  a  month  older  than  I." 

Haydon  now  began  his  autobiography,  in  the  intervals  of 
his  working  at  the  picture  of  Mary  Clueen  of  Scots  showing 
her  infant  son  to  the  English  ambassador. 

''June  24:th.  "Wrote  all  the  morning,  and  concluded  the 
first  chapter  of  my  intended  memoirs  of  myself,  interleaving 
Wilkie's  and  Jackson's  memoirs.  Sent  it  to  Murray  as  a 
specimen,  and  my  messenger  lost  it  in  Portman  Square.  So 
much  for  the  beginning — what  will  be  the  end,  Heaven  knows. 

"  25th.  My  object  will  not  be  to  paint  ourselves  e7i  beau. 
Of  the  three,  Jackson,  "Wilkie,  and  myself,  Wilkie's  conduct  is 
the  safest  to  hold  up  as  an  example  to  the  modest  student, 
mine  the  noblest  to  the  aspiring,  and  Jackson's  the  most  warn- 
ing to  the  patronized. 

"  I  sent  Murray  the  introductory  chapter  of  my  life,  which 
the  wife  of  my  poor  old  Irishman  Fitz  lost  in  Portman  Square. 

•'  Some  fellow  picked  it  up  and  carried  it  to  Murray.  This 
was  a  romantic  beginning.  Success  !  Worked  five  hours 
and  a  half  pretty  well.     Dearest  Mary  sat. 

"  30th.  The  last  day  of  June,  and  only  to-day  have  I  worked 
as  I  ought  since  the  great  picture  went.  It  has  required  all 
my  energy  to  get  over  a  dulness  and  lassitude  I  can  only  ac- 
count for  from  the  reaction  after  a  picture  of  that  sort,  "which 
has  caused  eight  or  ten  months'  perpetual  excitement. 

"  Put  in  the  dueen's  two  hands  well ;  worked  nearly  seven 
hours  heartily,  but  it  ought  to  be  eight. 

"  I  have  not  recovered  Wilkie's  death. 

Multis  ille  bonis  flebilis  occidit 

Nulli  flebilior  quam  tibi. — B.  R.  Haydon. 

"July  2d.  As  I  painted  all  day,  I  thought  how  we  used  to 
anticipate  each  seeing  the  other's  work  at  conclusion  ;  how 
we  used  to  dine,  drink  tea,  and  talk  together  for  hours.  Called 
on  Hamilton,  who  gave  me  a  letter  to  Barry. 
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"  He  said  Eastlake  had  been  examined,  and  that  I  had  no 
chance  of  being  employed  to  adorn  either  House. 

"  That  if  I  had  gone  twenty  years  ago  to  Italy,  it  would 
have  made  all  the  difference. 

"Where  did  Shakspeare  go?  Where  Raphael,  Phidias, 
Michael  Angelo  ?     What  absurdity  I 

"  These  journals  show  I  first  proposed  in  the  House  schools 
of  design.  I  petitioned  the  Committee  to  adorn  the  House. 
Lord  Morpeth  presented  that  petition.  It  was  seconded  by 
T.  Duncombe,  and  sent  up  to  the  Committee  ;  and  now,  at 
the  instigation  of  the  Academy,  Eastlake,  my  pupil,  is  to  be 
chosen,  because,  being  my  pupil,  it  may  be  more  mortifying 
to  my  feelings.  Good  God  I  Such  is  irritated  power.  How- 
ever, they  know  not  the  resting-place  of  my  mind. 

"  I  have  nearly  passed  three  twenties  of  my  life.  The 
life  of  man  is  but  threescore  and  ten,  so  fifteen  years  more 
may  finish  me.  I  have  sacrificed  myself  always  for  the  art, 
and  this  is  my  reward.  Thou,  O  Lord,  knowest  my  heart, 
and  that  rather  than  the  thing  should  not  be  done,  I  would 
grind  the  colours  of  others. 

"  But  I  foresee  it  will  be  a  job,  like  the  National  Gallery. 

"  They  are  now  talking  of  giving  every  artist  a  chance. 
A  pretty  onelee  of  absurdity  it  will  be,  unless  one  mind  has 
the  entire  lead.  Nous  verrons.  I  am  prepared  for  every 
disgrace,  and  bow  hu-mbly  to  that  Creator  who  seems  to 
think  I  am  not  yet  endowed  with  humility  sufficient. 

•'  Bth.  Worked  and  advanced.  Called  on  Napier,  and 
was  amazingly  pleased  with  him.  He  put  my  boy's  name 
third  on  his  list,  and  said,  '  You  are  bringing  him  up  to  a  bad 
trade.'  '  Never  mind,'  said  I,  '  if  he  be  as  distinguished  as 
you  are.'  Heard  last  night  from  Lord  Minto.  Wrote  Lord 
John,  Lord  Palmerston,  and  William  Cowper.  Innes  and 
Barrow  are  trying  too.  The  deuce  is  in  it  if  we  do  not  get 
him  off.  Wrote  Sir  C,  Adam  and  Sir  George  Cockburn. 
Sir  George's  letter  was  straightforward. 

"  ^th.  It  .may  be  laid  down  that  self-destruction  is  the 
physical  mode  of  relieving  a  diseased  brain,  because  the  first 
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impression  on  a  brain  diseased,  or  diseased  for  a  time,  is  the 
necessity  for  this  horrid  crime.      There  is  no  doubt  of  it. 

"  IQtli.  My  eyes  strained.  Saw  Barry  on  Thursday,  with 
a  letter  from  Hamilton.  Am  to  see  him  to-day,  and  he 
promised  me  sections  and  plans  of  the  Houses  of  Lords  and 
Commons.  We  talked  of  it.  He  said,  whether  any  thing 
were  done  or  no,  he  would  leave  the  Hall  and  House  of 
Lords  so  that  they  would  be  in  a  mess  if  painting  was  not 
introduced. 

"  It  seems  he  travelled  with  Eastlake.  I  said,  '  I  hope 
you  won't  forget  me,  Mr.  Barry.'  '  It  will  be  a  great  shame 
if  they  do,  Mr.  Haydon.'  '  I  hope  you  won't  forget  me,  Mr. 
Barry.'     He  blushed  I 

''21th.  Called  on  Macdonald,  Wilkie's  old  friend,  and  got 
three  valuable  letters  of  Wilkie's  to  him  (1804  and  1805), 
written  just  before  he  came  to  town.  Went  to  church  at  the 
New  Church*  after  twenty-seven  years.  I  went  there  when 
first  I  came  to  town,  and  prayed  for  all  that  has  happened, 
and  now  went  and  thanked  God.  I  felt  as  if  I  had  opened 
the  way  for  others,  and  might  soon  be  done  with  :  God 
knows.  I  was  affected;  Wilkie's  death  has  broken  a  link 
in  my  life. 

"  Called  on  my  dear  okl  pupil  Eastlake.  He  was  affected 
at  seeing  mo  ;  he  showed  me  a  passage  from  a  German  au- 
thor,! referring  to  my  brochure  twenty  years  ago  on  the  Ilis- 
sus  and  Horse's  head,  which  Goethe  alluded  to. 

"We  talked  of  the  Houses  of  Commons  and  Lords,  and  of 
their  probable  ornament.  He  spoke  of  his  evidence,  and  I 
told  him  that  if  I  was  not  consulted,  I  should  come  out  as  on 
the  Elgin  Marble  question.      The  evidence  is  printing. 

"  2Sth.  Worked  heartily,  and  nearly  finished  Agave  for 
Sir  John  Hanmer.  I  hope  I  shall  be  able  to  keep  from  at- 
tacking or  writing,  though  the  Exhibition  just  closed,  above 
the  line,  is  a  disgrace  to  the  country. 

"  My  mind  is  in  such  a  beautiful  tone  I  I  work  so  delight- 

*  In  the  Strand. 

t  Ramohr's  Italicmschc  Forschungcn,  vol.  i.,  p.  i9. 
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fully  I  colours — ideas — brushes,  flow  like  a  river.     How  grate- 
ful I  am. 

''August  4tth.  Worked  hard  ;  went  to  the  Gallery  to  see 
Corregio,  Reynolds,  and  Rubens.  I  studied  well,  and  saw 
my  own  defects  when  I  came  home.  No  boy  of  eighteen  is 
more  eager  to  attain  excellence  than  I  am,  or  more  alive  to, 
and  desirous  of  discovering  my  own  errors  :  I  trust  I  sl^U 
always  be  so  to  the  day  of  my  death.  I  want  to  get  that 
broad  style  of  imitating  Nature  I  see  in  the  great  masters — 
not  in  Vandyke,  but  in  Titian,  Corregio,  Angelo,  Tintoretto, 
Rembrandt,  and  Reynolds.  Founded  as  I  am,  I  know  I 
could  improve  on  it ;   I'll  try. 

"  2cl.  My  boy's  head  looks  little  and  very  bad.  How  in- 
ferior to  Corregio  and  Reynolds.      God  I     I'll  remedy  this. 

"Saw  a  Giorgione;  deep  toned  —  gorgeous  —  glittering. 
"What  a  lesson  I 

"  I  nauseate  my  own  fresh-complexioned  English  look. 
Why?  Is  not  the  blooming  fraicheur  of  England  as  beau- 
tiful, in  its  way,  as  the  emh-uno  tint  of  Italy,  or  Spain,  or 
Egypt  ?  Sir  Joshua  looked  by  his  side  like  milk  and  cream, 
but  washy  and  faint. 

"  I  had  a  delightful  lesson,  and  I  will  try  to  profit  by  it. 
I  flew  at  the  arrangement  of  my  picture,  and  improved  it 
wonderfully. 

"  The  glazing  of  Giorgione  is  rich  and  gemmy,  not  liquid, 
and  yet  not  dry.  In  the  head  of  a  man  with  a  helmet,  the 
flesh  is  wonderfully  kept  down,  to  give  effect  to  the  armour, 
and  yet  not  overdone.  The  subject  is  the  Woman  taken  in 
Adultery. 

"  Wth.  Wrote  on  adorning  the  House  of  Lords. 

"  English  art  never  stood  higher  than  at  the  end  of  the  war. 
Foreigners  were  astonished  at  our  condition,  and  might  well 
be.  The  reason  was,  blockading  kept  the  rich  from  running 
over  the  Continent ;  our  energies  were  compressed  and  de- 
voted to  ourselves,  and  we  flourished  accordingly.  Wilkie 
was  in  his  zenith  ;  so  was  Lawrence  ;  so  was  Flaxman  ;  so 
were  our  water-colour  painters  ;  and  so  was  I,  for  my  Solo- 
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mon  was  an  English  triumph,  and  Landseer  was  beginning 
to  bud.  ,  '  ... 

"  We  escaped  the  contagion  of  David's  brick-dust  which 
infected  the  Continent,  and  the  frescoes  are  but  a  branch  of 
the  same  Upas  root  grafted  upon  Albert  Durer's  hardness, 
Cimabue's  Gothicism,  and  the  gilt  ground  inanity  of  the  Mid- 
dlo^Age.  All  the  vast  comprehensiveness  of  Velasquez,  Ru- 
bens, and  Titian  are  to  be  set  aside,  and  we  are  not  to  go  on 
where  they  left  off,  but  to  begin  where  their  predecessors  be- 
gan 300  years  before. 

"  The  great  cause  of  this  probable  change  is  the  pernicious 
popularity  of  an  eminent  and  victorious  painter,  the  exact 
sort  of  genius  the  Academy  should  have  controlled.* 

"It  is  too  late  now;  the  evil  is  done;  but  the  young  stu- 
dent should  be  eternally  cautioned  to  beware.  Yet  what  a 
state  the  schools  are  in  I  The  keeper  is  so  amiable  in  private 
life,  that  one  dreads  to  find  fault.  A  keeper  so  totally  inad- 
equate to  his  situation  will  throw  the  student  back  an  age, 
now  of  all  other  times,  when  he  ought  to  be  advanced. 

"  If  government  placed  me  at  the  head  of  a  school,  I  would 
soon  produce  a  race  capable  of  meeting  the  emergency;  but 
then  comes  the  pride  of  the  Academy,  and  the  honour  of 
England  is  not  to  be  compared  to  that.  Had  I  been  per- 
fectly supported,  would  this  have  been  the  condition  of  art  ? 

"  Here  are  the  Patrons — after  having  for  fifty  years  suffered 
Barry  to  live  in  poverty,  and  allowing  me  to  go  to  prison  four 
times  ;  who  permitted  me  to  be  for  years  without  an  order  ; 
who  deserted  me  because  I  told  them  large  works  ought  to 
be  executed  for  the  honour  of  the  country  ;  who  have  pressed 
down  genius  by  buying  nothing  but  small  works;  and  who 
allowed  my  school,  which  they  applauded  me  for  founding, 
to  be  destroyed,  ibr  fear  of  the  Academy — now  in  a  great 
emergency  turn  round  and  say,  '  We  want  great  works,  but 
you  can't  draw  ;  we  must  call  in  the  Germans,'  who  for  twen- 
ty years  have  been  patronized  by  the  King  and  kept  at  work, 
and  you  wish  to  bring  them  at  once  into  a  contest  with  us  who 

*  I  presume  from  other  passages  the  allusion  here  is  to  Maclise. 
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have  never  painted  fresco,  and  put  us  in  compel Ition  Avitli 
them  out  oloiir  element,  instead  of  employing  us  in  our  own. 

"Shame  on  you,  to  trample  down,  and  desert,  and  calum- 
niate, and  ridicule  a  nature  that  'loved  not  wisely,  but  too 
"Well  I'  Sliame  on  you  I  And  now  you  will  reap  the  reward 
of  your  folly.  To  whom  do  I  owe  my  salvation  ?  To  the 
people,  who  believed  in  my  truth,  sympathized  with  my  suf- 
lerings,  and  gave  my  genius  that  fair  play  which  you,  with 
mortified  jjiide,  refused. 

"  We  shall  all  meet  hereafter  stripped  and  without  dis- 
guise. May  you  be  able,  in  the  presence  of  your  God.  to  say 
you  have  done  your  duty,  as  I  have  done  mine. 

"  What  youth  did  I  ever  turn  away  that  wanted  instruc- 
tion?   When  did  self-love  stand  in  the  way  of  my  duty  to  art? 

"  Who  would  like  to  paint  in  fresco  ?  says  Eastlake.  I  do 
not  know  who  would  like.      I  know  w^ho  would  not. 

"  The  fashionable  portrait  painter  in  silk  stockings,  ^nd  the 
president  in  cocked  hat,  how  would  they  feel  in  mortar  and 
lime  ?  How  would  they  like  to  exchange  a  cocked  hat  lor  a 
paper  bonnet,  and  to  stand  up  like  men? 

"  lofh.  Wrote  Mr.  Labouchere  my  report  on  the  report,  in 
which  I  pointed  out  the  necessity  for  a  wall  being  devoted  to 
fresco  in  the  school  of  design  at  Somerset  House. 

•'  ISl.h.  Got  my  first  lesson  in  fresco  from  Latilla,  a  good- 
natured  fellow.  I  saw  him  put  in  a  head,  and  now  I  fear 
not.     God  bless  my  efforts. 

"  19ih.  Prepared  for  my  own  attempt.  Latilla's  cracked 
from  his  being  in  too  great  a  hurry  to  begin,  and  not  giving 
the  lime  time  to  mature. 

"  20th.  I  began  fresco  to-day  and  have  succeeded,  and 
taken  oil'  all  apprehension  as  to  the  process.  I'll  take  to  it. 
God  bless  me  in  it.     Amen. 

"  Latilla  painted  a  head  and  mixed  some  cement — only 
one  third  sand  and  two  thirds  lime.  I  said,  I  have  painted 
always  in  the  old  way — in  oil — and  it  never  cracked.  I  let 
him  do  as  he  liked,  and  it  began  to  crack  before  he  was  half 
through,  and  in  the  morning  was  blistered  to  atoms. 


354  MEMOIRS    OF    B.    R.   HAYDON.  [1841. 

"  To-day  I  followed. 

"  Where  the  other  head  had  been  no  suction  took  place, 
and  the  iutonaco  remained  soft,  nor  did  it  set  till  it  was 
scraped  off,  and  renewed  with  plaster. 

"  21st.   Eastlake  called,  and  thought  my  fresco  successful. 

"  It  was  interesting.  I  knelt  down  yesterday  morning  and 
prayed  God  with  all  my  heart  to  bless  my  beginning  and 
progression  in  fresco  with  all  the  ardour  with  which  I  knelt 
down  on  my  arrival  in  London  in  1804. 

"  25^/?-.  Sir  Robert  luglis  called,  and  was  much  pleased 
with  my  fresco.  Mr.  Bankes  called  with  Lady  Spencer,  his 
niece,  and  they  were  much  pleased  too.  This  is  an  advance. 
This  is.  the  genuine  fresco  on  the  wet  mortar. 

"  What  I  suffered  at  first,  lest  some  artist  might  get  the 
start  of  me  I  My  excitement  has  completely  knocked  me  up 
— taken  away  my  voice. 

"  2Qth.  Mr.  Hawes  called,  and  was  much  pleased.  He 
said,  '  If  they  asked  about  fresco — there  it  is.'  I  wrote  him 
to-night,  and  offered  to  give  up  my  whole  time  to  fresco  for 
ten  years  for  a  certain  income.     That  I  would. 

"  27th.  The  fresco  is  nearly  dry  ;  has  got  whiter,  brighter, 
and  more  unearthly.  Sir  John  Hanmer  called,  and  spent  an 
hour,  and  I  show^ed  him  the  whole  system  of  study  from  dis- 
section onward.  He  made  many  inquiries.  He  was  amaz- 
ingly pleased  with  the  fresco,  and  begged  me  to  go  on.  I 
showed  him  the  system,  and  painted  an  eye  on  the  wet  mor- 
tar before  him.     D called  with  the  air  of  a  master  of  the 

practice,  saw  and  felt  nothing  of  the  poetry,  but  pointed  out 
the  colour  of  the  lips,  and  said  it  would  not  stand,  and  that  I 
had  too  much  impasto,  and  that  the  colours  ought  to  be  like 
stained  drawing,  hatched,  glazed,  and  thin.  He  said  it  was 
like  Michael  Angelo's  style  of  fresco,  and  not  like  Raphael's, 
and  that  he  was  a  bungler  with  his  tools.  I  replied  that  to 
be  like  him  was  at  least  something  in  a  first  attempt. 

"  This  is  the  comfort  of  professional  judgment. 

"  The  upper  part  of  the  face  is  improved  enormously. 

"  3d.  Nothing  could  be  better  hit  than  the  fresco      I  took 
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all  the  Committee  before  the  division,  so  that  every  mem- 
ber was  in  town,  and  up  they  came,  and  were  convinced  it 
could  be  done.  And  now  they  are  offinto  the  country,  where 
they  will  spread  it. 

"  I  have  been  compelled  to  sell  the  copyright  of  the  Duke 
to  fit  out  my  boys — one  for  the  navy,  and  the  other  for  Cam- 
bridge. To  be  sure  it  is  hard.  I  took  several  months  about 
the  picture  when  a  portrait  painter  would  have  taken  one. 
I  went  to  Waterloo  to  be  correct,  which  the  portrait  man  nev- 
er would  have  undertaken.  It  has  been  one  year  and  a  half 
engraving,  and  I  can  only  get  <£200  for  the  result. 

"  I  was  engaged  to  paint  the  picture  for  600  guineas,  and 
they  only  could  raise  400. 

"  And  the  publisher  will  make  thousands.  But  then  is  it 
nothing  to  be  able  to  do  it  ?  Are  the  repute,  the  delight,  the 
sonnet  of  Wordsworth,  nothing  ?  They  are  an  equivalent ; 
but  still  I  have  thrown  away  a  trump  that  might  have  been 
a  property  for  life. 

"  4:th.  Received  the  first  <£100,  and  made  up  my  mind  to 
the  loss  philosophically.  At  the  beginning  of  this  week  I  had 
hardly  a  shilling.  I  end  it  having  received  £171.  Such  is 
the  result  of  '  seeing  One  who  is  invisible.'  I  close  the  week 
in  gratitude. 

"  '  London,  Sept.  20th,  1841. 

"  '  Sir, — A  great  era  in  art  is  coming  which  I  always  fore- 
saw. Pray,  pray.  Sir  Robert  Peel,  put  yourself  at  the  head 
of  it.  That  which  I  begged  Lord  Liverpool,  Canning,  Lord 
Ripon,  Lord  Grey,  Lord  Melbourne  to  begin,  is  beginning. 
Let  the  glory  be  yours.  Will  you  let  it  escape  ?  Fear  not 
the  people.  They  will  back  you  in  every  thing.  When  the 
Cartoons  were  moved  up,  twenty- five  years  ago,  what  was 
the  universal  insinuation  ?  This.  "  The  people  care  nothing 
for  the  Cartoons  ;"  and  yet  the  people  crowded  to  such  ex- 
cess to  see  the  Cartoons,  and  the  copies  of  my  pupils,  that  the 
doors  of  the  gallery  were  obliged  to  be  closed  for  fear  of  injury, 

"  '  Only  do  justice  to  the  English  people  or  the  House. 
Their  taste  is  in  advance  of  our  production.  I  know  it.  Was 
I  not  told  if  1  exhibited  the  naked  figure  I  should  be  hooted. 
1  did,  and  was  overwhelmed  with  shouts  of  applause. 
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"  *  I  ajraiii  brought  in  two  wresHers,  stri]:>pod  above  and 
below,  aiul  put  them  to  wrestle.  Nothing  could  exceed  the 
enthusiasm  in  Loudon,  in  Liverpool,  in  Edinhuvgh, 

"'Do  not  have  any  doubt,  tSir  Robert  Peel,  Seize  this 
great  moment  and  carry  it  through.  For  my  part,  all  my 
agitation  and  com|)laints  are  over.  A  great  opportunity  is 
come,  and  complaints  must  cease.  I  give  all  mine  to  the 
winds  forever.' 

"  Oct..  oO/h.  Called  on  Eastlake,  and  spent  a  delightful 
half  hour  :  he  showed  me  a  report  by  a  pupil  of  Maratli  on 
the  state  of  the  frescoes  before  he  cleaned  them.  All  the 
lower  part  of  the  school  of  Athens  was  invisible  from  scratches 
and  dust.  Eastlake  saw  Cornelius,  who  told  him  that  lime 
of  less  than  three  years'  slaking  would  fail,  and  that  the  lime 
for  his  Last  Judgment  was  twelve  years  old. 

"  He  told  Eastlake  that  you  should  put  lime  in  a  bag  and 
dip  it  in  water,  and  if  the  lime  dried  instantly  to  dust,  that 
was  the  lime  fit  for  fresco. 

"oist.  Called  on  Hamilton,  who  said  it  is  not  true  that 
the  Germans  revived  fresco.  That  it  was  never  extinct,  but 
always  practiced  in  Italy,  more  or  less.  He  said  there  was 
no  intention  of  employing  the  Germans. 

"  Cornelius  said  to  Eastlake,  '  Titian  and  Rubens  must  be 
put  aside  I'  Eastlake  showed  me  the  receipt  of  Michael  An- 
gelo  for  500  gold  crowns  or  ducats,  paid  to  him  for  beginning 
the  Sistine  ceiling  that  day  (oggi)  in  the  June  (I  believe)  of 
1508. 

"  Thus  ends  October.  I  finished  the  Q,uaker  picture  in 
April  ;  June  and  July  I  finished  Lifant  and  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots;  August  was  passed  in  fresco;  September  in  putting 
my  boy  to  sea,  and  my  eldest  son  to  Caius  College  ;  and  this 
month  in  writing  Wilkie's  life,  and  lecturing  at  Sheffield. 

'' Novembei'  1st.  Worked  four  hours;  much  interrupted, 
but  got  on.  The  calls  to-day  Avere  incessant.  The  letters 
endless.  It  is  extraordinary  what  people,  of  all  descriptions, 
come  to  me  for  advice  and  information  in  art.  I  care  for 
nothing  if  art  is  talked  of;  but  when  asses  call  and  waste 
my  time,  I  get  despotic. 
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"  (^th.  Dear  Jeremiah  Harman  advanced  me  £1000,  to 
carry  me  through  Jerusalem  and  Lazarus.  I  was  ruined  and 
he  lost  his  money.  He  M'as  angry  with  me,  and  it  was  just ; 
but  the  moment  he  heard  I  was  ruined,  he  sent  over  to  Kear- 
sey  and  Spurr,  my  solicitors,  and  released  me  from  the  debt. 
This  is  now  twenty  years  ago.  Eastlake  told  me  he  had  a 
fresco.  I  wrote  to  him  to  see  it,  and  concluded  by  saying, 
'  Are  we  to  descend  into  the  grave,  my  dear  Mr.  Harman, 
without  explanation,  when  I  can  give  it  ?'  He  wrote  to  me 
immediately  to  come.  I  went ;  and,  on  entering  his  library, 
he  held  out  his  hand  and  said,  '  Haydon,  I  am  glad  to  see 
you.'  I  was  very  much  affected  ;  he  would  not  allow  any 
thing  to  be  said,  but  remarked,  '  It  is  twenty  years  ago.  I 
believe  you  meant  honourably,  but  you  were  ruined.'  I  re- 
plied, '  My  dear  Mr.  Harman,  I  did,  and  now  you  say  that,  I 
can  leave  my  name  to  my  children  with  the  only  questionable 
thing  of  my  whole  life  cleared  up.' 

"  He  showed  me  his  exquisite  collection.  I  never  saw 
such  gems.  The  Corregio,  and  Perino  del  Vaga,  were  of  the 
most  essential  service  ;  and  after  lunching,  I  took  my  leave 
of  this  dear  and  venerable  man,  so  relieved  of  the  burden 
on  my  mind  as  can  not  be  expressed. 

"  26t,h.  I  mixed  to-day  lime  and  marble-dust,  and  lime 
and  sand  equal  parts.  The  marble-dust  and  lime  became 
beautifully  smooth.  I  then  mixed  cement  and  marble-dust, 
and  cement  alone,  and  placed  all  experiments  on  the  wall 
against  my  next  attempt,  to  see  which  cracks  and  which 
does  not. 

"  21th.  November  is  nearly  gone.  I  have  done  a  good 
deal.  Nearly  finished  Poictiers,  and  sketched,  and  invented, 
and  lectured.  To-morrow  I  go  to  Liverpool,  and  on  the  6th 
to  Birmingham. 

"  December  od.  Went  to  Liverpool,  and  was  much  delight- 
ed with  my  reception.     Gave  the  lecture  on  Wilkie. 

"  4^/t.  Selected  drawings  and  papers  for  Birmingham. 
Charles  Eastlake  elected  Secretary  to  the  Commission.  No 
one  living  so  fit. 
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"  \Qth.  Eastlake's  kindness,  as  can  be  seen,  is  great.  ,  He 
frankly  writes  me  his  continuous  knowledge  about  fresco, 
as  he  gains  it,  as  I  communicated  with  him  in  early  life 
about  art.  Now  Wilkie  is  gone,  his  mind  is  the  only  one  I 
think  of. 

"  11  th.  Walked  to  see  Watt's  monument  at  Wandsworth 
Church.  Bolton's  was  close  to  it.  It  is  Chantrey's  chcf- 
d'auvre.  As  I  came  home,  the  booming  rattle  of  the  train 
seemed  like  the  spirit  of  Watt  still  animating  inert  matter. 

"  The  statue  is  very  fine,  and  contains  the  essence  of 
Chantrey's  peculiar  power. 

"31s?.  Last  day  of  1841.  I  have  had  great  prosperity 
and  constant  employment.  The  health  of  my  dear  love  is 
much  improved.  I  have  planted  one  boy  in  the  service, 
who  promises  well,  and  has  obtained  the  approbation  of  his 
officers  and  captain.  I  have  placed  the  other  at  Cambridge  ; 
he  has  got  througn  his  first  term.  I  have  paid  for  all  with 
my  own  earnings.  For  all  which  blessings  I  thank  God. 
For  the  watching  over  the  well-being  of  human  creatures 
who  depend  on  you,  and  have  been  brought  into  the  world 
by  you,  is,  after  all,  the  most  important  duty  of  man.  Every 
boy  I  have  educated  (and  I  have  brought  out  four  and  edu- 
cated seven)  was  brought  up  in  the  fear  of  God,  the  love  of 
truth,  and  the  adoration  of  a  stern  morality.  For  all  these 
blessings  I  thank  God  with  all  my  heart,  and  I  pray  Him 
humbly  that  by  this  time  twelvemonth  I  may  be  able  to 
thank  Him  for  a  continuance  of  such  mercies.     Amen. 

"  As  to  the  state  of  art,  it  is  dangerous.  A  great  moment 
is  come  ;  and  I  do  not  believe  any  one  so  capable  of  wield- 
ing it  as  myself,  when,  from  circumstances,  and  the  preju- 
dices of  all  men,  I  have  the  least  chance  of  any.     Because  : 

"  1st.   I  have  loved  my  art  always  better  than  myself 

"  2d.  I  dissected  and  drew  two  years  before  I  painted. 

"  3d.  My  pictures  of  Solomon,  Jerusalem,  and  Lazarus  are 
indisputable  evidences  of  genius. 

"  4th.  I  educated  Eastlake,  the  Landseers,  Harvey,  Bewick, 
Chatfield,  Lance  ;   and  founded  a  school,  the  shattered  frag- 
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^ments  of  which  have  reformed  art  in  England.     Therefore 
I  have  no  claim. 

"  5th.  I  stood  forth  and  defended  the  Elgin  Marbles,  and 
demolished  Knight. 

"  6th.  I  have  been  imprisoned  four  times  for  persevering 
to  improve  the  people. 

"  7th.   I  first  proposed  to  adorn  the  House  of  Lords, 

"  8th.  I  have  had  a  plan  before  every  ministry  for  twenty- 
five  years. 

"9th.  I  first  petitioned  the -House  by  Lord  Brougham, 
1823  ;  by  Lord  Durham,  1824  ;  by  Lord  Colborne,  1826  ;, 
by  Lord  Dover,  1827;  by  Lord  Morpeth,  1833  or  '34,  in 
favour  of  High  Art,  and  the  Building  Committee  in  specific 
favour  of  this  very  object — the  decoration  of  the  House  of 
Lords. 

"  10th.  I  have  lost  all  my  property;  have  been  refused 
the  honours  of  my  country  ;  have  had  my  talents  denied,  my 
character  defamed,  my  property  dissipated,  my  health  in- 
jured, my  mind  distracted,  for  my  invincible  devotion  to  the 
great  object  now  about  to  be  carried  ;  and  therefore  I  can 
not  be,  ought  not  to  be,  and  have  not  any  right  to  hope  to 
be  rewarded  by  having  a  share  in  its  emolument,  its  honour, 
or  its  glory. 

"  But  still  I  trust  my  merciful  Creator  will  not  let  me 
leave  this  world  without  an  opportunity  to  put  forth,  to  the 
full  extent  of  their  capability,  the  talents  with  which  He  has 
blessed  me,  to  promote  by  art  the  cause  of  virtue,  morality, 
patriotism,  or  religion.  Jn  Him  I  trust,  as  I  have  always 
done,  and  am  sure  these  journals,  which  have  so  often  record- 
ed His  mercies,  will  not  cease  continuance  till  I  have  record- 
ed in  them  the  realization,  under  his  merciful  blessing,  of  the 
great  object  of  my  being. 

"  I  feel  I  shall  realize  this  instinct  in  gratitude  and  shouts  I 

"  Oh  Lord,  let  not  this  be  the  presumption  of  imbecility, 
but  the  just  confidence  of  anticipating  inspiration. 

"  Amen  with  all  my  soul. 

"  This  year — 1841 — will  be  remembered  in  English  art 
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as  the  year  of  Wilkie's  death.  Poor  Wilkie  I  His  loss  is  ir- 
reparable. 

"  1  close  1841  in  gratitude  for  the  mercies  bestoAved  dur- 
ing its  progress,  iti  hopes  for  their  coutinuauce  in  1842,  and 
in  earnest  prayer  for  that  national  ennployment  which  I  am 
now  again  utterly  without  ;  so  that  I  may  be  spared  from  a 
recurrence  to  those  dreadful  distresses  which  have  before  so 
often  distracted  my  mind,  harassed  my  spirit,  and  rendered 
life  a  struggle  of  sorrow,  degradation,  and  pain. 

"  Oh  Lord,  I  earnestly  call  on  Thee  to  avert  so  shocking 
an  anticipation.     For  Jesus  Christ's  sake.     Amen." 

1842. 

The  Fine  Arts  Commission  was  sitting  through  this  year, 
and  toward  the  end  of  April  issued  a  notice  of  the  conditions 
for  the  cartoon-competition,  intended  to  test  the  capacity  of 
English  artists  for  the  style  of  art  suited  to  the  decoration  of 
the  New  Houses  of  Parliament.  The  delight  with  which 
Haydon  welcomed  this  first  step  toM'ard  achievement  of  the 
great  effort  of  his  life,  was  damped  by  painful  forebodings  that 
he  was  not  destined  to  share  the  fruits  of  the  victory,  after 
having  so  bravely  borne  the  brunt  of  the  battle.  This  fear, 
which  had  been  working  on  him  all  the  last  year,  seems  to 
grow  stronger  and  stronger  through  this.  Still  he  continued 
to  pursue  his  researches  and  experiments  in  fresco  painting, 
seeking  information  in  all  quarters — from  students  of  the  old 
frescoes  in  Italy,  and  workers  in  modern  ones  at  Munich — 
and  protesting  all  the  while,  with  his  usual  vehemence, 
against  any  infection  of  English  art  with  Germanism.  He 
also  carried  on  this  year  a  correspondence,  of  considerable  in- 
terest, with  E-umohr,  the  author  of  the  Italienisdie  ForscJiitn' 
geji,  one  of  the  soundest  contemporary  German  critics  of 
Italian  art,  from  whose  letters  I  have  extracted  freely,  as 
they  seem  to  me  to  convey  in  their  quaint  English  theories 
and  opinions  upon  art  in  every  way  deserving  of  attention. 

During  the  year  he  finished  his  pictures  of  Mary  of  Guise 
and  of  the  battle  of  Poictiers,  both  of  which  he  sent  to  the 
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Academy  Exhibition,  besides  painting  a  picture  of  the  Maid 
of  Saragossa,  another  of  Curtius  leaping  into  the  Gulf,  and 
another  of  a  subject  conceived  many  years  before,  Alexander 
the  Great  encountering  and  killing  a  Lion.  He  had  also,  be- 
fore the  year  ended,  finished  a  cartoon  of  the  Curse  pronounced 
against  Adam  and  Eve  for  the  Westminster  Hall  competition, 
and  had  begun  another  of  The  Black  Prince  entering  London 
in  Triumph  with  the  French  King  prisoner.  I  think  that 
even  those  who,  up  to  this  point,  have  felt  little  admiration 
for  either  the  man  or  the  painter  Haydon,  will  hardly  refuse 
him  some  sympathy  at  this  moment  of  his  life,  when  the  goal 
was  appearing,  just  as  his  failing  strength — which  he  too  felt 
to  be  failing,  in  spite  of  his  vehement  assertion  of  unimpaired 
powers — whispered  to  him  that  the  race  was  not  to  be  for 
his  winning  ;  that  he  would  have  to  stand  by,  while  younger 
and  fresher  runners  passed  him  to  take  the  crown.  Already 
the  anticipation  of  this  fate  was  working  in  his  mind,  let  him 
strive  as  he  might  to  keep  it  down  ;  and  his  assurance  that  he 
bears  a  heart  made  up  for  either  fortune  will  impose  as  little 
on  those  who  read  his  journals  as  I  believe  it  did  on  himself, 

"  January  2d.  Went  to  Hanover  Square.  Heard  the  Dean 
of  Carlisle,  who  is  always  earnest. 

"  Evans  called,  who  made  distemper  copies  of  the  Loggia 
for  Nash,  and  he  told  me  many  useful  things  of  fresco. 

"  1st.  Raphael's  heads  are  impastoed  like  oil. 

"  2d.   Tints  are  mixed. 

"  3d.  It  is  not  perpetual  glazing. 

"  4th.  Raphael's  lights  in  foreheads  are  loaded. 

"  5th.  Fresco  never  extinct  in  Italy.     Always  practiced. 

"  6th.  Students  given  a  lunette  in  the  Vatican  to  paint 
after  they  have  got  a  medal. 

"  7th.  Benvenuti  mixed  pots  of  tints,  as  I  do  in  oil  on  my 
palette. 

"  Wi.  Went  to  the  Adelphi,  and  looked  at  Barry's  pictures. 
Miss  Corkings,  the  housekeeper,  was  a  girl  of  twelve  years 
old  when  Barry  painted  the  work.  She  told  me  many  anec- 
dotes.     She  said  his  violence  was  dreadful,  his  oaths  horrid, 

Vol.  it.— Q 
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and  his  temper  like  insanity.  She  said  he  carried  virtue  to 
a  vice.  His  hatred  of  obligation  was  such  he  would  accept 
nothing.  Wherever  he  dined  he  left  Is.  2d.  in  the  plate,  and 
gentlemen  indulged  him.  The  servants  were  afraid  to  go 
near  him  ;  in  summer  he  came  to  work  at  five,  and  worked 
till  dark,  when  a  lamp  was  lighted,  and  he  went  on  etching 
till  eleven  at  night. 

"  She  said,  when  coaxed  to  talk,  his  conversation  was  sub- 
lime. She  thought  the  want  of  early  discipline  was  the  cause 
of  his  defects.  He  began  his  work  in  1780,  and  was  seven 
years  before  he  concluded  it.  She  remembered  Burke  and 
Johnson  calUng  once,  but  no  artist.  She  really  believed  he 
would  have  shot  any  one  who  had  dared.  He  had  tea  boiled 
in  a  quart  pot,  and  a  penny  roll  for  breakfast,  dined  in  Por- 
ridge island,  and  had  milk  for  supper,  which  was  prepared 
in  the  house. 

"  There  is  a  grasp  of  mind  there  nowhere  else  to  be  found, 
as  Johnson  said,  but  no  colour,  no  surface,  beauty,  or  correct 
drawing.  Still,  as  the  only  work  of  the  kind,  it  is  an  hon- 
our to  the  country. 

"  &th.  The  obstructions  in  fresco  do  not  deserve  the  name 
of  difficulties.  They  are  useless  and  petty  annoyances.  It 
is  a  nuisance  to  have  a  colour  dry  one  thing  when  you  mean 
it  for  another.  It  is  a  nuisance  to  have  a  seam  in  the  flesh, 
and  to  have  no  depth  in  the  shadow. 

"  It  is  a  bore  to  copy  your  own  cartoon  when  the  fire  of 
invention  is  over,  and  can  never  be  recalled  ;  if  the  difficulty 
be  conquered,  it  is  by  luck,  not  by  art,  or  science,  or  skill. 

"  But  I  do  not  see  they  entitle  fresco  to  any  superiority 
over  oil. 

"  The  execution  of  the  great  Venetian  works  in  the  Louvre 
was  quite  equal  in  power  to  any  fresco,  and  they  were  a  mill- 
ion times  superior  in  tone. 

"  Called  on  D ,  who  is  very  amiable,  and  had  an  in- 
teresting conversation. 

"  He  said  the  early  frescoes  were  stained  drawings,  having 
the  ground  for  the  lights,     (Not  true, — B.  R.  H.) 
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"After  Giorgione,  the  impasto  of  oil  was  copied  in  fresco, 
and  that  began  the  modern  system  of  Raphael.  Massaccio 
and  Pinturichio  stained. 

"  I  then  saw  Barry.  He  laid  before  me  plans  and  sections, 
and  the  spaces  where  pictures  could  be  introduced.  He  said 
nothing  was  fixed  on,  but  as  soon  as  the  Committee  met, 
the  first  question  would  be  fresco  or  no  fresco,  and  that  then 
he  would  house  lime  in  two  or  three  vaults.  He  asked  which 
lime  I  liked  best.     I  said,  chalk.     He  agreed  with  me. 

"  1th.  Lectured  on  the  Elgin  Marbles  at  Mechanics'. 
"Wrote  my  Memoirs — hard.  What  a  lesson  they  will  be  to 
young  men  ! 

"  Barry  procured  me  sections  and  tracings.  I  fear  the 
spaces  will  not  be  large  enough  for  fresco,  the  great  beauty 
of  which  is  light  and  space.  Oil  and  fresco  should  not  be 
mixed. 

"  Fresco  will  make  oil  look  heavy,  and  oil  Avill  make  fresco 
look  mealy. 

"  ^th.  I  called  on  poor  little  Macdonald,  Wilkie's  early  pa- 
tron and  friend,  for  he  first  gave  him  a  commission,  in  Edin- 
burgh, for  the  first  Village  Politicians.  I  found  him  ill  and 
in  poverty,  with  an  early  picture  of  Wilkie's  to  sell.=^ 

"  There  certainly  seems  at  this  moment  a  general  conspir- 
acy against  British  art,  at  the  very  time  it  requires  all  en- 
couragement. I  suppose  foreigners  are  at  the  bottom  of  it, 
who  want  a  piece  of  the  cake  now  making. 

"When  Englishmen  go  abroad,  they  not  only  lose  their 
heart  and  feeling  for  England,  but  they  lose  their  common 
perception. 

"  Hezekiah  was  dying.  He  prayed,  with  tears,  to  live,  and 
fifteen  years  were  added  to  his  life.  Therefore,  prayer  is 
available,  and  can  alter  the  apparent  destiny  of  a  man. 

"  \2th.  Wrote  hard  at  my  lecture  on  Fresco  for  the  Royal 

In'Stitution. 

*  This  early  picture  of  Wilkie's  is  now  in  the  possession  of  Dr. 
Darling.  Though  clumsy  in  drawing,  it  is  admirable  in  composition 
and  colour — finer,  perhaps,  indeed,  in  this  last  quality  than  any  of  his 
later  works. — Ed. 
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"  13th.  No  young  man  who  is  not  independent  should  treat 
his  superiors  in  rank,  wealth,  and  station  as  if  they  were  his 
equals. 

"  Men  are  all  equal  in  the  eye  of  the  law  and  of  God,  but 
hy  the  gift  of  God  men  are  most  unequal.  Honesty,  diligence, 
talent  will  accumulate  wealth.  A  man's  children  enjoy  it. 
Men  of  honourable  station  have  a  right  to  deference,  and  even, 
if  ignorant,  are  entitled  further  to  respectful  expostulation, 
and  not  sarcastic  exposure.  Such  deference  to  superiors  in 
age  and  station  is  not  servility,  but  good  sense,  and  proceeds 
from  a  just  modesty  in  your  own  pretensions.  I  might  have 
saved  myself  much  pain  had  this  been  inculcated  on.  me. 

"  I  passed  an  hour  and  a  half  with . 

"  It  is  extraordinary  the  eternal  disposition  of  the  Acade- 
micians to  see  nothing  in  my  character  but  what  is  wrong. 
It  amounts  to  a  morbid  insanity,  and  is  caused  by  the  con- 
scious conviction  that  all  my  calamities  in  life  have  arisen 
from  their  injustice.  I  press  upon  their  imagination  and 
disturb  their  tranquillity.  My  name  is  never  even  spoken  in 
their  presence  but  a  sneer  follows. 

"People  are  never  charitable  enough  to  think  of  my  neglect 
of  my  own  interests.  They  dwell  only  on  the  result,  viz., 
my  incapacity  to  attend  to  the  interests  of  others.  Is  there 
any  thing  worse  than  not  to  pay  a  tradesman  ?  Yes.  (I 
did  not  reply) — to  take  half  price  from  a  Duke,  and  never 
begin  his  picture.  This  is  the  tone  of  society  adopted  to- 
ward me  ;  and  it  is  never  told  how  many  tradesmen  I  have 
paid  off  since  my  troubles — of  the  dividends  I  have  shared  on 
the  receipt  of  any  large  sum.     It  is  shocking  I 

"  While  the  Academy  exists  as  the  Royal  Institution — 
while  the  President  is  by  right  a  Trustee  of  the  Museum  and 
National  Gallery — their  influence  will  ever  be  in  opposition 
to  any  plan  which  M'ill  endanger  their  supremacy  ;  and  no 
plan,  however  beneficial,  will  or  can  ever  be  adopted  which, 
by  giving  a  chance  to  the  genius  of  the  people,  will  place  their 
portrait  iniquity  on  the  right  ground.  This  scheme  of  fresco 
will  end  in  air,  through  their  insinuations. 


1842.]         Oi\    HIS    OWN    POSITION    AND    PROSPECTS.  365 

'"  How  many  wish  to  paint  in  fresco  ?'   said .     It  is 

not  what  the  artists  wish.  It  is  what  the  state  wants.  That 
is  the  question.  In  the  press,  now,  I  have  hardly  a  friend, 
except  the  Chronicle  and  the  Spectator.  I  have  only  to  show 
a  work  to  set  the  whole  press  in  an  uproar  of  abuse,  I  at- 
tribute this  entirely  to  the  students  of  the  last  twenty-five 
years  having  grown  up  with  literary  men  of  their  own  age  ; 
and  the  general  tone  the  students  imbibed  at  the  Academy, 
as .  a  pupil  told  me,  was  to  consider  me  a  monster.  Their 
literary  friends  have  issued  out  to  their  duties  as  reporters  or 
critics,  as  editors  or  purveyors,  and  the  moment  Haydon  comes 
before  them,  he  is  denounced  before  the  pen  is  dipped  in  ink. 
The  last  picture  I  exhibited  was  the  Samson.  All  the  sound 
principles  of  its  composition,  its  colour,  its  story,  its  drawing, 
its  light  and  shadow,  were  utterly  unnoticed,  and  the  picture 
was  held  up  as  an  abortion  not  to  be  tolerated. 

"  Had  the  student  gone  to  it  with  modesty,  and  tried  to  find 
out  what  is  good,  his  mind,  his  practice,  and  his  hand  would 
have  been  improved.  The  object  was  clear — I  was  begin- 
ning to  get  commissions  in  the  country,  and  the  Christians 
hoped  to  put  a  stop  to  them.  They  boasted,  in  fact,  they 
would  do  so.  All  the  principles  I  have  advocated  for  thirty- 
eight  years  are  now  beginning  to  bud.  They  know  I  have 
been  the  most  prominent  man,  and  they  can  not  bear  to  dwell 
on  the  fact  that,  when  the  plant  bursts  into  flower,  the  credit 
of  watering  the  germ  through  frost  and  snow,  and  wind  and 
rain,  belongs  to  Haydon. 

"  Many  years  ago,  on  my  knees,  in  an  agony  of  pain,  I 
prayed  I  might  live  to  see  the  great  principles  of  art  acknowl- 
edged— I  cared  not  for  tasting  the  fruits — and  that  I  might 
not  leave  the  world  with  the  talents  with  which  God  had 
blessed  me  cruelly  ruined  or  wasted.  Perhaps  I  shall  be 
taken  at  my  word. 

'"  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done.' 

"  lotli.  Half  the  month  gone — wholly  occupied  in  lecturing 
and  writing  a  new  lecture  on  fresco,  for  the  Royal  Institution. 

"  \%th.  After  my  mind  exhausts  itself  in  one  direction  it 
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flies  off  in  another.  I  seized  chalk  all  of  a  sudden  as  I  was 
v/riling,  and  placed  the  leg  and  thigh  of  the  angel  Gabriel 
rightly,  and  immediately  my  mind  teemed  with  thoughts  of 
new  subjects.  Went  to  the  National  Gallery,  and  came  back 
disgusted  with  the  horny,  oily,  heavy,  dull  look  of  the  finest 
works  after  fresco. 

"  \lth.  My  soul  begins  to  yearn  for  something  else.  My 
attempt  in  fresco  has  opened  my  eyes  so  completely  to  a  power 
I  knew  nothing  of,  that  all  art  here  palls  on  my  senses. 
Great,  and  good,  and  merciful  Creator,  spare  me  till  I  have 
realized  what  I  now  foresee  I  can  do. 

"  20r7z..  There  is  no  desire  in  the  English  for  High  Art. 
Fresco,  being  immovable,  is  no  property  ;  and  the  commercial 
feeling  connected  with  the  aristocratical  renders  them  insensi- 
ble to  any  feeling  for  characters  higher  than  themselves.  I 
am  very  discontented  all  of  a  sudden,  and  can  not  tell  why. 
It  is  the  agony  of  ungratified  ambition — that  is  the  reason. 
I  could  execute  now  a  series  of  fresco  foreshortenings  with 
terrific  power.     Why  don't  you  ?     No  money. 

"  21^^.   Set  my  palette.      Then  came  on  darkness  visible, 

which  lasted  all  day.      E shall  be  my  safety-valve.      I 

told  him  he  and  Sir  Robert  would  be  baffled  by  the  portrait 
influence,  and  that  fresco  would  be  turned  to  the  right-about, 
and  that  the  people,  at  last,  disgusted  with  being  the  ridicule 
of  the  Continent  for  want  of  talent,  would  spontaneously  get 
rid  of  the  nuisance. 

"  As  the  time  approached,  the  cowards  shrink  from  fresco. 
I'll  give  it  to  them  if  they  do.     I  shall  make  it  a  strong  point 

against  them  ;   but  for  the   present,  as  E says,  mum. 

My  large  canvass  is  home,  and  up  to-morrow.  There  is 
nothing  like  a  large  canvass.  Let  me  be  penniless,  helpless, 
hungry,  thirsty,  croaking,  or  fierce,  the  blank,  even  space  of 
a  large  canvass  restores  me  to  happiness,  to  anticipations  of 
glory,  difficulty,  danger,  ruin,  or  victory.  My  heart  expands, 
and  I  stride  my  room  like  a  Hercules. 

"  Three  commissions   are  deferred,  and   I   am    again   left 
penniless  for  the  present ;  but  I  despair  not.     He  who  car- 
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ried  me  through  so  many  trials  will  carry  me  gloriously 
through  this.  I  know  it,  I  feel  it,  and  rejoice  at  the  trial.  I 
glory  in  being  tried.     Amen. 

"  23<i.   Wrote  my  life   all  day.     Did  not   go  to   church. 

E called.      Hall,   of  the    Atheneeum,    called.     E 

was  kind  and  affectionate,  and  begged  me  to  be  quiet.  He 
said  all  my  friends  were  in  alarm,  as  it  was  a  great  moment 
in  my  life.     I  told  him  he  need  not  fear. 

"  2^t]i.  0  Almighty  God  !  It  is  now  thirty  years  since  I 
commenced  my  picture  of  Solomon  ;  though  deserted  by  the 
world,  my  family,  father,  friends.  Thou  knowest  w^ell  that  I 
trusted  in  Thee  ;  that  Thou  didst  inspire  my  spirit  with  a 
fiery  confidence  ;  that  Thou  didst  whisper  me  to  endure  as 
seeing  One  who  is  invisible  ;  Thou  knowest  I  never  doubted, 
though  without  money,  though  in  debt,  though  oppressed. 

"  I  prayed  for  thy  blessing  on  my  commencing  labours. 
Thou  carriedst  me  through  to  victory,  and  triumph,  and  ex- 
ultation. 

"  I  am  this  moment  going  to  begin  a  grand  work  of  Alex- 
ander and  the  Lion  ;  bless  its  commencement,  progression, 
and  conclusion  as  thou  blessedst  Solomon.  Grant,  in  spite 
of  whatever  obstruction,  I  may  bring  it  to  a  grand  and  tri- 
umphant conclusion.  Spare  my  intellect,  my  eyes,  my  health, 
my  head,  my  strength.  Confirm  my  piety,  and  grant,  oh 
Lord,  that  this  work  may  advance  the  feeling  of  my  great 
country  for  high  and  moral  art,  and  that  I  may  not  be  taken 
till  Art  be  on  a  firm  foundation,  never  to  recede,  and  that  I 
may  realize  all  my  imagination  hoped  in  my  early  youth,  for 
Jesus  Christ's  sake.     Amen." 

*'  2%th.  The  mysterious  influence  under  which  I  always 
begin  a  great  work,  is  hardly  to  be  credited,  in  my  circum- 
stances of  necessity.  Here  wa.s  I,  with  hardly  money  for  the 
week — with  commissions  deferred — with  a  boy  at  Cambridge 
in  want  of  money  I  could  not  send  him — and  a  boy  on  board 
the still  owed  £3  of  his  quarter  (<£lO) — seized  at  day- 
break with  an  irresistible  impulse — a  whisper  audible,  loud, 
startling — to  begin  a  great  work.     The  canvass  was  lying 
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at  the  colourman's  to  be  kept  till  paid  for.  I  could  not  pay. 
I  wrote  him,  and  offered  a  bill  at  six  months.  He  consent- 
ed ;  the  canvass  comes  home,  and  after  prayer — ardent  and 
sincere — I  fly  at  it,  and  get  the  whole  in,  capitally  arranged, 
in  two  days,  about  twelve  hour's  work,  owing  to  the  season 
of  the  year.  Good  and  merciful  God,  am  I  not  reserved  for 
great  things  ?  Surely  I  am.  Surely  at  fifty-six  to  be  more 
active  than  at  twenty-six  is  extraordinary.  Continue  Thy 
blessings,  and  grant  I  may  finish  both  Alexander  and  the 
Curtius. 

"  21th.  I  rub  in  Curtius  to-day.  Oh  God,  bless  me  at  be- 
ginning, progression,  and  conclusion. 

'■'■February  \st.  Sluggish — always — after  lecturing.  Ire- 
ally  am  tired  of  lecturing.  Nothing  but  the  wants  of  my 
boys  induce  me.  When  I  am  in  that  infernal  humour,  I  feel 
disposed  to  stand  still,  think  of  nothing,  do  nothing,  see  noth- 
ing, speak  nothing,  hear  nothing,  and  listen  to  nothing  for 
hours.     It  is  a  sort  of  catalepsy  of  the  brain. 

"  Lord  Melbourne  was  dining  where  E was  present, 

when,  after  dinner,  as  Lord  Melbourne  was  roosting,  they 
began  to  discuss  fresco.  They  thought  he  was  asleep,  when 
suddenly  he  said,  '  Which  is  the  lightest  V  '  Fresco,  my  Lord. 
'  Then,  d — n  me,  I'm  for  fresco,'  said  Lord  Melbourne. 

"10^/i.  Worked  hard,  and  painted  hands  right  heartily 
from  nature,  better  than  I  ever  did.  When  Wilkie  and  I 
were  young,  after  such  a  day  of  hands  we  should  have  had 
long  discussions  ;  holding  the  candle  close,  looking  in,  talking 
of  touches,  surface,  tones — how  to  touch  in,  and  take  a  body 
at  the  right  time — and  then  drink  tea  with  all  our  souls. 
These  were  the  days  of  real  delight.     Poor  Wilkie  I 

'' Wth.  My  hands  look  capitally  to-day.  I  declare  my 
feelings  about  art  are  as  fresh  as  at  sixteen. 

"  20th.  Lectured  on  Invention  at  the  London  Institution. 
Painted  in  the  morning  with  facility  a  boy's  head,  and,  I 
think,  finished  the  Poictiers. 

"  2^th.  Awoke  at  four,  with  two  sublime  conceptions  :  one 
of  Nebuchadnezzar  walking  on  the  terrace,  and  saying,  '  Is 
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not  this  Great  Babylon  ?'  and  the  other  of  his  spirit  visiting 
the  Euphrates  now — 'Was  not  this  Great  Babylon  V 

"  2Sth.  Last  day  of  the  month  ;  not  properly  occupied,  so 
as  to  make  my  conscience  easy.  Lecturing,  travelling,  want 
of  money,  losing  commissions  from  manufacturing  distress, 
have  all,  in  turn,  harassed  and  distressed  me,  and  kept  me 
running  the  gauntlet  for  money.  I  have  worked,  but  how  ? 
By  snatches  as  before.  The  reign  of  the  Tories  has  always 
been  a  curse  to  me.  I  never  get  employed  when  they  are 
uppermost.  What  I  have  done  shows  improvement  and 
power  of  hand  and  mind,  which  will  come  out  yet  greater 
than  ever. 

"  &th.  I  got  up  yesterday,  after  lying  awake  for  several 
hours  with  all  the  old  feelings  of  torture  at  want  of  money. 

My  boy  Frederick  was  unhappy  on  board  the .      A  bill 

coming  due  of  £44  13s.  for  my  boy  Frank  at  Caius  (half  of 
a  tutor's  bill).  Three  commissions  for  £700  put  off  till  next 
year.  My  Poictiers  half  glazed.  My  dear  Mary's  health 
broken  up.  Good  God  I  I  thought,  what  are  my  hopes  ?  A 
voice  within  said,  God.  I  turned  round  in  perfect  confidence 
and  fell  asleep.  I  awoke  and  dressed  at  my  usual  time. 
Rushed  out,  longing  to  paint.  Went  to  a  man  who  held  a 
bill  for  <£7  10s.  I  could  not  pay,  and  got  a  week.  To  an- 
other for  £10,  and  got  another.  Called  at  the  Admiralty, 
and  stated  my  uneasiness  at  my  son's  being  on  board  a  ship 
in  such  a  state,  without  schoolmaster,  chaplain,  and  the  cap- 
tain a  veteran  lubber.  Young  Barrow  immediately  took 
particulars.  Ascertained  there  were  two  vacancies  in  the 
Impregnable.  Mr.  Innes  came  in,  and  both  joined,  and  sent 
up  a  letter  to  Sir  W.  Gage,  who  before  five  appointed  him  to 
the  Impregnable,  and  ordered  him  to  go  out  in  the  Formida- 
ble. So  that  anxiety  was  over.  I  rushed  home,  and  nearly 
glazed  Poictiers.  Yesterday,  Sunday,  I  went  to  church  (I 
seem,  when  I  do  not,  to  lose  the  countenance  of  my  Creator), 
and  prayed  with  all  my  heart  and  all  my  soul  for  relief.  I 
knew  if  my  debt  to  the  tutor  of  Caius  was  not  paid,  the  mind 
of  my  son  Frank  would  be  destroyed,  from  his  sensitiveness 

a  2 
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to  honour  and  right.  As  he  was  now  beating  third-year 
men,  I  dreaded  any  check,  and  I  got  up  in  a  state  of  perfect 
reliance  I  should  not  be  deserted. 

"  1th.  To-day  I  went  early  to  John  Beaumont,  the  Quak- 
er, and  laid  before  him  my  situation.  I  offered  the  draw- 
ings of  the  Anti-slavery  meeting  for  £50,  though  £100  is 
less  than  their  value.  He  gave  faint  hopes.  I  called  on  my 
publisher  of  the  Duke  and  requested  an  advance,  as  I  had 
£200  coming  in  as  soon  as  the  print  was  out,  which  his  de- 
lay retarded.  He  looked  as  publishers  do  when  you  want 
money.  I  came  home  without  despair,  hearing  and  believ- 
ing the  voice  '  Trust  in  God.'     At  home  I  found  £50   from 

.     I  had  written  a  rich  banker,  a  manufacturer,  and  a 

Duke — who  assisted  me  ?  The  Duke,  of  course.  I'd  lay 
my  head  on  the  block  if  I  was  sure  a  race  of  fearless  design- 
ers would  spring  up  from  my  blood,  as  the  giants  from  the 
iron  teeth  of  Cadmus  ;  though,  like  them,  I  fear  my  progeny 
would  cut  each  other's  throats  directly. 

"  22d.  Out  on  business,  and  my  dear  old  landlord  Newton 
took  the  Poictiers,  and  struck  off  £525  of  debt,  reducing  my 
balance,  so  now  I  hope  to  get  clear,  and  give  him  equivalents, 
so  that  in  case  of  death  he  might  not  be  a  loser.  What  land- 
lords I  have  had  I  Why  ?  Because  they  knew  my  objects 
were  public  and  honourable.  But  for  my  landlord  Solomon 
would  not  have  been  done.  But  for  my  landlord  I  could  not 
have  been  preserved  through  all  my  latter  troubles.  God 
has  indeed  blessed  me. 

"  Painted  two  hours,  finished  musket  and  bayonet.  The 
musket  fell  down.  I  did  not  see  it,  and  struck  my  foot  against 
it,  and  ran  the  bayonet  half  an  inch  into  my  left  foot.  It  bled 
copiously.  As  I  wanted  blood,  I  painted  away  on  the  ground 
of  my  Saragossa  while  the  surgeon  was  coming.  Never  lose 
an  opportunity.  Lord  Lansdowne  called  soon  after  to  see  my 
pictures." 

The  following  is  from  Rumohr's  first  letter  of  March  1st  :* 

*  See  a  note  referring  to  these  Tracts  of  Haydon,  p.  29,  vol.  i.,  of 
Rumohr's  Italienische  Forsehungen. 
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"  You  ofler  to  send  me  your  excellent  treatise  on  the  two 
horses,  which,  if  I  remember  exactly,  embraced  likewise  an 
analysis  oi  the  superior  beauties  of"  the  statue  believed  to  be 
the  River  God,  llissus.  Nothing  would  or  could  be  more 
agreeable  to  my  wishes  than  to  read  again  a  book,  of  which 
I  had  lost  the  notes  I  took  in  reading  it  many  years  ago  at 
Florence.  I  was  iti  quest  of  it  every  where,  but  wanting  the 
exact  copy  of  the  title,  nobody,  neither  the  booksellers,  neither 
the  bibliothecaries,  felt  inclined  to  give  themselves  the  trouble 
of  finding  it  out  Yes,  my  dear  Sir,  as  you  will  give  me  leave 
to  address  you,  it  was  in  your  work  1  first  and  perhaps  lastly 
found  out  a  striking  likeness  of  my  own  way  to  look  at  ob- 
jects of  the  fine  arts,  which  are  (with  the  only  exception  of 
architectonical  decoration,  whose  principle  is  the  style  or  ge- 
ometrical harmony)  nothing  else  but  the  expression  of  some 
inspired  mind  by  way  of  the  means  and  types  of  natural  forms 
and  combinations.  The  artist  who  knows  nature  the  best 
will  show  the  greatest  ability  in  representing  every  object 
which  strikes  his  mind  or  rises  out  of  its  depth  or  abundance. 
If  the  more  ancient  painters  of  the  fourteenth  century  please, 
it  is  not  for  their  ignorance  of  osteology  and  anatomy,  nor  for 
their  want  of  a  profound  observation  of  the  limbs  usually  cov- 
ered in  modern  times.  They  please  only  because  their  ideas 
were  extremely  simple — such  as  might  be  made  perceptible 
to  others  by  the  most  simple  kind  of  drawing,  which,  notwith- 
standing, rose  out  of  a  great  attention  to  natural  attitudes,  and 
to  the  character  and  expression  of  human  features.  But  a 
mind  equally  rich  and  deep  like  Raphael's  would  have  been 
at  a  loss  being  confined  to  that  simplest  kind  of  study  and  ob- 
servation of  human  nature  peculiar  to  the  early  painters. 

"  I  admit  likewise  all  inspiration  rising  out  of  the  beauty 
and  interest  of  wholly  natural  apparitions,  and  I  doubt  if  art 
in  our  times  be  capable  to  be  inspired  by  any  other  way.  Even 
the  love  of  our  own  country  and  its  olden  times,  as  far  as  I 
see,  is  unable  to  move  the  soul  of  a  modern  artist.  Church, 
picture*"  is  equally  bad  in  the  southern  and  Catholic  countries 
as  it  would  be  and  is  in  Protestant,  where  it  is  occasionally 
admitted.  But  in  imitating  natural  visions,!  modern  art,  es- 
pecially in  drawing,  often  is  excellent,  and  surpasses  many  of 
the  best  paintings  of  better  epochs.  Modern  portrait  paint- 
ing I  can  not  ascribe^  to  the  enthusiastic  imitations  of  na- 
ture." 

*  Religious  painting,      t  Appearances,  objects,     t  Class  among. 
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From  Rumohr's  second  letter  of  March  24th  : 

"  If  there  be  no  misunderstanding  on  my  side,  there  is  a 
great  deal  of  real  analogy  between  your  principles  and  mine. 
In  the  two  treatises,  On  the  Horseheads  and  Ilissus,  if  you 
hold  nature  in  form  was  no  objection  to  ideal  conception,  and 
tasteful  arrangement  or  high  style,  then  must  I  conclude  you 
seem  to  be  in  my  way  of  thinking,  and  that  art  is  the  expres- 
sion of  human  mind  through  the  means  which  nature  offers 
to  genius,  breathing*  an  infinity  of  types  whose  signification 
is  clear  and  open  to  most  men,  and  even  to  many  animals, 
partly  at  least,  as  the  temper  and  state  of  mind  of  their  mas- 
ters to  dogs.  I  speak  not  here  of  decorative  art,  which  is  a 
mere  subsidiary  to  architecture,  and  submits  to  its  laws  of 
tasteful  linear  disposition,  but  of  representing  art.  So  I  think 
that  the  conceptions  may  be  free,  or,  if  dependent  at  all,  de- 
pendent only  on  the  general  impulse  given  to  human  mind 
by  the  spirit  of  nations  and  epochs  ;  but  that  the  forms, 
which  in  representing  them  are  made  use  of  by  the  artist, 
are  positive,  and  predestined  by  law  of  nature,  and  any  form 
beyond  nature  hideous,  and  without  the  least  intelligible  sense 
or  expression.  Beauty  is  not  the  source,  but  the  inevitable 
consequence  of  true  art ;  hence  the  fine  arts  have  a  nobler 
object  than  that  principle  of  all  mannered  and  insufierable 
modern  schools,  to  refine  and  polish  the  shape  and  forms  of 
natural  things.  Natural  forms  well  disposed  geometrically, 
and  well  adapted  to  the  conceptions  of  a  noble  and  elevated 
mind,  may  appear  to  be  somewhat  superior  to  nature,  but  they 
are  not  so  by  themselves.  If  I  was  in  possession  of  the  whole 
treasure  of  your  lively  language,  I  should  propose  here  many 
things  in  order  to  have  them  answered. 

"  Since  your  last,  I  understand  your  letter  as  far  as  your 
humorous  disposition  against  portrait  painting.  I  like  the 
portraits  of  the  great  historical  painters,  and  I  believe  a  por- 
trait or  two  a  year  to  be  an  excellent  exercise  for  them,  es- 
pecially for  colour's  sake.  But  that  manufactured  kind  in 
use  is  detestable,  and,  as  you  tell  me,  has  become  in  your 
country  a  public  nuisance.  Your  perseverance  to  maintain 
the  right  tone  of  art  does  you  great  honour.  I  am  of  your 
opinion,  that  local  obstructions  have  the  greatest  share  in 
what  appears  to  the  common  observer  a  want  of  genius.  But 
between  these  local  obstructions  I  am  disposed  to  place  the 

*  Inspiring  1 
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political  greatness — the  vast  extent  of  the  British  Empire — 
the  exertions  of  the  British  nation  to  obtain  its  present  supe- 
riority, which  begun  so  early  as  the  reign  of  Elizabeth, 
Never  so  iar  as  historical  knowledge  reaches  hath  the  thirst 
of  wealth  and  power  combined  with  the  fine  arts.  Power 
more  than  once  hath  conquered  them,  made  use  of  them,  giv- 
ing in  every  instance  a  false  declination  to  talent  as  well  as 
to  genius.  But  to  foster  them  in  their  youthful  state,  to  give 
them  a  proper  occupation  in  their  upper  stages,  hath  never 
been  the  merit  of  mighty  peoples  or  sovereigns.  Look  at  the 
Macedonian  kings,  or  to  imperial  Rome,  or  to  the  Popes,  espe- 
cially Leo  X.,  who  absorbed  in  a  few  years  what  had  been 
created  in  two  centuries  by  Florence  and  Assisi. 

"  British  art  must  be  public  and  authoritative,  and  perhaps 
your  New  House  might  produce  a  new  era." 

^^  A2Jril  Ath.  To-day  I  have  sent  Poictiers  and  Mary  of 
Guise  to  the  Academy.  I  do  it  on  the  principle  that  at  such 
a  crisis  it  is  the  duty  of  all  to  burke  local  differences,  to  sup- 
port and  stand  by  each  other,  or  we  shall  be  invaded  by  for- 
eign troops.  How  far  this  is  on  my  part  a  dereliction  of  duty, 
God  only  knows.  I  meant  it  not  as  such.  1  meant  it  to 
help  and  keep  up  an  historical  air  in  the  Exhibition,  and  pre- 
vent the  sneers  of  foreigners.  It  will  be,  and  may  be  called 
succumbing,  but  my  opinion  of  Academies  as  nuisances  is  the 


same," 


From  Rumohr's  third  letter  of  April  9th  : 

"  I  shall  not  deny  that  perfection  of  shape  and  form,  or,  as 
you  call  it,  nature  elevated,  can  be,  and  hath  been  effectually 
in  the  instance  of  true  Greek  art,  the  very  object  of  represent- 
ation in  art.  But  even  in  that  justly  advanced  work,  in  my 
opinion,  perfection  of  shape  was  an  inevitable  consequence  of 
far-spread  ideas  of  a  general  turn  of  mind  of  morals  and  hab- 
its far  distant  from  ours.  There  existed  in  those  happy  times 
a  general  admiration  of  Nature's  most  accomplished  forms 
combined  with  multiplied  occasions  to  look  on  them,  to  enjoy 
them,  to  notice  them.  Now,  even  a  superficial  acquaintance 
wdth  the  human  frame  is  restricted  to  artists  and  a  very  few 
dilettante.  Men  who,  like  yourself,  combine  a  natural  genius 
with  a  scholar-like  breeding,  may  understand  the  immense  su- 
periority of  Greek  art,  and  make  it  an  object  of  general  or 
partial  representation,  or  may  represent  Greek  objects  to  high- 


374  MEMOIRS    OF    B.    R.   HAYDON.  [1842- 

bred  gentlemen.  But  such  an  art  will  never  be  a  popular 
one — will  never  be  deservedly  appreciated  by  the  great  mass 
of  the  people,  so  as  art  once  hath  been  in  Greece,  and  Catho- 
lic Christian  art  in  Italy,  and  in  whole  Europe.  And  so  I 
beg  your  leave  to  conclude  that  perception  of  shape  in  our 
time,  and  perhaps  forever,  hath  ceased  to  be  the  prevalent 
object  of  representation.  The  head,  the  face,  hath  become 
more  essential  than  what  the  Italian  calls  the  '  ignudo,'  and 
I  feel  some  tendency  to  defend  Cornelius  so  far  as  he  denies 
that  excellence  of  form  in  the  sense  of  true  Greek  art  ever 
was  to  be  combined  with  modern  subjects,  but  his  own  forms 
are  perhaps  less  able  than  Greek  ones  to  express  the  noble 
conceptions  of  his  own  mind.  He  knows  not  an  iota  of  nature. 
He  wanted  occasion  in  his  youth,  and  leisure  in  his  advanced 
age,  to  acquire  a  profound  knowledge  of  the  human  frame, 
and  he  neglected,  perhaps  by  a  false  principle,  the  study  and 
constant  observation  of  heads  and  characters,  essential  to  a 
painter  of  Christian  subjects.  He  is  my  friend,  and  I  shall 
never  cease  to  admire  his  superior  intellect  and  the  vast  ca- 
pacity of  his  mind.  Overbeck  at  Rome  hath  less  energy  and 
invention,  but  far  more  acquired  knowledge  of  the  human 
frame.  I  saw  a  number  of  years  past  a  transparent  picture, 
poetry  with  many  accessories — the  invention  was  Cornelius's, 
the  picture,  and  the  drawing  on  a  larger  scale,  executed  by 
Overbeck.  It  was  far  the  finest  production  of  modern  art  I 
ever  saw  in  my  liie.  The  energy  of  the  one  was  softened  by 
the  sober  reflection  of  the  other. 

"  Our  German  painters  surely,  at  least  those  pretended  ad- 
mirers of  the  Middle  Age,  understand  not  the  true  merit  of 
the  old  painters.  They  notice  them  superficially,  and  have 
used  them  only  to  excuse  and  cover  their  own  deficiencies.  I 
have  passed  great  part  of  my  life  in  Italy,  and  have  known 
some  hundreds  of  that  numerous  class,  but  none  of  them  spent 
much  time  in  observing  or  studying  the  older  pictures  as  they  d 
might  have  done  and  pretend  to  do.  I  flatter  myself  that  | 
I  know  them  somewhat  better,  and  I  have  done  my  best  " 
to  show  their  merits  and  their  faults  to  my  readers.  I  can 
not  help  to  continue  an  admirer  of  your  nation,  and  perhaps 
its  last  misfortunes  in  the  East  may  rouse  a  new  set  of  feel- 
inffs,  and  even  a  stronger  feeling  of  the  moral  value  of  art, 
which,  in  a  country  like  yours,  will  take  a  'political  or  no 
turn  at  all.  Your  navy,  your  army,  part  of  your  statesmen 
are  somewhat  beyond  the  line  of  common  merit.     I  can  not 


I 
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read  the  clear  and  intelligent  speeches  of  Sir  R.  Peel  in  the 
present  difficulties  without  emotion.  He  feels  what  he  thinks, 
and  thinks  what  he  feels.  And  so  did  your  great  patron,  the 
Duke  of  Wellington,  in  his  glorious  mid-career.  I  hope  yet 
to  expose  to  you  what  may  be  called  my  system,  but  leave  it 
to  my  next." 

"  22d.  Finally  succeeded  in  composition  of  Saragossa,  bal- 
ancing both  sides.  Good  heavens  I  when  I  think  how  my 
pictures  are  abused,  and  know  the  deep  principles  on  which 
I  arrange  and  paint  every  iota  in  them  I  The  young  men 
little  know  what  they  might  learn  if  they  would — as  they 
will  by-and-by — study  them." 

On  the  25th  of  April  appeared  the  notice  of  the  Fine  Arts 
Commission,  setting  out  the  conditions  of  the  competition  for 
cartoons  intended  as  trial  works  of  candidates  for  employment 
in  the  decorations  of  the  New  Houses  of  Parliament.  Haydon 
naturally  exulted  in  this  consummation  of  hopes  cherished  for 
so  many  years. 

"  25th.  This  is  indeed  a  glorious  Report  for  me.  Here  is 
my  pupil,  Eastlake — whom  I  instructed,  whose  dissections  I 
superintended,  whose  ambition  I  excited,  whose  principles  of 
art  I  formed — putting  forth  a  code  by  my  influence  and  the 
influence  of  his  own  sound  understanding,  which  will  entirely 
change  the  whole  system  of  British  art. 

"  The  whole  of  these  Journals,  petitions,  and  prayers  and 
confidences  will  show  how  this  Report  must  make  my  heart 
leap  with  gratitude  and  joy  to  the  good  and  great  Creator, 
who  has  blessed  me  through  every  variety  of  fortune  to  this 
first  great  accomplishment  of  my  ardent  hopes. 

"  0  God  I  bless  me  with  life,  and  health,  and  intellect,  and 
eyes  to  realize  the  wishes  of  the  Commissioners.  Bless  my 
pupil  Eastlake  also,  and  grant  we  may  both  live  to  see  the 
English  school  on  a  basis  never  to  be  shaken,  and  no  longer 
liable  to  the  unjust  suspicion  of  some  alive. 

"Amen,  O  Almighty  God  ;  with  all  my  heart,  and  all  my 
soul,  Amen. 

^' May  \st.    Cartoons  are  a  means  and  not  an  end,  and 
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wherever  they  have  become  an  end  instead  of  a  means,  they 
have  been  the  ruin  of  the  art  of  a  country. 

"  The  German  school  at  this  moment  makes  them  too 
much  an  end,  so  does  the  Italian  ;  and  the  art,  as  an  art  of 
imitating  Nature  by  painting,  may  be  said  to  be  ruined  in 
both  countries. 

"  The  great  Italians  always  treated  cartoon  drawing  as  a 
means.  The  model  of  all  cartoons  is  the  one  for  '  The  School 
of  Athens'  at  Milan,  which  I  saw  in  the  Louvre. 

"  From  laziness,  from  want  of  genius,  from  incompetence 
of  colour,  lack  of  power  of  imitation,  or  ignorance  of  light  and 
shadow,  the  modern  Italians  dwell  for  days,  and  months,  and 
years  over  finished  cartoons.  There  is  nothing  so  delusive  as 
this  sleepy  practice,  and,  after  all  this  '  trouble,  this  learned 
trouble,'  said  Lawrence,  '  there  comes  a  d — d  bad  picture.'  " 

From  Rumohr's  letter  of  April  23d  : 

"  I  looked  to  art  and  knew  artists  from  my  first  youth,  and 
I  knew  in  that  time  many  hundreds  of  fine  talents,  especially 
among  the  Germans  of  every  part  of  that  vast  country.  But 
nobody  of  them  will  fix  much  attention  after  a  fifty  years. 
Talent  is  not  enough  if  not  sustained  by  true  enthusiasm  and 
of  a  decided  kind.  I  knew  them  Grecians  in  my  first  days, 
afterward  Michael  Angelos,  then  Komanists  and  imitators  of 
the  second,  and  finally  of  the  first  period  of  the  Italian  Mid- 
dle-Age picture,  and  nowadays  there  is  a  new  tendency  in 
vogue,  very  flat,  very  sentimental.  Wherefore  there  are  so 
many  talents  lost,  so  many  pictures  which  are  merely  toys  for 
children — lashionable  amusements.  The  only  reason  to  be 
adduced  is  the  want  of  a  decided  tendency  in  the  nation  as 
such.  The  artists  in  modern  Germany  are  obliged  to  invent 
first  of  all  an  object  of  representation,  and  such  a  one  as  may 
impose  as  new,  or  as  in  the  fashion.  Patriotic  feelings  are 
but  feeble  where  a  universal  interest,*  historical  as  well  as 
geographical,  hath  subdued  them  more  than  even  persecu- 
tion. In  England  it  is  quite  the  contrary.  To  love  your 
country  is  a  merit  not  subject  to  suspicion.  You  may,  more 
than  ourselves,  avoid  that  dangerous  shallow  and  hidden 
shoal  of  the  artists — learned  distraction.     And  I  can  not  but 

*  Where  an  interest  in  all  countries  has  weakened  the  feeling  for 
Germany  in  particular. 
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applaud  your  country  taking  up  the  most  memorable  points 
of  modern  history." 

"  Sunday,  May  Sth.  Read  prayers  ;  hut  I  am  not  content. 
I  feel  as  if  I  had  been  slighted.  After  so  many  years  of  de- 
votion as  these  Journals  exhibit,  never  to  be  thought  of  in 
the  examination,  or  given  any  status  by  official  consultation, 
pains  my  heart. 

"  Perhaps  it  may  be  a  proper  punishment  for  having  made 
art  so  great  a  god  of  my  idolatry.  Perhaps  God  may  bring 
me  to  a  right  appreciation  of  human  fame  by  mortifying  my 
pride  and  ambition.     I  bow  ;  but  I  am  pained. 

"  The  press  too — exactly  as  all  my  early  aspirations  are 
realizing — turns  round,  and  by  the  grossest  abuse  and  most 
unjust  criticisms,  endeavours  to  deny  my  pretensions  and  pre- 
vent my  employment.  One  would  think  the  press  would 
congratulate  the  man  they  have  supported  all  their  lives. 
No  ;  they  are  jealous  of  the  very  rank  to  which  they  helped 
to  raise  me.  They  now  turn  round,  and  blacken  my  fair  re- 
pute. 

"  lotJi.  I  begin  to  feel  right.  Finish  Saragossa,  and  then 
to  fresco  and  cartoons  for  the  remainder  of  the  year  ;  and 
God  bless  me  through  them.     Amen. 

"  In  truth,  I  have  been  much  hurt  that  my  services  have 
not  been  acknowledged  in  the  evidence  or  otherwise.  But  I 
have  recovered  the  balance  of  my  mind  again,  and  feel  I  am 
born  for  whatever  is  arduous,  and  that  I  must  be  actuated  by 
higher  feelings  than  trust  in  human  gratitude. 

"  nth.  Worked  gloriously  at  Saragossa,  and  finished  the 
dead  chasseur  in  six  hours  outright.  My  model  knocked  up 
I  felt  the  old  divine  spark  as  powerfully  as  in  1822  in  Laza- 
rus. God  be  thanked  for  this  happy  day.  I  have  £33  lis. 
to  pay  Newton — £15  for  schooling,  £1  Is.  8d.,  £10  and  £6, 
and  have  only  one  sovereign.  A  lawyer  has  offered  for  60 
per  cent,  to  help  me  I     Good  God  I 

"  18th.  Borrowed  £50  on  £70  worth  of  chalk  studies, 
framed  and  glazed,  and  paid  £7  for  three  months — 60  per 
cent.     Was  forced  to  do   it.     The  reptile's  mouth  watered 


378  MEMOIRS    OF    B.    R.   HAYDON.  [1842. 

as  he  drawled  over  the  sketches,  longing  for  me  not  to  pay, 
that  he  might  keep  them. 

"  Engaged  a  model  for  to-morrow,  and  at  it  again.     Huzza  I 

"  After  thirty-eight  years  of  bitter  suffering,  perpetual  strug- 
gle, incessant  industry,  undaunted  perseverance,  four  impris- 
onments, three  ruins,  and  five  petitions  to  the  House — never 
letting  the  subject  of  state  support  rest,  night  or  day,  in  pris- 
on or  out  ;  turning  every  thing  before  the  public,  and  hang- 
ing it  on  this  necessity — the  wants  of  his  family,  the  agonies 
of  his  M'ife,  the  oppression  of  the  Academy,  directing  all  to 
the  great  cause,  it  is  curious  to  see  that  the  man  who  has 
got  hold  of  the  public  heart — who  is  listened  to  and  hailed 
by  the  masses — who  has  been  mainly  instrumental  in  found- 
ing Schools  of  Design,  and  whose  evidence  before  the  Com- 
mittee was  followed  by  the  institution  of  a  head  school  in 
London — who  fought  the  battle  of  the  necessity  of  the  figure 
to  the  mechanics  as  well  as  the  artist — it  is  curious,  as  a  bit 
of  human  justice,  to  find  chairman,  committee,  witnesses,  pu- 
pils, avoid  throughout  the  whole  inquiry  any  thought,  word, 
or  deed  which  could  convey  to  a  foreign  nation  or  a  native 
artist,  a  noble  lord  or  an  honourable  member,  that  there  was 
such  a  creature  as  Haydon  on  earth  I 

"And  do  they  suppose  that  their  unjust  omission  of  me 
will  make  the  British  people  forget  me  ?  No,  no.  I  defy 
them.  I  am  too  deep  in  the  hearts  of  the  public,  and  the 
very  omission  will  in  all  reason  bring  me  more  ardently  to 
their  minds. 

"  22d.  Wordsworth  called  to-day,  and  we  went  to  church 
together.  There  was  no  seat  to  be  got  at  the  Chapel  near 
us,  belonging  to  the  rectory  of  Paddington,  and  we  sat  among 
publicans  and  sinners.  I  determined  to  try  him,  so  advised 
our  staying,  as  we  could  hear  more  easily.  He  agreed  like  a 
Christian  ;  and  I  was  much  interested  in  seeing  his  vener- 
able M^hite  head  close  to  a  servant  in  livery,  and  on  the  same 
level.  The  servant  in  livery  fell  asleep,  and  so  did  Words- 
worth. I  jogged  him  at  the  Gospel,  and  he  opened  his  eyes 
atid  read  well.     A  preacher  preached  when  we  expected  an- 
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other,  so  it  M-as  a  disappointment.  We  afterward  walked  to 
Rogers's  across  the  Park.  He  had  a  party  to  lunch,  so  I 
went  into  the  pictures,  and  sucked  Rembrandt,  Reynolds, 
Veronese,  Raphael,  Bassan,  and  Tintoretto.  Wordsworth 
said,  '  Haydon  is  down  stairs.'  'Ah,'  said  Rogers,  'he  is 
better  employed  than  chattering  nonsense  up  stairs.'  As 
Wordsworth  and  I  crossed  the  Park,  we  said,  '  Scott,  Wilkie, 
Keats,  Hazlitt,  Beaumont,  Jackson,  Charles  Lamb  are  all 
gone — \ve  only  are  left,'  He  said,  'How  old  are  you]' 
'  Fifty-six,'  I  replied.  '  How  old  are  you  ?'  '  Seventy-three,' 
he  said  ;  '  in  ray  seventy-third  year.  I  was  born  in  1770.' 
'And  I  in  1766.'  'You  have  many  years  before  you.'  'I 
trust  I  have  ;  and  you  too,  I  hope.  Let  us  cut  out  Titian, 
Avho  was  ninety-nine.'  '  Was  he  ninety-nine  V  said  Words- 
Avorth.  '  Yes,'  said  I,  '  and  his  death  was  a  moral ;  for  as  he 
lay  dying  of  the  plague,  he  was  plundered,  and  could  not  help 
himself  We  got  on  Wakely's  abuse.  We  laughed  at  him. 
I  quoted  his  own  beautiful  address  to  the  stock  dove.  He 
said,  once,  in  a  wood,  Mrs.  Wordsworth  and  a  lady  were 
walking,  when  the  stock  dove  was  cooing.  A  farmer's  wife 
coming  by,  said  to  herself,  '  Oh,  I  do  like  stock  doves.'  Mrs. 
Wordsworth,  in  all  her  enthusiasm  for  Wordsworth's  poetry, 
took  the  old  woman  to  her  heart ;  '  but,'  continued  the  old 
woman,  '  some  like  them  in  a  pie  ;  for  my  part,  there's  noth- 
ing like  'em  stewed  in  onions.'  " 

Wanting  real  cannon,  shot,  shell,  &c.,  for  his  Saragossa,  he 
goes  to  Woolwich. 

"  23d.  Saw  Colonel  Cockburn,  who  gave  me  a  letter  to 
Colonel  Paterson,  at  the  Rotunda,  and  there  I  was  provided 
with  twenty-four  pounders,  shells,  screws,  ramrods,  matches, 
and  every  thing.  Made  most  useful  sketches,  and  returned 
ready  for  to-morrow.  I  flew  about  with  all  the  vigour  of  my 
youth,  and  much  more  strength. 

"  How  the  real  object  clears  your  head.  Some  students 
said  Wilkie  had  no  imagination,  because  he  could  not  do  a 
particular  thing  without  seeing  it.  What  stuff  I  Imagina- 
tion IS  not  shown  in  a  brass  pan — a  brass  pan  must  be  seen 
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to  be  painted  ;  and  if  painted  without  being  seen,  can  not 
be  true.  An  artist  may  imagine  every  thing,  but  will  it  be 
true  ?  will  it  be  like  ?  Truth  of  imitation  is  the  basis  of 
all  art — imaginative  or  imitative.  How  untrue  was  my 
cannon  before  I  went  to  Woolwich,  and  studied  one,  and 
drew  one,  and  questioned  artillerymen  and  officers,  and  got 
at  the  anatomy  of  the  thing. 

"  I  could  now  fire  one  myself,  and  direct  the  men." 

From  Rumohr's  letter  of  May  12th. 

"  I  am  of  your  opinion  in  all  that  concerneth  the  pictures 
for  the  great  Hall  in  your  Parliament  House.  I  hope,  how- 
ever, the  subjects  you  indicated  will  be  chosen  in  your  own 
history,  the  richest  in  the  world  in  picturesque,  striking,  and 
decisive  facts.  Examples  and  not  allegories.  Symbolic  and 
allegorical  figures  may  be  disposed  in  the  accessories,  and 
subordinated  to  the  general  disposition  merely  of  architectou- 
ical  facts,  but  fill  not  large  spaces  with  cold  reasoning.  Al- 
legories would  be  tedious  even  to  those  few  able  to  under- 
stand  their  sense,  if  there  be  any.  Allegory,  being  a  kind  of 
writing  by  emblems,  is  an  agreeable  thing  interwoven  in 
the  archilectonical  divisions  of  large  walls  or  ceilings.  But 
the  human  mind  likes  not  to  read  mere  thought  in  charac- 
ters of  immense  length  or  breadth  ;  what  is  written  to  be 
understood  abstractedly  can  be  written  down  with  a  few 
tokens  and  signs  sufficient  for  the  intellect,  and  is  graceful 
because  subordinated.  How  amiable  Avas  Raphael  in  any 
thing  of  that  kind.  But  as  the  most  interestinfj  and  result- 
ing  parts  of  your  history  are  t'ery  modern  facts,  with  broad 
and  picturesque,  not  statuesque  costumes,  so  I  wish  to  know 
you  free,  in  the  execution,  from  any  kind  of  Middle  Age, 
or  Greek,  or  Roman  style.  The  Flemish  or  the  Spanish 
school,  in  their  large  picturesque  way,  should  be  the  models 
of  the  style.  But  of  the  style — not  of  the  cold  mannerism 
of  Rubens,  nor  of  the  extravagancy  of  Murillo  and  some  pic- 
tures of  Velasquez." 

''May  29th.  Went  to  church  with  dear  Wordsworth,  who 
is  dearer  than  ever  and  more  venerable,  to  hear  a  sermon  by 
Mr.  Boone.      He  was  much  pleased.      He  had  breakfasted 

with  us.     We  afterward  called  on  L .     L is  lively, 

hand.some,  malicious,  and  melancholy.      He  took  us  to  the 
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Zoological  Gardens.  During  the  walk  we  talked  of  some 
great  defects  in  Cunningham's  Lives  of  the  Painters.  Words- 
worth said,  '  I  could  have  told  him  of  Gainsborough.'  He 
then  sat  down  and  looked  up  like  an  apostle,  and  said, 
*  Gainsborough  was  at  the  house  of  a  friend  in  Bath  who 
was  ill  and  very  fond  of  his  daughter  ;  she  was  going  to 
school.  Gainsborough  said  to  the  child,  "  Can  you  keep  a 
secret?"  "I  don't  know,"  said  the  little  dear,  "  but  I  will 
try."  Said  he,  "  You  are  going  to  school.  Your  father  loves 
you  ;  I  will  paint  your  portrait."  The  child  sat.  When  she 
was  gone,  the  portrait  was  placed  at  the  bottom  of  the  bed 
of  the  sick  father,  who  was  affected  and  delighted.' 

"Wordsworth  told  this  in  so  beautiful  and  poetical  a  way 
that  L for  a  moment  forgot  his  sarcasm  and  his  melan- 
choly, his  evil  and  his  mischief,  and  in  casting  my  eye  I  saw 
him  leaning  and  looking  at  Wordsworth,  and  smiling  at  the 
purity  of  his  nature  with  something  like  the  look  of  the  Devil 
at  Adam  and  Eve.  C N 's  eyes,  L 's  melan- 
choly, Byron's  voluptuousness.  Napoleon's  mouth,  Haydon's 
forehead,  and  Hazlitt's  brows,  will  make  a  very  fine  devil. 

"30th.  L told  us  Sidney  Smith   said  he  had  got  rid 

of  the  two  great  bores  of  society,  invitation  and  introduction, 
and  that  he  literally  went  to  routs  without  either. 

"  3l5^.  End  of  May,  1842.  The  great  cause  is  advanced. 
State  support  has  been  decided  on.  My  dear  pupil  has  been 
the  manager,  following  my  footsteps  M'ith  more  temper  and 
prudence.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  my  perpetual  agita- 
tion of  the  principle  kept  it  alive,  but  these  Journals  bear 
testimony  I  have  never  shrunk,  and  will,  if  not  burned,  bear 
evidence  of  my  tenacity. 

"  June  1st.  0  God,  bless  me  through  this  month,  and  ex- 
tricate me  from  its  coming  difficulties.  Grant  by  the  end 
my  Saragossa  may  be  nearly  done,  in  spite  of  any  obstruc- 
tion, and  relieve  me  in  mercy  from  my  pressure  and  the  mis- 
eries which  must  come  if  I  do  not  keep  my  pecuniary  en- 
gagements.    O  Lord,  Amen. 

"  9^/;..  Painted  a  Napoleon  musing  (front),  and  sold  it  for 
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twenty  guineas — all  in  six  hours.  A  blessing.  How  I  have 
struggled  up  under  difficulties  I  I  was  out  to-day  to  beg 
mercy  of  a  lawyer  for  £8  2s.  6d.,  who  gave  me  till  ten  to- 
morrow. I  then  came  home,  and  touched  at  Napoleon  and 
completed  it,  ignorant  how  I  was  to  keep  the  promise.  At 
four  I  was  out  again  to  defer  X25.  Came  home  to  dine. 
Dined,  as  I  was  promised  peace  to-morrow  till  half  past  eight 
in  the  evening. 

"  My  friend  came  in  the  evening,  and  paid  me  £10,  half 
for  Napoleon.  Thus  I  clear  off  £8  25.  6cL  How  I  am  to 
manage  the  £25,  or  £56  3s.  6d.,  for  Frank's  College  bill,  I 
know  not. 

"  Lord  Brougham  has  helped  me  for  the  last  with  half, 
£16,  the  balance  of  £87.  Dear  Mary  raised  £10  on  her 
watch  for  Frank,  and  I  £10  more,  so  we  brought  him  clear 
home,  crowned  as  first  prize  man  in  mathematics  at  Jesus, 
first  year,  but  were  drained. 

"  llth.  "Worked  well  and  successfully  till  one — four  hours. 
I  then  started  on  business  to  a  money-lending  old  dog,  to  get 
renewals.  Succeeded  at  the  cost  of  £5  in  getting  peace  for 
three  months  ;  I  consider  it  well  spent.  Wrote  Hope  and 
Sir  John  Hanmer  for  help.  College  bills  are  coming  in. 
The  Duke  of  Sutherland  helped  me  with  one,  Lord  Brough- 
am with  the  other  ;  and  all  this  is  owing  to  putting  out  both 
boys,  relying  on  three  commissions  which  were  deferred.  In 
God  I  trust  by  hard  work  and  good  conduct  to  get  through. 
Saragossa  nearly  done  through  all  of  it. 

"  I4:th.  Out  on  business.  Saw  dear  Wordsworth,  who 
promised  to  sit  at  three.  Wordsworth  sat  and  looked  vener- 
able, but  I  was  tired  with  the  heat  and  very  heavy,  and  he 
had  an  inflamed  lid  and  could  only  sit  in  one  light — a  light  I 
detest,  for  it  hurts  my  eyes.  I  made  a  successful  sketch. 
He  comes  again  to-morrow. 

"We  talked  of  our  merry  dinner  with  C.  Lamb  and  John 
Keats.  He  then  fell  asleep,  and  so  did  I  nearly,  it  was  so 
hot ;  but  I  suppose  we  are  getting  dozy. 

''  16th.  Wordsworth  breakfasted  early  with  me,  and  we 
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had  a  good  sitting.     He  was  remarkably  well,  and  in  better 
Sjjirits,  and  we  had  a  good  set-to. 

"  I  had  told  him  Canova  said  of  Fuseli,  '  Ve  ne  sono  in  gli 
arte  clue  cose,  il  fuoco  e  la  jimnina'  '  He  forgot  the  third,' 
said  Wordsworth,  '  and  that  is  il  fumo,  of  which  Fuseli  had 
plenty.' 

"  His  knowledge  of  art  is  extraordinary.  He  detects  errors 
in  hands  like  a  connoisseur  or  artist.  We  spent  a  very  pleas- 
ant morning.  We  talked  again  of  our  old  friends,  and  to  as- 
certain his  real  height  I  measured  him,  and  found  him,  to  my 
wonder,  eight  heads  high,  or  5  ft.  9|-  in.,  and  of  very  fine,  he- 
roic proportions.  He  made  me  write  them  down,  in  order, 
he  said,  to  show  Mrs.  Wordsworth  my  opinion  of  his  propor- 
tions. 

"  The  time  came  and  he  went,  wishing  me  prosperity,  and 
blessing  me  with  all  his  honest  heart. 

"  Perhaps  I  may  never  see  him  again.     God  bless  him  I 

"  2lst.  Longest  day  ;  and  thus  ends  the  first  half  of  1842. 
I  have  worked  well  and  advanced,  and  I  think  that  my  ex- 
hibiting again  has  not  done  harm,  but  good. 

"  The  Commissioners  are  a  long  time  making  their  report. 
I  hope  it  will  be  a  good  one.  At  present  all  is  mystery,  but 
I  will  not  be  trifled  with,  and  I  keep  myself  quiet  to  be  ef- 
fective at  the  right  time — only  when  it  arrives  I 

"  Went  to  Windsor  Castle — a  fine,  gloomy,  old  Gothic  pal- 
ace, but  I  was  disappointed  with  the  inside. 

"  The  Waterloo  Gallery,  from  not  being  arranged  as  a  gal- 
lery, is  a  disjointed  failure.  No  one  portrait  has  reference  to 
any  other  ;  there  is  no  composition  as  a  whole  ;  they  are  sep- 
arate pictures,  painted  as  separate  pictures,  and  it  is  melan- 
choly to  see  so  total  an  absence  in  king  and  painter  of  all 
comprehension  of  mind. 

"  The  rapidity  of  rail-road  communication  destroys  the  po- 
etry and  mystery  of  distant  places.  You  went  to  Windsor  as 
an  exploit  for  two  days.  Now,  down  you  go  in  an  hour,  see 
it  in  another,  and  home  in  a  third.  It  is  painfully  attainable, 
and  therefore  to  be  despised. 
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"  The  way  to  visit  a  palace  is  to  take  a  Testament,  and 
read  the  Epistles  as  you  walk  about.  Never  does  the  insig- 
nificance of  all  human  splendour  diminish  to  such  a  degree 
as  at  such  a  time. 

"  The  view  over  Eton  is  splendid,  and  the  whole  Castle 
has  a  fine,  gloomy  barbarism  ;  but  the  public  rooms  disap- 
pointed me.  The  ceilings  by  Verrio,  the  Gobelin  tapestry 
from  Coypel,  and  the  paltry  ceilings  with  gilt  tridents  are  lu- 
dicrous. The  finest  portrait  is  Wilkie's  William  IV.,  in  the 
Waterloo  Room. 

■'  2^th.  They  must  not,  they  can  not,  do  justice  to  me.  1 
offended,  assaulted,  and  refuted  the  aristocratical  principle  in 
my  art,  and  the  aristocracy  out  of  the  art  feel  it  a  duty  to 
Avithhold  all  support  from  me.  This  is  the  secret  of  all  the 
neglect  and  opposition  I  have  met  with;  added  to  this,  that 
the  aristocracy  have  no  judgment,  and  are  always  putting  off:" 
making  a  selection  or  coming  to  a  judgment.  It  is  all  '  prizes 
next  year,'  or  '  competition  the  year  after.' " 

From  Rumohr's  letter,  8th  June  : 

"  I  am  in  opposition  to  the  artists  of  these  modern  times  in 
that  one  and  single  point,  that,  whatever  way  be  the  taste, 
manner,  opinions  of  the  different  schools  prevailing  actually, 
there  is  no  artist  in  the  present  world  who  does  not  hope  to 
acquire  that  divine  and  primitive  inspiration,  which  conduces 
to  what  you  call  High  Art,  by  imitation  of  some  period  of  an- 
cient and  old  art.  Yourself,  you  hope  in  the  true  Greek  art 
(your  pure  feeling  of  its  excellence  hath  been,  to  my  great  ad- 
vantage, the  origin  of  our  Avarm  and  frequent  active  corre- 
spondence) ;  others  in  the  Dutch  or  the  medisBval  art.  It  is 
all  the  same  :  artists  may  form  their  tastes,  clear  up  their  ideas, 
acquire  many  technical  accomplishments  by  admiring,  observ- 
ing, studying  excellent  works  of  any  kind.  But  that  mental 
principle — that  genuine  inspiration,  not  personal,  but  natural 
and  coeval — can  not  be  acquired  intentionally,  and  without  it 
there  is  but  one  kind  possible — the  imitation  of  Nature's  in- 
finite beauties  ;  and  I  fear  that  in  our  times,  and  in  every 
part  of  the  world,  there  is  (with  very  few  exceptions)  not 
much  inspiration  left,  besides  that  strong  feeling  for  nature 
characterizing  our  epoch. 
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"  One  of  these  exceptions  may  be  found  in  the  strong  sen- 
sation of  a  British  heart  for  political  and  patriotic  subjects." 

"  29th.  Nearly  the  last  day.  For  the  last  fortnight  it  is 
extraordinary  how  harass,  anxieties,  and  distractions  have  in- 
terrupted my  studies.  Saturday  week  was  the  last  day  I  put 
a  touch  to  Saragossa  ;  since  then,  all  has  been  begging  friends 
for  help,  dwelling  in  agony  (when  my  family  thought  I  was 
sleeping)  on  the  certainty  of  ruin  at  the  end  of  my  great  car- 
toon, and  yet,  with  that  pertinacity  which  has  been  the  char- 
acteristic of  my  whole  life,  ordering  the  paper,  canvass,  frame 
13  feet  by  10^,  to  begin  as  soon  as  possible,  though  ruin  will 
follow, 

"  I  confess  I  feel  it  cruel,  after  thirty-eight  years  of  devo- 
tion, to  be  tried  again  before  I  am  employed. 

"  Burke  said  there  was  hardly  a  point  of  pride  which  was 
not  injurious  to  a  man's  interests. 

"  I  say  there  is  no  point  of  pride  which  is  not  whispered 
by  the  devil. 

'^  July  \st.  Woiked  in  great  anxiety.  Three  bills  due  this 
month,  and  no  funds.  Called  on  William  Woodburn,  and,  as 
the  subject  was  comparatively  new,  he  gave  me  a  touching 
account  of  Wilkie's  last  journey  and  death.  Poor  fellow  I 
Woodburn  said  he  quacked  himself  to  death ;  his  only  anxiety, 
wherever  he  went,  was,  if  there  were  a  medical  man  in  the 
town  ;  and  if  there  were  none,  he  bought  medicines  of  his  own. 

"  At  Jerusalem  he  was  delighted  like  a  child,  believing 
every  thing  told  him.  They  embarked  at  Jaffa  on  board  a 
Greek  vessel  laden  with  soap,  and  encountered  a  terrific  gale. 
Neither  of  them  spoke  to  each  other  the  whole  night  :  how- 
ever, they  got  safe  to  Damietta  and  to  Alexandria. 

"  Mehemet  Ali  he  spoke  of  with  a  sort  of  pleasure  and  re- 
spect. He  appointed  them  at  eight  in  the  morning ;  they 
went,  and  had  pipes  and  coffee.  Woodburn  told  him,  through 
his  dragoman,  it  was  early  for  European  manners.  He  said, 
'  I  have  been  an  early  riser  all  my  life,  and  shall  be  ever  so,' 

"When  they  embarked  on  board  the  Oriental,  Woodburn 
said,  '  Now,  my  dear  Wilkie,  I  consider  you  safe  in  England  ; 

Vol.  II— E. 
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I  will  go  to  Cairo.'  Wilkie  became  so  alarmed  at  being  left 
alone,  and  begged  so  hard,  that  Woodburn  agreed  to  go  home 
■with  him.  Woodburn  said  he  often  talked  of  me,  and  alluded 
to  our  journey  to  Paris,  1814. 

"As  they  entered  the  bay,  "Woodburn  went  down  to  call 
him,  and  found  him  up,  with  his  pantaloons  on.  Woodburn 
said,  '  It  is  a  beautiful  morning  ;  join  us  at  breakfast !'  He 
replied,  '  I  should  wish  to  see  the  doctor  first.' 

"  The  doctor  was  sent  for,  and  shortly  came  up"  to  Wood- 
burn  and  said,  '  Your  friend  is  in  considerable  danger.'  They 
then  resolved  to  call  up  the  medical  attendant  of  Sir  James 
Carnac  (I  think),  and  after  going  in,  he  came  out  and  said, 
'  Has  your  friend  made  his  will  V 

"Woodburn  said  he  lost  his  faculties;  he  went  in  and 
found  Wilkie  stretched  on  his  back,  his  eyes  fixed,  his  hand 
hanging  by  his  side.  The  medical  man  put  a  towel  on  his 
breast,  leaned  down  and  listened  to  his  heart,  and  after  a 
minute  or  two  said,  '  Your  friend  is  gone.'  Woodburn  said 
he  looked  at  his  hand,  and  thought,  '  Good  God  I  what  that 
hand  has  done  I' 

"  Poor  Wilkie  I 

"Woodburn  then  went  to  the  captain,  after  trying  to  get 
the  body  ashore  and  delaying  a  few  hours,  and  begged  a  cof- 
fin might  be  made.  He  replied  that  one  was  nearly  done. 
The  body  was  stripped  and  placed  in  the  coffin  in  a  clean 
sheet ;  iron  and  weights  were  placed  in  ;  a  clergyman  read 
the  service,  and  David  Wilkie  was  lowered  to  his  last  refuse 
from  worldly  anxiety  in  the  depths  of  Trafalgar  Bay. 

"  I  envy  him  his  entombment,  and  I  hope  I  may  follow 
him  in  some  way  equally  extraordinary  and  romantic.  Peace 
to  his  spirit  I 

"He  had  endeared  himself  to  the  crew,  the  captain,  and 
passengers. 

"  6th.  Called  in  to  see  my  dear  old  painting-room  at  41 
Great  Marlborough  Street,  where  I  painted  my  Dentatus, 
Macbeth,  Solomon,  and  a  part  of  Jerusalem.  Perkins,  my 
dear  old  landlord  (who  behaved  so  nobly  through  Solomon, 
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and  whom  I  paid  off  after,  but  who  lost  in  the  end),  was 
dead. 

"  The  house  was  bought  and  undergoing  repair — the  rooms 
stripped  and  desolate  ;  the  cupboard,  the  httle  room  where  I 
slept,  and  the  plaster-room,  with  all  their  associations,  crowd- 
ed on  me.  Watson  Taylor  lodged  there  before  me,  with  his 
mother.  Farquhar  lived  near.  I  thought  once  of  putting 
up  a  brass  plate,  '  Here  Haydon  painted  his  Solomon,  1813.' 
For  want  of  engraving,  the  picture  is  now  forgotten,  and  the 
surgeon  who  has  bought  the  house  would  perhaps  have  pa- 
pered it  up.     So  much  for  the  brass  plate. 

"  Just  as  I  had  really  brought  the  whole  country  to  see  the 
value  of  the  figure,  come  these  Gothic  ferocities,  which  stop 
the  whole — but  I  hope  not. 

"  9th.  How  delightfully  time  flies  when  one  paints.  De- 
licious art — the  bane  and  blessing  of  my  life  ! 

"  Painted  in  delicious  and  exquisite  misery.  A  bill  due, 
and  no  money.  Went  out  for  it  last  night,  and  came  home 
wet,  weary,  and  disappointed.  Succeeded  in  the  head  of  the 
Heroine  of  Saragossa.     I  made  it  a  splendid  head. 

"  The  greatest  curse  that  can  befall  a  father  in  England  is 
to  have  a  son  gifted  with  a  passion  and  a  genius  for  High 
Art.  Thank  God  with  all  my  soul  and  all  my  nature,  my 
children  have  witnessed  the  harassing  agonies  under  which 
I  have  ever  painted  ;  and  the  very  name  of  painting — the 
very  name  of  High  Art — the  very  thought  of  a  picture,  gives 
them  a  hideous  and  disgusting  taste  in  their  mouths.  Thank 
God,  not  one  of  my  boys,  nor  my  girl,  can  draw  a  straight 
line,  even  with  a  ruler,  much  less  without  one.  And  I  pray 
God,  on  my  knees,  with  my  forehead  bent  to  the  earth,  and 
my  lips  to  the  dust,  that  He  will,  in  his  mercy,  afflict  them 
with  every  other  passion,  appetite,  or  misery,  with  wretched- 
ness, disease,  insanity,  or  gabbling  idiotism,  rather  than  a 
longing  for  painting — that  scorned,  miserable  art  —  that 
greater  imposture  than  the  human  species  it  imitates. 

"  10^^.   At   church,  and    prayed   from   my   heart.     As   I 
piaycd,  I  felt  uneasy  at  risking  labour  on  a  cartoon,  with  the 
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uncertainty  of  reward  and  with  my  family,  however  much  my 
duty  may  involve  my  executing  such  a  cartoon  ;  when  sud- 
denly a  ray  of  light  seemed  to  pass  into  my  heart,  and  I  felt 
inexpressible  joy  and  encouragement  to  go  on.  Go  on  I  will, 
and  from  this  instant  all  doubt  has  vanished.  I  shall  pro- 
ceed with  the  certainty  of  success  ;  reward  and  employment 
will  follow,  as  surely  as  if  it  were  announced, 

"  I  put  this  impression  down  to  judge  of  results,  believing 
and  trusting  in  God  with  all  my  heart. 

"  11th.  I  finished  the  Saragossa  as  far  as  figures  go  on  Sat- 
urday. Thus  I  have  painted  it  in  four  months,  deducting 
one  for  my  foot  and  its  consequences,  leaving  three  for  actual 
work  ;  and  grateful  I  ought  to  be,  and  grateful  I  am.  Now 
for  my  cartoon.  Edward  the  Black  Prince  entering  London 
with  John — Conqueror  and  Captive — or  the  Curse  ;  which? 
The  one  is  suitable  to  the  building,  the  other  is  interesting  to 
the  world. 

"  13th.  Huzza — huzza — huzza  ;   and  one  cheer  more  ! 

"My  cartoon  is  up,  and  makes  my  heart  beat,  as  all  large 
bare  spaces  do,  and  ever  have  done.  Difficulties  to  conquer. 
Victories  to  win.  Enemies  to  beat.  The  nation  to  please. 
The  honour  of  England  to  be  kept  up, 

"  Huzza — huzza — huzza  ;  and  one  cheer  more 

"  22d.  Began  my  cartoon  in  reality.  Tried  a  bit  first,  and 
steamed  at  it  most  successfully,  so  that  the  sized  part  is  all 
right.  I  got  the  whole  in,  feeling  extreme  agony  of  mind  at 
my  necessities  at  intervals.  I  sent  out  my  portrait  of  Raphael 
and  poor  dear  Wilkie,  to  raise  something  for  the  day.  It  is 
dreadful  ;  but  it  can't  be  helped.     After  what  I  have  suffered, 

it  is  cruel  of and  Sir  Robert  Peel  thus  to  put  me  to  the 

test  again.  Darling  called  (one  of  my  oldest  friends)  and  lent 
me  £5. 

"  25th.  Began  Adam's  head  to-day.  I  hope  God  will  bless 
me  through  it,  and  through  the  week.     Amen, 

"  I  have  a  £14  8s.  8d.  bill  I  promised  on  Saturday,  and  could 
not  pay  it;  and  £7  due  to-day  at  four.  Can't  pay  it.  And 
these  are  the  agreeable  sensations  I  must  abstract  my  mind 
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from  before  I  can  invent  and  execute  the  grandest  and  weak- 
est of  human  beings.  Yet,  under  God's  blessing,  I'll  suc- 
ceed. 

"  Eight  o'clock.  Got  on  capitally,  and  arranged  the  £1 
by  paying  5s.  for  a  month's  renewal,  after  drawing  six  hours 
and  three  quarters,  and  allowing  a  quarter  for  lunch. 

"  2^th.  L liked  my  Adam,  and  I  think  it  good.     In 

how  extraordinary  a  way  was  it  produced.  Good  heavens  I 
But  I  conscientiously  believe,  under  the  blessing  of  God,  that 
all  this  row  about  art  will  be  a  working  up  of  glory  for  me. 
I  feel  it,  and  know  it.      In  Him  I  trust. 

"  August  1st.  AVorked  hard  and  well  advanced.  Tortured 
by  having  only  Is.  in  my  pocket,  and  4s.  of  that  raised  on  one 
of  my  two  pair  of  spectacles.  Lord  Grey  says  he  can't  help 
me.  Lord  Colborne  won't  double  his  raffle  money.  Leader 
has  not  replied.  Under  all  these  torments  my  landlord  for- 
bears and  helps  ;  but  it  is  painful  to  be  in  such  a  situation 
again.  However,  let  God  grant  me  health,  intellect,  and 
eyes,  and  eight  hours  free,  and  I'll  do  it. 

"  4?/i.  My  eyes  strained  dreadfully.  In  great  distress  of 
mind,  having  only  IO5.  Called  on  an  old  friend,  and  told 
him  the  truth — that,  owing  to  the  quarrel  of  engraver  and 
publisher,  I  was  kept  out  of  my  money  for  the  Duke's  print. 
He  was  distressed,  but  he  and  his  wife  squeezed  out  £,6  for 
a  month.  His  name  is  Illidge — a  good  mild  creature.  I  hope 
I  shall  be  able  to  repay  it.  My  bill  of  £15  85.  Sd.  went  back. 
As  I  came  along  in  anxiety,  I  thought  it  would  improve  my 
composition  to  lower  Christ  in  the  design.  But  for  this  in- 
ternal delight  I  should  have  gone  mad  long  ago. 

"  oth.  Having  finished,  steamed,  and  settled  Adam,  my 
principal  figure,  I  see  my  way  in  cartoons.  And  I  now  see 
why  Europe  has  produced  no  colourist  or  great  executor  with 
the  brush  since  the  great  Flemish  eras  of  Rubens  and  Rem- 
brandt. 

"  Cartoon  pictures  in  chalk  are  the  abuse  of  a  noble  prin- 
ciple— a  modern  lassitude. 

"  Cartoons  are  a  means,  and  not  an  end.     When  they  be- 
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come  an  end,  they  ruin  the  artist  and  the  art,  and  the  great 
cartoon  drawer  becomes  a  helpless  infant  with  the  brush. 

"  To-morrow  a  rowing  letter  about  my  bill,  £15  8s.  8d. 
In  the  mean  while  I  have  finished  Adam,  and  placed  Eve  in 
a  better  position,  and  improved  the  M'hole  thing.  I  never  an- 
swer letters  till  four.  I  will  work  seven  hours  in  delight, 
and  then  answer  about  my  bill.  Pay  it  I  shall  as  a  point  of 
honour,  as  it  is  my  last  bill  of  education  (a  sacred  debt)  for 
dear  Fred.  But  I  must  and  will  have  time.  All  this  would 
make  a  bill-broker  (S.  Gurney,  for  instance)  look  grave.  It 
is  irregular;  but  what  is  a  man  to  do  who  has  700  guineas 
deferred  till  next  year,  and,  owing  to  the  squabbling  of  pub- 
lisher and  engraver,  can't  touch  £125  due  on  the  Duke's 
print  ? 

"  9th.  Put  in  the  head  of  Eve  ;  but  instead  of  shutting  the 
eyes  as  I  first  conceived,  I  opened  them  to  show  her  beauty, 
and  made  a  common  ad  cajJtandum  vulgus  thing.  Obliged 
to  go  out  as  I  put  in  the  eyes  to  arrange  about  a  £50  bill. 
Came  home  in  the  heat,  and  finished  the  head.  My  model, 
a  sweet  girl,  wondering  what  I  was  doing. 

"  In  the  midst  of  the  grossest  misery,  my  landlord  called 
and  gave  me  £3.  £1  15s.  10<r^.  I  paid  my  rates  with  in  the 
evening  ;  the  rest  left  for  necessities. 

"  20th.  Completed  Adam  and  Eve,  JNTow  for  Satan  on 
Monday,  with  only  Is,  &d.  in  my  pocket.      Huzza  ! 

"  22d.  My  want  of  money,  and  want  of  means  of  raising 
money,  is  dreadful.  I  have  now  got  Satan's  head  to  do.  In 
the  middle  of  the  night  I  saw  his  large,  fiery,  cruel,  rimmed 
eye,  and  kept  staring  at  the  dark,  where  nothing  was,  for  an 
hour. 

"  24.th.  Worked  very  hard,  and  got  the  Devil's  figure  in. 
Wrote  the  Dukes  of  Devonshire  and  Richmond  about  my  ne- 
cessities.    Made  an  accurate  study  first  from  fife. 

"  21th.  Very  hard  run  for  cash,  so  I  sent  out  to  Woodburn's 
a  frame  containing  the  first  sketch  in  chalk  of  Rent-day,  Dis- 
training for  Rent,  and  two  more.  I  asked  him  fifteen  guineas, 
but  he  would  only  give  me  five  ;  so  relieved  at  any  rate  for 
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a  day,  I  hurried  away  to  Wilkie's  Exhibition,  and  spent  three 
hours.  This  is  the  last  time  we  shall  ever  see  Wilkie's  works 
together  again.  Hail  and  farewell,  the  only  friend  of  my 
youth  I  A  higher  and  deeper  art  is  breeding  in  England,  but 
full  justice  has  been  done  to  thee  ! 

"  31s^.  Wcodburn  had  just  received  X7000  from  Oxford 
for  Raphael's  drawings.  Last  day  of  August.  I  have  work- 
ed, not  as  I  ought,  but  as  well  as  I  could,  considering  my 
dreadful  necessities.  I  borrowed  £4  last  night  of  my  land- 
lord to  pay  a  servant ;  .£10  to-day  of  my  butterman,  Webb, 
an  old  pupil  recommended  me  by  Sir  George  Beaumont  twen- 
t^'-five  years  ago,  but  who  wisely,  after  drawing  hands,  set 
up  a  butter-shop,  and  was  enabled  to  send  his  master  XlO  in 
his  necessities. 

"  '  Webb,'  said  I,  '  when  you  were  a  poor  youth  I  gave  my 
time  to  you  for  nothing.'  '  You  did.'  'IwantXlO.'  'You 
shall  have  it,  Mr.  Haydon.     I  shall  ever  feel  grateful.' 

"  I  paid  £1  out  of  the  XlO,  and  borrowed  £10  of  the  man 
I  paid  the  £7  to,  to  meet  my  son's  bill  on  board  the  Impreg- 
nable, due  at  Coutts's  to-morrow.  Came  home,  took  out  our 
Saviour,  and  tried  him  walking  in  the  garden.  He  would 
not  do,  so  put  him  in  again  sitting  and  reposing.  Better  than 
ever.  Satan  looked  powerfully.  It  is  a  blessing  to  get  ease 
for  twenty-ibur  hours,  which  Webb's  £-10  has  caused  to  my 
mind. 

"  Thus  ends  August." 

From  Uumohr's  letter  of  August  22d  : 

"  I  have  been  struck  by  what  you  observe  on  the  conse- 
quences of  cartoons,  and  find  it  just,  in  as  far  as  the  last  and 
present  century  are  concerned  in  the  question  ;  modern  car- 
toons, with  few  exceptions,  are  licked  (smoothed)  and  polish- 
ed intentionally,  and  modern  artists  would  rather  subject 
themselves  to  some  heavy  fine  than  to  stray  one  line  of  (from) 
their  precious  and  beloved  preparations  on  paper  or  cartoon. 
Their  tenderness  for  paper  drawings,  or  rather  paper  itself, 
is  in  great  part  the  occasion  of  certain  distortions  peculiar  to 
modern  art.  They  fear  to  become  unclean,  to  miss  that  de- 
licious Chinese  neatness,  by  correcting  any  line  of  chalk  (?) 
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most  evidently  incorrect,  ugly,  detestable.  Wherefore  should 
they  swerve  in  painting  from  such  perfectly  clean  and  neat 
models  ? 

"  JSTotwithstanding  this  coincidence,  I  must  needs  object  to 
the  application  3^ou  made  of  that  remark  to  objects  of  the  no- 
ble period  of  Raphael,  and  especially  on  that  celebrated  piece 
of  cartoon  containing  the  middle  group  of  the  school  of  Ath- 
ens. You  did  not  observe,  or  forgot  after  so  many  years  past, 
that  yonder  admirable  piece  of  masterly  hand  arrived  at  Paris 
in  but  indiflerent  state  of  preservation,  and  truly  unfit  to  be 
exposed  to  a  northern  eye,  inasmuch  as  (insomuch  that)  the 
judicious  French  found  it  convenient  to  be  retouched  by  some 
clever  academicians,  who  had  appropriated  to  themselves  that 
wondrously  perfect  kind  of  drawing  with  prolonged  large  par- 
allel strokes,  imitated  from  the  fine  metallic-lustre-lookingr 
manner  of  the  best  modern  engravers.  To  arrive  at  perfec- 
tion, they  chose  to  recopy  some  of  the  numerous  copies  exist- 
ing at  Paris  of  the  original  picture  at  Rome,  and  in  that  way 
the  cartoon  was  made  to  look  like  the  picture,  and  the  pic- 
ture might  appear  to  yourself  to  be  a  mere  copy  of  the  car- 
toon, viz.,  in  its  present  adulterated  state. 

"  I  have  seen  a  great  deal  of  ancient  studies,  drawings, 
cartoons,  and  sketches  of  such.  The  outline  and  the  masses 
of  light  Avere  every  where  defined  with  great  exactitude,  viz., 
if  predestined  for  the  fresco  execution  ;  but  there  was  left  in 
the  spaces  between  the  outlines  and  masses  an  infinity  of 
points  still  to  decide  (open  for  decision),  with  exception  of 
such  cartoons  as  were  worked  to  guide  the  hand  of  scholars 
and  manuals  (handicraftsmen).  The  great  painters  in  Ra- 
phael's period  chose,  when  drawing  every  where,  the  mate- 
rials and  the  manner  that  suited  best  their  ends.  They  were 
wild  or  collected,  rough  or  delicate.  Since  a  century  draw- 
ing is  become  a  manner  ;  intelligence,  beauty,  sense,  vivac- 
ity of  conception  have  been  subjected  to  that  idle  and  te- 
dious neat  and  soft  manner.  And  so,  no  doubt,  what  hath 
become  insipid  in  the  cartoon  ought  to  become  intolerable  in 
its  pictorial  copy. 

"The  most  perfect  painter  of  fresco  (though  not  the  best 
of  all  painters)  hath  been  Domenico  Ghirlandajo,  a  Floren- 
tine. He  used  to  light  up  his  pictures  in  the  afternoon,  when 
the  local  tints  began  to  dry,  being  still  wet  enough  to  assim- 
ilate those  \a.&t  pas f one  (fat)  touches,  somewhat  like  to  the  oil 
manner  of  Paolo  Veronese.     But  R.aphael,  in  his  Mass  of 
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Bolsena  and  in  some  parts  of  the  Heliodorus,  was  likewise 
admirable  by  the  intelligence,  hardihood,  and  taste  of  his  col- 
ouring in  fresco." 

*'  September  13t/i.    Called  in  Lombard  Street  on  G , 


who  broke  his  word  after  giving  me  an  order.  I  told  him  I 
wanted  £56  2s.  lOcL,  to  pay  my  son's  bill  at  Cambridge.  I 
asked  his  help.  He  refused.  I  asked  Lord  Melbourne.  I 
asked  Lords  Shrewsbury,  I)igby,  and  Carlisle  to  take  shares 
in  Saragossa.  Lord  Carlisle  only  did.  I  was  harassed  to 
death,  and  came  home  exhausted.  I  then  set  my  drapery 
for  Christ  by  putting  up  two  plaster  legs,  my  lay  figure  be- 
ing in  pawn,  and  sallied  forth  again  to  put  of}' .£11  10s., 
which  I  could  not  pay.  Yet  I  will  finish  Christ  this  week, 
and,  I  trust  in  God,  pay  my  dear  Frank's  bill  too.  The  mo- 
ment a  disappointment  takes  place,  my  mind  springs  to  a 
new  hope.  It  is  this  elasticity  which  supports  me.  In  God 
I  know  I  shall  not  trust  in  vain,  as  this  week  will  show. 

"  '  Then  they  cried  unto  the  Lord  in  their  trouble,  and  He 
saved  them  out  of  their  distresses.' 

"  Most  cordially  do  I  believe  it. 

"  nth.  Thus  I  have,  by  the  blessing  of  God,  accomplish- 
ed my  cartoon  figures,  four  in  two  months.  Had  my  mind 
been  at  rest,  I  could  have  done  all  four  in  a  month,  or,  had  I 
M^anted  them,  in  less  time.  When  I  look  back  and  think 
under  what  miseries  and  distress  I  began  the  cartoon,  with- 
out money  or  employment,  1  must  believe  nothing  but  the 
Almighty  blessing  me  throughout,  with  friends  to  help  and 
aid  me,  could  have  accomplished  it. 

"  Grateful  I  am  beyond  expression,  and  I  trust  to  go  on  to 
a  triumphant  conclusion,  and  that  I  may  be  ultimately  vic- 
torious in  my  great  object,  which  has  been  so  long  my  hope 
and  prayer. 

"  Think  of  my  influence  with  my  species  to  induce  them 
to  trust  me  for  papers,  canvass,  chalk,  labour,  rent,  models, 
to  get  collectors  to  pay  my  taxes,  and  landlords  to  abstain 
from  rent  ;  but  I  always  show  them  my  work,  and  they  ac- 
quiesce.    I  then  work  away  in  ecstasy  till  some  other  dun 

H  2 
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comes,  who  is  shown  in,  and  equally  vanquished,  A  woman 
came,  and  on  seeing  the  cartoon,  lifted  up  her  hands  and 
eyes,  and  said,  '  Oh  I  what  a  sublime  genus.'' 

"  But  it  is  not  my  influence.     It  is  not  human. 

"  23(^.  Worked,  steamed,  and  splashed  oil  colour  over  Ad- 
am's leg.  It  was  evidently  too  short,  and  being  nicely  work- 
ed, I  hesitated,  with  that  lazy  apathy  which  comes  over  one, 
to  alter  it  as  I  ought.  The  splash  of  oil  decided  it,  so  I  pasted 
paper  over  it,  and  on  Monday  a  neiv  leg.  Now  the  short  one 
is  gone,  the  figure  looks  right. 

"  21th.  Worked  hard,  and  put  in  the  new  leg,  and  the 
whole  figure  fell  into  proportion  and  fitness  ;  but  for  the  oil 
splash,  I  should  perhaps  have  sullenly  risked  public  disap- 
probation of  a  short  leg.  It  was  out  of  perspective.  Is  it 
not  extraordinary  a  man  of  my  experience  should  conceitedly 
suspect  he  need  not  take  so  much  trouble  as  when  young, 
and  is  it  not  proper  to  find  he  requires  it  as  much  as  ever  ? 
Why  did  I  not  put  my  model  thirty  feet  ofi'',  as  I  did  in  Laz- 
arus when  I  made  my  first  drawing  ?  I  did  it  yesterday,  but 
why  did  I  not  do  it  at  first  ?  Impudent  conceit.  And  the 
oil  splash  brought  me  to  my  senses. 

"  October  2d.  Finished  my  letter  to  The  Sheffield  Mer- 
cury on  a  school  of  design.  It  is  my  conviction,  if  sound  art 
be  not  combined  with  practical  science  at  the  schools  of  de- 
sign, from  the  facilities  given  by  them  both  to  artists  and 
mechanics,  the  art  will  be  seriously  injured  in  the  next  three 
years — which  I  hope  to  prevent. 

"  ^th.  The  cartoon  is  laid  aside,  and  now  my  mind  begins 
to  fret.  I  can't  sleep  for  want  of  another  overwhelming  sub- 
ject. Which  shall  I  fly  at — Alexander  killing  an  enormous 
Lion,  or  Curtius  ?  A  single  head  is  misery  to  me.  I  get 
sick.  My  imagination  aches.  Worked  at  a  head — a  sketch 
— all  trifles. 

'■'■  Wth.  Collins  called  to-day,  and  in  course  of  conversa- 
tion said,  '  I  really  think  you  ought  to  join  tts!'  I  said 
nothing. 

*'  The  state  of  the  question  is  this.     All  the  objects  I  have 
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fought  for  are  coming.  If  they  are  realized  without  the 
Academy  claiming  me  as  a  member,  I  am  victorious,  iso- 
lated, unsanctioned  by  rank  or  station.  If  they  induce  me 
to  join  them,  and  the  victory  comes  after,  they  will  claim  a 
share  in  the  honour  of  an  achievement  they  have  always 
tried  to  oppose.  So,  if  I  am  quiet,  and  let  things  take  their 
course,  whether  I  benefit  or  not  individually,  my  character  is 
consistent  before  the  country.  I  would  not  lose  that  charac- 
ter in  dear  old  England  for  all  the  treasures  of  the  earth. 

"  My  dear  old  friend  and  fellow-student  Collins  is  anxious 
lor  me  to  join  the  Academy.  But  how  can  I  ]  It  is  too 
late.  After  having  brought  up  my  family  through  every 
species  of  misery  to  distinction  and  honour,  am  I  now  to 
show  that,  after  all,  their  honours  were  necessary  ?  Oh  no, 
no — the  compromise  of  principle  would  be  dreadful.  Let  me 
die  as  I  have  lived,  O  God,  and  give  me  strength  of  mind  to 
resist  temptation,  for  I  see  it's  coming.  And  let  me  live  ia 
the  hearts  of  my  countrymen,  like  John  Milton  and  Wilham 
Shakspeare  I  Ah  !  may  I  be  worthy  I  May  I  be  worthy  I 
Amen." 

His  first  cartoon  being  now  complete,  he  next  began  his 
picture  of  Curtius  leaping  into  the  Gulf.^  He  sent  his  sketch 
for  the  picture,  at  the  request,  I  presume,  of  Miss  Mitford,  to 
her  friend  Miss  E.  B.  Barrett  (now  Mrs.  Browning),  together 
with  the  portrait  of  Wordsworth  on  Helvellyn,  painted  this 
year.     The  portrait  inspired  this  sonnet. 

"  Wordsworth  upon  Helvellyn  !     Let  the  cloud 
Ebb  audibly  along  the  mountain  wind. 
Then  break  against  the  rock,  and  show  behind 
The  lowland  valleys  floating  up  to  crowd 
The  sense  with  beauty.     He  with  forehead  bowed 
And  hurnble-lidded  eyes,  as  one  inclined 
Before  the  sovran  thoughts  of  his  own  mind, 
And  very  meek  with  inspirations  proud, 
Takes  here  his  rightful  place,  as  poet-priest, 
By  the  high  altar,  singing  praise  and  prayer 

*  This  picture  is  now  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Barrett,  a  dealer,  in 
the  Strand. 
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To  the  yet  higher  heavens.     A  vision  free 
And  noble,  Haydon,  hath  thine  art  released. 
No  portrait  this  with  academic  air, 
This  is  the  poet  and  his  poetry." 

"  October  25th.  Out  to  National  Gallery.  After  dwelling 
on  the  rawness  of  fresco,  the  tone  of  Titian  went  into  my 
soul  like  the  tone  of  an  organ.  How  I  gloried  in  the  Bac- 
chus and  Ariadne  !  How  I  tasted  the  Ganymede  with  its 
fleshiness,  its  black  eagle  against  a  clear  sky.  Nothing  in 
fresco  can  equal  these — their  juicy  richness,  their  delicious 
harmony.     Oh,  I  shall  get  sick  of  lime,  but  duty  calls," 

From  E-umohr's  letter  of  December  4th  : 

"  Germany  is  a  terra  incog?iita  to  you  as  to  most  of  your 
countrymen.  You  have  lived  so  many  centuries  in  a  com- 
pact political  union,  you  will,  even  when  present,  find  it  diffi- 
cult to  think  clearly  of  German  things.  Here  is  no  centraliza- 
tion of  any  but  an  ideal  kind,  not  existing  in  reality,  but  mere- 
ly in  mind.  There  are  epidemical  infections  of  errors  Avhich 
appear  to  become  tolerably  universal,  but  not  so  much  as  to 
destroy  every  particular  turn  of  mind,  I  have  outlived  in 
art  at  least  five  difierent  periods  of  that  kind.  Firstly,  the 
passage  of  (from)  Winckelman's  and  Mengs'  theory  to  a  de- 
termined predilection  for  old  Grecian  things,  which  then,  in 
want  of  the  Athenian  marbles,  not  yet  known  or  brought  into 
a  European  place,  were  chosen  among  the  ancient  vases  and 
potteries.  Then  they  went  admiring  Leonardo  and  Raphael, 
doing  their  best  to  imitate  them.  After  these  models  a  pas- 
sage to  the  elder  Italian,  and  finally  to  the  Germans,  until 
Durer,  Artists  generally  spoke  much  of  ancient  painters  ;  I 
observed  mostly  a  singular  aversion  from  studying  and  observ- 
ing them  with  some  attention  ;  all  this  ended  MMth  the  super- 
ficiality of  the  new,  pleasing  Dusseldorf  school  manner.  But 
neither  sculpture,  nor  landscape,  nor  Genre  painting  shared 
all  these  passages  ;  so  that  you  may  find  in  every  corner  of 
Germany  individuals  of  great  merit  in  their  way,  who  ac- 
quired their  art  and  knowledge  in  perfect  independence  of 
the  prevailing  epidemic.  These  very  generally  will  preserve 
their  credit  in  a  future  period  :  their  studies  after  natural 
subjects  are  truly  interesting,  and  superior  perhaps  to  every 
thing  produced  with  an  ideal  tendency, 

"  The  reason  of  that  superiority  of  naturalism  is  this.    There 
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hath  not  been  existing  in  Germany  during  the  last  thirty-five 
years  neither  a  patriotic,  nor  a  religious,  nor  even  an  intellect- 
ual want  of  pictures  and  statues  ;  there  hath  not  been,  for  the 
same  reason,  any  uninterrupted  flow  of  a  rich  and  irresistible 
inspiration  among  artists.  Your  British  artists,  beginning  a 
new  era  in  the  new  Parliament  House,  might  obtain  such  a 
flow  of  inspiration,  by  their  object  being  a  patriotic  one,  and 
their  minds  susceptible,  so  I  hope,  of  an  exalted  feeling  for 
their  country,  and  for  its  history,  for  its  polish,  its  import- 
ance, and  avenir.  I  can  not  endure  the  thought  of  such  a 
work  executed  by  foreigners,  even  if  Raphaels  and  Leonardos 
were  to  be  procured.  Notwithstanding,  I  must  acknowledge 
the  modern  German  painters,  and  especially  Cornelius,  to 
have  had  the  first  hand  in  historical  and  monumental  fresco 
painting — to  have  acquired  a  vast  deal  of  experience  in  con- 
ception, disposition,  and  execution  of  such  things,  not  to  be 
neglected  by  your  countrymen.     You  may  learn  even  by  their 


errors." 


"December  15th.  I  have  this  moment  completed  Curtius 
before  I  put  out  and  proceed  with  Alexander.  I  hum- 
bly and  gratefully  return  thanks  to  Almighty  God  for  ena- 
bling me  to  bring  another  picture  to  conclusion  ;  that  He  hath 
blessed  me  with  eyes,  intellect,  health,  strength,  and  piety 
to  get  through  with  it  in  spite  of  many  pecuniary  difficulties 
deep  and  harassing.  Grant,  O  Lord,  it  may  be  purchased, 
and  add  to  the  fame  of  my  great  country,  and  help  me  to  dis- 
charge the  debts  incurred  during  its  progress,  and  to  main- 
tain my  dear  family  in  respectability  and  virtue.      Amen. 

"  25th.  In  the  middle  of  the  night  I  awoke  rather  de- 
pressed from  the  multiplicity  of  anxieties.  I  put  my  hand  on 
the  Testament  I  always  sleep  with,  and  opened  a  passage  in 
the  dark,  folded  down  the  leaf,  and  at  daylight  found  this 
blessed  consolation  :  *  and  our  hope  of  you  is  steadfast,  know- 
ing that  as  ye  are  partakers  of  the  sufferings,  so  shall  ye  be 
also  of  the  consolation.^ 

"  2^th.  My  canvass  up  for  my  new  cartoon.  0  God,  bless 
its  beginning,  progression,  and  conclusion.  O  God,  enable  me, 
aided  but  by  Thee,  to  bring  it  to  a  grand  and  triumphant  con- 
clusion, that  it  may  elevate  the  honour  of  the  country,  and 
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enable  me  to  support  my  family  with  honour.  Grant  that 
no  difficulties  may  daunt  or  obstruct  me,  but  that  under  Thy 
blessing  I  may  vanquish  them  all ;  and  grant  these  things, 
and,  above  all,  health  of  body  and  mind,  for  Jesus  Christ's 
sake.     Amen. 

"  31si.  On  reviewing  the  past  year,  it  is  wonderful  to  think 
how  I  have  been  assisted  by  my  Creator  in  the  most  trying 
situations.  January,  I  wrote  my  lecture  on  Fresco.  Febru- 
ary, I  began  to  prepare  to  do  something,  having  had  three 
commissions  deferred  amounting  to  700  guineas.  I  plunged 
at  the  Saragossa  and  got  it  done.  I  then,  in  July,  began  a  car- 
toon in  appalling  necessities,  and  by  His  blessing  who  always 
blesses  me,  I  got  through  that.  I  flew  at  Curtius  and  finished 
that,  and  this  day  began  to  sketch  the  arrangement  of  a  second 
cartoon,  so  that  I  have  worked  well,  happily,  and  gloriously. 

"  I  have  finished  two  great  works,  one  cartoon,  one  small 
picture  of  the  Duke,  half  done  a  humorous  picture  of  The 
First  Child,  and  sketched  in  The  Black  Prince. 

"  I  have  lived  to  see  a  vote  by  the  State  for  High  Art,  for 
which  I  have  laboured.  I  have  lived  to  find  myself,  though 
the  very  cause  of  the  movement,  utterly  forgotten,  as  if  I  had 
never  existed  at  all.  Such  is  human  gratitude.  The  first 
victim  in  all  revolutions  is  he  who  caused  them. 

"  In  Him  I  trust  who  has  always  blessed  me  when  I  de- 
served it,  and  who  has  punished  me  when  I  wanted  correction. 

"  For  all  the  mercies  of  the  year  past  accept  my  deepest 
gratitude,  0  God  I  and  grant,  in  concluding  the  year  1843, 
I  may  have  less  to  complain  of,  more  to  be  grateful  for,  and 
in  every  way  have  proved  myself  worthy  of  the  continuance 
of  thy  advice,  protection,  and  help.     Amen." 

1843. 

In  no  year  of  Haydon's  life  had  he  severer  distresses  to 
encounter  than  in  this  of  1843.  It  brought  the  consumma- 
tion of  what  he  had  so  earnestly  fought  for — a  competition 
of  native  artists  to  prove  their  capability  of  executing  great 
monumental  and  decorative  works,  but  with  this  came  his 
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own  bitter  disappointment  at  not  being  among  the  successful 
competitors. 

In  all  his  struggles  up  to  this  point  Haydon  had  the  con- 
solation of  hope  that  better  times  were  coming.  But  now 
the  good  time  for  art  was  come,  and  he  was  passed  over. 
The  blow  fell  heavily — indeed,  I  may  say,  was  mortal.  He 
tried  to  cheat  himself  into  the  belief  that  the  old  hostile  in- 
fluences to  which  he  attributed  all  his  misfortunes  and  diffi- 
culties had  been  working  here  also,  and  that  he  should  yet 
rise  superior  to  their  malice.  But  the  anticipation  that  had 
led  him  on  thus  far  was,  in  truth,  henceforth  impossible. 
He  would  not  admit  to  himself  that  his  powers  were  impair- 
ed— that  he  was  less  fit  for  great  achievements  in  his  art 
now  than  when  he  pa.inted  Solomon  and  Lazarus.  But  if 
he  held  this  opinion  himself,  he  held  it  alone.  It  was  appar- 
ent to  all,  and  to  none  more  than  to  his  warmest  and  truest 
friends,  that  years  of  harass,  humiliation,  distraction,  and 
conflict  had  enfeebled  his  energies,  and  led  him  to  seek  in 
exaggeration  (to  which  even  in  his  best  days  he  had  been 
prone)  the  effect  he  could  no  longer  attain  by  well-measured 
force.  His  restless  desire  to  have  a  hand  in  all  that  was 
projected  for  art  had  wearied  those  in  authority,  and  even 
his  old  and  sincere  friend,  the  Secretary  of  the  Commission, 
was  unable  to  put  forward  his  name  without  the  chance  of 
doing  him  more  injury  than  service.  He  had  shown  himself 
too  intractable  to  follow,  and  he  had  not  in.spired  that  con- 
fidence which  might  have  given  him  a  right  to  lead. 

And  thus  the  cloud  settled  about  him,  and  grew  darker  and 
denser  every  month  of  his  few  remaining  years  of  life.  It  is 
so  painful  to  follow  day  by  day  his  struggles  with  disappoint- 
ment, despondency,  and  embarrassment,  that  I  feel  it  due  to 
the  reader  to  be  as  brief,  in  my  extracts  from  the  Journals  of 
these  last  years,  as  I  can  be,  consistently  with  distinctness. 
The  last  two  volumes  of  the  Journals  are  little  more  than  a 
record  of  desperate  struggles,  alternating  with  despondency 
and  angry  protestations,  all  pointing  to  the  sad  catastrophe 
which  brought  this  stormy  career  to  a  close. 
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He  began  with  the  year  his  second  cartoon  of  The  Blacji 
Prince  entering  London  with  the  French  King  Prisoner. 

''January  4:th.  Full  of  anxiety  on  money.  Two  thirds  of 
my  income  diminished.  Last  year,  no  commission.  Curtius, 
Saragossa,  and  cartoon  done  without  order  or  return,  ex- 
cept four  or  five  shares,  and  now  I  have  prepared  a  fresh  car- 
toon, and  am  to  begin  it  to-morrow — as  I  began  Solomon — 
without  a  shilling.      Fifty-seven  years  old  on  the  25th. 

"  In  God  I  trust,  as  before.     Amen. 

"  5th.  Got  my  cartoon  in,  grumbling  all  the  time  at  what 
I  consider  the  loss  of  brush  power  which  must  accrue,  but  yet 
going  on,  as  I  always  do,  trusting  in  my  Protector. 

"  I  had  exactly  135.  6d. — all  the  ready  money  I  have  in 
the  world — in  my  pocket.  So  I  was  135.  6d.  better  than 
when  I  began  Solomon  thirty  years  ago. 

"  9th.  "What  I  fear  is  that  my  thinking  always  under  the 
harrow  of  pecuniary  necessity  will  at  last  affect  my  under- 
standing. I  trust  in  God  ;  but  to-day  I  had  a  dulness  of 
brain  and  torpor  of  thought  quite  frightful. 

"  10th.  What  is  High  Art  in  England  but  a  long  Khyber 
Pass,  with  the  misery  of  a  passage  in,  but  no  passage  out  ? 
Thirty-nine  years  have  I  struggled  to  raise  my  country's  tastes, 
and  thirty-two  have  I  been  utterly  without  employment. 

"  Went  to  the  Tower  to  get  armour,  which  I  selected,  but 
when  (after  an  order  from  the  Ordnance  had  been  issued)  I 
was  told  I  must  deposit  the  amount,  I  refused  to  do  so.  After 
having  had  armour  from  the  Tower  for  thirty-five  years,  and 
always  returned  it,  I  considered  this  a  dirty  resolution  as  ap- 
plicable to  myself  I  had  no  objection,  had  I  been  informed 
of  it ;  but  to  come  down  and  be  taken  by  surprise  was  dis- 
gusting. I  told  them  it  was  worthy  of  a  nation  of  shop- 
keepers.    I  was  in  a  passion,  and  poured  forth. 

"  1 1th.  Got  my  order  from  the  Ordnance  to  get  my  armour, 
and  I  go  down  to-morrow  and  bully  the  store-keepers. 

"  12th.  Went  and  got  my  armour,  and  brought  it  home  in 
victory.  I  asked  them  if  it  was  the  last  act  of  the  Whigs,  or 
the  Jirst  of  the  Tories.     They  were  as  polite  as  before  they 
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were  insolent.  Mr.  Byam,  of  the  Ordnance,  who  has  knov/u 
me  thirty-five  years,  brought  it  before  the  Board,  and  they  ac- 
cepted me,  and  granted  my  wish.  Lord  Col  borne  took  a  sec- 
ond share  in  Saragossa,  and  my  dear  Talfourd  sent  me  effect- 
ive help  ;  so  I  return  thanks  to  God  I  have  escaped  ruin  at 
present. 

"  28^/i.  AYqrked  very  hard,  and  got  on  powerfully.  Worked 
the  whole  week  gloriously,  with  all  the  fury,  constancy,  and 
vigour  of  earlier  days,  and  to-morrow  must  pay  the  penalty 
of  having  deferred  all  pecuniary  matters  till  I  have  not  2s.  6d. 
in  the  house.  My  dearest  Mary  bears  it  pretty  well — very 
well — but  it  tries  her.     I  only  hope  she  will  hold  out  like  me." 

He  exhibited  his  Curtius  at  the  British  Institution. 

''  Fehruanj  od.  Out  early  in  the  morning  to  glaze  my  pic- 
ture of  Curtius.  Found  Etty  in  the  hall  waiting  like  myself 
to  go  up.  Chatted  with  Etty,  who  said  my  example  and 
Hilton's,  in  early  life,  had  greatly  influenced  him.  At  the 
time  I  mounted  to  go  up,  and  was  looking  at  the  Curtius,  I 
felt  somebody  pat  my  shoulder,  saying,  '  Well  done.'  I  turned 
round  and  iound  Etty.  I  toned  the  picture  like  lightning. 
In  one  hour  and  a  half  I  had  £10  to  pay  upon  my  honour, 
and  only  <£2  155.  in  my  pocket.  I  drove  away  to  Newton, 
paid  him  X2  15s.,  and  borroM'ed  <£10.  I  then  drove  away 
to  my  friend,  and  paid  him  the  £10,  and  borrowed  £5  more, 
but  felt  relieved  I  had  not  broke  my  honour.  Then  home, 
took  out  all  my  proofs,  called  on  my  subscribers,  and  saw  them 
left. 

"  Thus  I  have  done  my  duty  to  every  body  to-day  ;  and 
what  is  life  but  a  struggle  of  duty  to  your  God,  your  country, 
and  your  species,  day  and  night,  till  death  ? 

"  March  \st.^  Bless  me,  0  Lord,  through  this  month,  in 
spite  of  its  awful  pecuniary  necessities.     But  I  trust  in  Thee. 

*  The  twenty-fifth  volume  of  the  Journal  begins  at  February  15th, 
1843,  witli  a  motto  from  Amos,  ix.,  15,  and  also  this  from  the  78th 
Psalm,  38th  verse  :  "  But  He,  being  full  of  compassion,  forgave  their 
iniquity,  and  destroyed  them  not ;  yea,  many  a  time  turned  he  his 
anger  away,  and  did  not  stir  up  all  his  wrath." 
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Grant  I  may  get  through  my  cartoon,  and  fit  Saragossa  for 
the  public,  and  keep  my  health,  and  never  lose  my  confidence 
in  Thee,  Thou  great  and  beneficent  Creator.      Amen. 

"  10th.  Went  out  and  paid  in  £10  for  Coutts  for  my  dear 
Fred.  Came  home  and  flew  at  the  Saragossa.  Glazed  it 
beautifully.  At  one  flew  out  and  raised  £15  of  a  draper 
whom  I  dealt  with  (taking  £4  in  goods).  Drove  home,  and 
by  three  Saragossa  Mas  done.  Rushed  up  and  paid  my  rates 
— a  warrant  would  have  been  issued  to-morrow.  This  is  the 
life  of  High  Art  in  England.  Refused  by  my  Prince,*  to 
whose  income  I  contribute,  threatened  by  a  collector,  helped 
by  a  draper,  and  two  judge's  orders  to  pay  on  Saturday,  with 
only  2.'^.  to  meet  £32.  Yet  do  I  cheerfully  rely  it  will  be 
done,  and  this  book  will  prove  it." 

From  a  letter  to  Eastlake,  ZvTarch  13th  : 

"  My  dear  Eastlake, — I  am  delighted,  because  being  a 
permanent  plan  it  has  broken  the  ice,  and  will  ultimately 
end  in  decoration.  I  depend  on  yours  and  the  commissioners' 
judgments  ;  it  was  doing  the  thing  rightly  and  with  energy 
— no  mincing  the  matter.      Go  on,  and  God  prosper  us  all. 

"  I  appeal  to  the  Royal  Commission,  to  the  First  Lord,  to 
you  the  secretary,  to  Barry  the  architect,  if  I  ought  not  to  be 
indulged  in  my  hereditary  right  to  do  this,  viz.,  that  when 
the  houses  are  ready,  cartoons  done,  colours  mixed,  and  all  at 
their  posts,  I  shall  be  allowed,  e??i2Jloijed  or  not  e?npIoi/ecl,  to 
take  the  fir  at  brush,  and  dip  into  X\\t^  first  colour,  and  put 
\\\Q  first  touch  on  ihe  first  intonaco.  If  that  is  not  granted, 
ril  haunt  every  noble  Lord  and  you  till  you  join  my  dis- 
turbed spirit  on  the  banks  of  the  Styx.  Keep  that  in  view 
if  you  regard  my  peace  of  mind,  my  ambition,  my  pride,  and 
my  glory. 

"  Ever  yours,  B.  R.  Haydon." 

"  I5t]i.  Hard  at  work,  and  got  through  my  second  car- 
toon. 0  God,  I  bless  Thee  with  all  my  heart  and  soul  for 
Thy  mercies  in  thus  bringing  me  through  the  difficulties  and 
troubles  which  have  pursued  me  up  to  this  moment.     0  God, 

*  Alluding  to  an  unsuccessful  application  to  H.  R.  H.  Prince  Albert 
just  before. 
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still  protect  and  support  me,  and  carry  me  through  to  the  full 
realization  of  all  the  consequences  of  these  attempts.  0  God, 
spare,  protect,  and  bless  me  to  the  end,  and  accept  my  deep- 
est gratitude. 

"  24^/i.  Dined  at  Lupton's  with  Carew  and  Clint,  and  had 
a  very  pleasant  night.  Carew  told  us  a  capital  story  of  the 
Duke.  The  Duke  was  at  the  Marchioness  of  Downshire's, 
and  the  ladies  plagued  him  for  some  of  his  stories.  For  some 
time  he  declared  all  his  stories  were  in  print.  At  last  he 
said,  '  Well,  I'll  tell  you  one  that  has  not  been  printed.'  In 
the  middle  of  the  battle  of  Waterloo  he  saw  a  man  in  plain 
clothes  riding  about  on  a  cob  in  the  thickest  fire.  During  a 
temporary  lull  the  Duke  beckoned  him,  and  he  rode  over. 
He  asked  him  who  he  was,  and  what  business  he  had  there. 
He  replied  he  was  an  Englishman  accidentally  at  Brussels  ; 
that  he  had  never  seen  a  fight,  and  wanted  to  see  one.  The 
Duke  told  him  he  was  in  instant  danger  of  his  life  ;  he  said, 
*  Not  more  than  your  Grace,'  and  they  parted.  But  every 
now  and  then  he  saw  the  cob-man  riding  about  in  the  smoke ; 
and  at  last,  having  nobody  to  send  to  a  regiment,  he  again 
beckoned  to  this  little  fellow,  and  told  him  to  go  up  to  that 
regiment  and  order  them  to  charge,  giving  him  some  mark  of 
authority  the  colonel  would  recognize.  Away  he  galloped, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  the  Duke  saw  his  order  obeyed.  The 
Duke  asked  him  for  his  card,  and  found  in  the  evening,  when 
the  card  fell  out  of  his  sash,  that  he  lived  at  Birmingham, 
and  was  a  button  manufacturer  I  When  at  Birmingham  the 
Duke  inquired  of  the  firm,  and  found  he  was  their  traveller, 
and  then  in  Ireland.  When  he  returned,  at  the  Duke's  re- 
quest he  called  on  him  in  London.  The  Duke  was  happy 
to  see  him,  and  said  he  had  a  vacancy  in  the  Mint  of  £800  a 
year,  where  accounts  were  wanted.  The  little  cob-man  said 
it  M'ould  be  exactly  the  thing,  and  the  Duke  installed  him. 

"  I  will  ascertain  if  the  facts  are  correct.  If  true,  it  re- 
dounds much  to  his  Grace's  honour. 

"  26th.  Two  months  more  would  not  keep  me  too  long 
from  painting,  so  to-day,  under  that  mysterious  infl^uence,  I 
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took  out  my  cartoon,  and  before  I  was  aware  had  got  in  a 
Virgin  and  Child.  So  I  have  begun  ;  but  I  was  in  miser- 
able want  of  money,  as  usual.  I  had  money  to  send  to  my 
son  at  Cambridge,  and  out  I  went,  feeling  a  culprit.  Is  it 
not  better  to  paint  things  of  five  guineas  a  head  than  go  on 
in  this  condition  ?  It  is,  certainly  ;  and  if  this  stake  fail,  I'll 
astonish  my  friends  at  the  ease  with  which  I'll  come  to  do 
things  for  subsistence,  and  to  save  a  competence  for  old  age. 
"  21th.  The  moment  I  touch  a  great  canvass  I  think  I  see 
my  Creator  smiling  on  all  my  efforts.  The  moment  I  do 
mean  things  for  subsistence,  I  feel  as  if  He  had  turned  his 
back,  and,  Avhat's  more,  1  believe  it. 

"3Lsi.  Last  day  of  March.  I  have  worked  well,  have  suf- 
fered great  necessity,  but  here  I  am,  by  God's  blessing,  with 
my  cartoons  both  done,  and  effectually  done.  1  am  now  pre- 
paring for  a  new  work,  but  have  not  yet  decided  whether  it 
shall  be  fresco  or  not.  I  hanker  after  lime,  and  have  begun 
my  third  cartoon  for  it,  and  have  to-day  been  busy  preparing 
lime. 

"  If  ever  artist  Avas  fit  for  fresco,  I  am.      I  have  always 
done  every  thing  at  once.     For  all  Thy  mercies  and   trials 
this  month,  I  bless  Thee,  0  God,  with  all  my  soul.     Amen. 
"  Ajyril  14t.h,  Good  Friday.    After  thirly-one  years  I  this 
day  received  the  Sacrament,  sincerely  asked  pardon,  and  prom- 
ised a  new  life.     The  Dean  of  Carlisle   administered  —  an 
old  friend  and  admirer — after  an  admirable,  nay,  beautiful, 
sermon.      It  was  interesting,  because  to  him  I  wrote,  years 
since,  in  an  agony  of  doubt  and  apprehension.     I  had  one 
sovereign  (all  in  money  I  possess),  and  no  silver,  when  the 
churchwarden  (an  old  friend,  Stanley)  held  out  the  plate  :    I 
o-ave  7iothing — ought  I   not   to  have    given  all,  and  have 
trusted  in  God  ?      Surely.     But  in  the  dread  of  being  with- 
out any  at  all,  and  in  the  belief  that  a  sovereign  was  more 
than   my  necessitous   condition  warranted,  I  gave   nothing. 
This  tormented  me.      It  proved  the  devil  had  power  yet.     I 
will  make  amends.     I  reviewed  my  life  for  thirty-one  years. 
I  had  married  and  brought  up  a  family.     I  had  been  four 
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times  in  prison.  I  had  injured  friends  by  not  paying  their 
loans.  I  had  been  swallowed  up  by  ambition,  but  not  on  self- 
ish principles.     All  these  things  were  crimes,  and  I  repented. 

"  I  had  educated  and  planted  four  boys,  and  will  educate 
a  dear  girl.  I  had  not  made  an  improper  u-^e  of  the  money 
borrowed ;  but  what  right  had  I  to  borrow  at  all,  if  not  to 
repay?  I  had  paid  £1000,  but  there  was  more  yet,  and  one 
good  man  had  lost  some  hundreds. 

"All  these  things  came  across  me,  and  I  felt  as  if  my  soul 
was  blackened  ;  but  a  ray  of  brilliant  hope  supported  me,  and 
I  went  up  in  quiet  self-possession,  believing  that  if  I  believed, 
the  atonement  would  reconcile  me  to  God,  and  I  trust  it  may. 
I  never  wilfully  injured  either  man  or  woman. 

"  This  day  is  a  remarkable  day  in  my  life,  and  on  this 
great  sacrificial  day  I  will,  as  long  as  I  live,  repeat  this  act. 
God  bless  my  resolution.     Amen." 

Wilkie's  life  by  Allan  Cunningham  appeared  about  this 
time. 

"  16^/z-.  Prayed  in  private,  and  arranged  papers  to  collect 
my  life,  as  Wilkie's  memoirs  have  roused  me  again. 

"  nth.  Made  a  study  for  Alexander's  head  from  life. 
Borne  down  by  necessity  —  apprehensive  of  an  execution  for 
£l  lis.  6cl.  and  5s.  6d.  costs.  "Wrote  ten  pages  of  my  life, 
and  copied  two  letters  of  Wilkie's. 

"  18th.  In  the  city  and  deferred  a  payment,  but  suffered 
excruciating  agony  for  want  of  money. 

"  20th.  Went  out  in  great  misery  to  raise  £6  IO5.,  the 
balance  of  a  judge's  order — Dr.  Darling,  my  old  friend,  help- 
ed me.  Just  as  I  was  going  to  set  my  palette,  I  was  served 
with  a  copy  of  a  writ  for  another  debt.  I  came  home  and 
corrected  my  figure,  and  prepared  for  the  model  to-morrow^ 

"  21st.  Awoke  in  the  night,  my  heart  beating  and  my  head 
aching  from  my  anxieties  ;  but  in  God  I  trust,  as  I  have  al- 
ways done,  and  always  will ;   and  this  Journal  will  again 

bear  testimony  I  do  not  trust  in  vain. 

"  22(1.  Now,  reader,  whoever  thou  art — young  and  thought- 
less, or  old  and  reflecting — was  I  not  right  to  trust  in  God  ? 
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Was  it  vanity  ?  Was  it  presumption  ?  Was  it  weakness  ? 
To-day — this  very  day — I  have  sold  my  Curtius,  when  only 
yesterday  I  had  no  hope  ;  and  my  heart  beat,  and  my  head 
whirled,  and  my  hand  shook  at  my  distress.  I  had  taken  the 
butter-knife  off  the  table  to  raise  3s. 

"  '  Then  they  cried  unto  the  Lord  in  their  trouble,  and  he 
saved  them  out  of  their  distresses.' — Ps.  cvii.,  17. 

"  How  often  have  I  occasion  to  write  this  I 

"  21th.  Would  any  man  believe  that  for  the  thirty-five 
years  I  was  intimate  with  Wilkie,  for  twenty  of  them  most 
intimate,  I  never  knew  he  kept  a  journal  of  the  weaknesses, 
follies,  and  habits  of  his  friends  ? 

"  MaTj  M.  Out  the  whole  day  on  money.  Sold  Curtius, 
but  got  a  bill  at  six  months,  which  in  the  city  is  awful. 
Came  home  weary,  hot,  penniless  ;  lunched  and  fell  asleep  ; 
awoke  by  the  servants  fighting  in  the  kitchen  ;  went  to  my 
painting-room  and  looked  at  Alexander,  and  remembered  a 
beautiful  day  lost.  Brunskill,  my  model,  obliged  to  go,  as  I 
could  not  attend  to  him.  Called  on  a  lawyer,  and  begged 
for  mercy  for  £27  till  Saturday — refused.  At  dinner.  Bishop 
came,  and  sent  in  a  note.  I  came  out,  and  was  served  with 
a  writ.  As  I  came  do.wn  Chancery  Lane,  a  cab  wheel  came 
off,  and  down  came  the  horse.  The  horse,  in  his  struggles, 
put  himself  in  the  action  of  Bucephalus.  I  studied  him  glo- 
riously.    The  very  thing,  and  shall  try  it  at  once. 

"  May  Sth.  Monday,  Exhibition  opened.  Went  down,  and 
found  Saragossa  placed  so  disgracefully  high,  that  its  execu- 
tion, expression,  and  tone  were  utterly  lost.  This  will  be  the 
last  malicious  bite  of  my  bitter  enemies,  early  and  late,  even 
to  the  grave.  Felt  great  agony  at  my  necessities.  I  have 
every  chance  of  my  cartoons  being  laid  hold  of,  after  all  my 
neces.sities  and  struggles. 

"  lOth.  Called  on  Leslie  to-day,  and  was  much  amused  at 
his  accounts  of  Wilkie.  Leslie  said  capitally,  '  Wilkie  was 
so  anxious  to  do  every  thing  exactly  like  other  people,  he 
made  himself  odd  in  trying  to  be  natural.'  At  Lawrence's 
funeral,  Constable  was  his  pendant.     Cope,  the  city  marshal. 


1843.1   HIS   CARTOONS   SENT  TO   WESTMINSTER   HALL.      407 

stood  before  them  in  a  splendid  cocked  hat  and  black  scarf. 
Wilkie  was  fond  of  painting  cocked  hats  ;  and  while  looking 
down  with  all  the  semblance  of  woe,  said  to  Constable,  '  Just 
look  at  that  cocked  hat.     It's  grand  I' 

"  18th.  A  young  pupil  came  to-day  and  paid  me  £100, 
part  of  £200  premium.  lo  Paean  I  was  I  not  right  to  endure, 
as  seeing  One  who  is  invisible  ? 

'•  Made  a  capital  sketch  of  Nelson  at  Copenhagen. 

•'  20th.  Laid  up  with  a  burned  foot  from  steaming  the  car- 
toons the  last  time.  Another  blessing  attending  on  £100. 
Could  not  stand  to  paint,  so  I  wrote  my  memoirs — eight  hours. 

"  22d.  Laid  up  —  wrote  all  day.  I  really  am  astonished 
at  my  thmking  at  twenty-six,  now  I  extract  from  my  Journal. 

''June  \st.  0  God,  I  thank  Thee  that  this  day  I  have 
safely  placed  my  cartoons  in  Westminster  Hall.  Prosper 
them  I  It  is  a  great  day  on  my  mind  and  soul.  I  bless 
thee  I  have  lived  to  see  this  day.  Spare  my  life,  0  Lord, 
until  I  have  shown  thy  strength  unto  this  generation,  and 
thy  power  unto  that  which  is  to  come.  Am  in  deep  grati- 
tude to  have  lived  to  such  a  day. 

"  I  found  Eastlake,  my  pupil,  walking  about.  He  was 
most  happy  to  see  me.  I  said,  '  Do  you  recollect  drinking 
tea  with  me  in  1808,  and  telling  me  my  conversation  had 
made  you  a  painter  ]'  '  I  do,'  said  he,  '  and  there  is  no 
doubt  of  it.'  And  '  do  you  remember,'  said  he,  '  coming  with 
me  into  Westminster  Hall,  and  drawing  a  gigantic  limb  on 
the  wall  with  the  end  of  the  umbrella,  saying,  "  This  is  the 
place  for  art."  '  I  did  not.  He  said  I  actually  did  so,  thirty 
years  ago  ;  and  he  remembered  my  jumping  up  to  reach 
high.  Now  here  we  were,  master  and  pupil,  marching 
about,  and  the  first  act  of  this  great  drama  of  art  just  be- 
giiming.  O  God  I  when  I  reflect  on  thy  leading  me  on  so 
many  years  from  the  beginning,  I  must  believe  I  ever  have 
been,  and  ever  shall  be,  protected  by  Thee. 

"  How  interesting  that  we  were  both  from  Devon  ;  both 
having  finished  our  schooling  at  Plympton  Grammar  School, 
where  Reynolds  was  educated. 
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"  1th.  Wrote  my  life — vol.  ii.  Three  weeks  of  nothing 
but  thinking.  Dead  thinking  without  the  excitement  of 
painting  fatigues  me.  I  hope  soon  to  get  to  work — paint- 
ing is  such  a  delight.  Since  March  15th,  when  I  finished 
my  cartoon,  I  have  advanced  and  rubbed  in  Alexander,  and 
prepared  for  my  fresco,  but  have  not  done  much  else.  My 
foot  better." 

The  day  for  the  opening  of  the  Cartoon  Exhibition  was 
now  approaching. 

"  lOth.  Wyse  said  the  exhibition  (at  "Westminster  Hall) 
w^ould  honour  the  school.  I  thank  God  for  it.  These  Jour- 
nals bear  testimony  to  my  belief  in  British  genius.  I  have 
never  spared  any  instruction  or  expense  to  advance  it.  An- 
other pupil  for  a  short  time  paid  X25  to-day.  God  be 
thanked  for  iti  Things  are  looking  well,  and  I  shall  live  to 
see  my  dear  country's  glory  yet,  as  I  always  predicted. 

"  \5th.  Six  months  of  the  year  gone  I  I  have  done  one 
cartoon,  one  sketch  of  Curtius,  one  sketch  of  Nelson,  ad- 
vanced Alexander,  which  ought  to  have  been  done,  and  have 
finished  my  first  volume  of  memoirs.  For  three  months — 
since  March  15th — I  have  not  exerted  myself  as  I  ought, 
and  for  the  last  month  I  have  been  lame.  Truly  have  I 
been  wounded  in  the  service.  Last  year  1  ran  a  bayonet 
through  my  foot  while  painting  Saragossa  ;  and  this,  I  burn- 
ed my  other  foot  while  steaming  my  cartoon. 

"  11th.  Perhaps  God  may  punish  me,  as  he  did  Napoleon, 
as  an  example,  for  pursuing  a  great  object  with  less  regard 
to  moral  principle  than  became  a  Christian — that  is,  raising 
money  to  get  through,  careless  of  the  means  of  repaying, 
though  I  had  reason  to  hope  the  aristocracy  would  have 
helped  me  by  purchase  to  keep  my  word.  The  decision  will 
take  place  in  a  few  days.  What  ought  I  to  have  done  ? 
Kept  my  cartoons,  and  showed  them  alone  ?  It  would  have 
been  a  wiser  plan  ;  but  it  would  have  been  shrinking  from  a 
contest  with  my  brothers,  which  might  have  turned  to  my 
disadvantage.  It  is  my  policy  to  go  through  without  com- 
plaint all  the  steps  degradation  points  to,  to  give  them  no 
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excuse  for  not  employing  me — and  what  then  ?  Shall  I  be 
employed  1  No,  indeed  ;  but  have  the  door  slammed  in  my 
face,  while  my  enemies  will  chuckle  at  my  degradation  and 
submission. 

"  This  is  the  last  time,  I  think,  I  will  compete. 

"  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  a  reverse.  Though  I  trust 
in  God  with  confidence,  yet  I  am  not  sure  I  am  yet  suf- 
ficiently cleansed  by  adversity  not  to  need  more  of  it.  For 
the  sake  of  my  boys  and  only  daughter — and,  above  all,  for 
the  sake  of  my  dear  Mary — I  hope  not.  To  have  exhibited 
cartoons  alone  would  have  been  an  act  of  defiance  to  the 
Royal  Commission,  and  of  mistrust.  But  would  I  not  have 
been  justified  when  there  were  Academicians  among  the 
judges,  though  the  Prince  has  the  casting  vote? 

"  18^/i.  Went  to  church  at  St.  George's,  Hanover  Square, 
and  felt  the  most  refreshing  assurance  of  protection  and  vic- 
tory. The  last  time  I  was  there  I  received  the  Sacrament, 
and  did  not  give  my  only  sovereign  in  charity  as  I  ought, 
which  gave  me  great  pain.  To-day,  when  the  Dean  of  Car- 
lisle implored  assistance  for  the  Church  Fund,  saying  550,000 
persons  by  it  had  been  provided  with  seats,  where  none  had 
been  erected  before,  I  thought  I'd  give  Is.,  then  2s.  6d. — lOs. 
6d.  At  last  said  a  voice  within  me,  *  That  sovereign  you 
ought  to  have  given.'  '  I  will,'  I  felt,  and  took  it  out  and 
gave  it  to  the  plate  with  as  pure  a  feeling  as  ever  animated 
a  human  breast.  0  God  prosper  it  I  Thus  have  I  expiated 
my  neglect, 

"  26th.  In  great  money  distress,  having  paid  away  all  my 
receipts — £125  in  five  weeks.  I  have  now  £21,  £11  3s., 
£10  to  pay  this  week,  and  not  a  pound.  How  I  am  neglect- 
ed in  employment,  large  or  small  !" 

The  opening  of  the  Cartoon  Exhibition  was  fixed  for  the 
3d  of  July.  On  the  27th  of  June  Haydon  received  intelli- 
gence from  Eastlake  that  his  cartoons  were  not  included 
among  those  selected  for  reward  I 

The  next  entry  in  the  Journal  is  three  days  later. 

''June  30th.  I  went  to  bed  in  a  decent  state  of  anxiety. 
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It  has  given  a  great  shock  to  my  family,  especially  to  my  dear 
boy  Frank,  and  revived  all  the  old  horrors  of  arrest,  execu- 
tion, and  debt.  It  is  exactly  what  I  predicted,  and  it  is,  I 
think,  intentional.  I  called  on  William  Hamilton,  and  found 
he  had  adopted,  with  exquisite  tact,  the  tone  of  society.  He 
told  me  Sir  Robert  felt  annoyed  at  my  restless  activity  about 
the  arts  ;  that  I  interfered  in  every  thing  I  had  no  business 
to  do.  I  said  I  had  ;  that  the  School  of  Design  had  gone  to 
ruin,  as  I  had  predicted,  and  that  they  had  been  obliged  to 
adopt  the  figure,  which  they  never  would  have  done  but  for 
my  repeated  interference.  He  said,  '  You  wrote  about  the 
Arabesques  :  now  we  had  settled  to  buy  them  before,  and  it 
was  intrusion  I'  Good  heavens  I  no  feeling  for  my  enthusiasm 
for  art — but,  such  is  Sir  Robert's  dignity,  a  natural  impulse 
is  an  offence.  Hamilton  said,  if  he  mentioned  my  name,  it 
"was  an  insult.  He  really  gives  me  up.  He  stuck  to  me  to 
the  last,  but  this  decision  has  proved  to  him  the  hopelessness 
of  defending  me  any  longer.  Hamilton  had  no  objection  to 
my  intrusion  on  the  Elgin  Marble  question,  and  gave  me  the 
motto.  He  said,  *  You  should  write  to  Sir  Robert  Peel.' 
Yes  :  '  we  did  not  give  him  a  prize,  but,  poor  fellow,  we  re- 
lieved him.'     That  won't  do. 

"  I  am  wounded,  and,  being  ill  from  confinement,  it  shook 
me  ;  but  not  more  than  the  decision  of  the  Gallery  at  twen- 
ty-six (in  1812.) 

"July  \st.  A  day  of  great  misery.  I  said  to  my  dear  love, 
*  I  am  not  included.'  Her  expression  was  a  study.  She 
said,  '  We  shall  be  ruined.'  I  looked  up  my  lectures,  papers, 
and  journals,  and  sent  them  to  my  dear  iEschylus  Barrett, 
with  two  jars  of  oil  (1816),  twenty-seven  years  old.  I  burned 
loads  of  private  letters,  and  prepared  for  executions.  Lords 
Alford  and  Northampton  and  William  Hamilton  took  addi- 
tional shares  in  Saragossa.  £7  was  raised  on  my  daughter's 
and  Mary's  dresses. 

"  On  Monday  I  went  down,  and  was  astonished  at  the 
power  displayed.  There  were  cartoons  equal  to  any  school. 
My  own  looked  grand,  like  the  effusion  of  a  master — soft  and 
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natural,  but  not  hard  and  definite  ;  too  much  shadow  for  fres- 
co— fit  for  oil ;  but  there  were  disproportions.  I  gained  great 
knowledge.  The  Death  of  Lear,  Alfred  in  the  Danish  Camp, 
Constance,  were  never  exceeded.  But  the  great  mistake — 
and  it  has  been  a  tremendous  one — is  the  selection  of  a  pupil 
of  De  la  Roche's  for  the  prize.*  The  injury  it  will  do  is  in- 
calculable, for,  instead  of  destroying  the  prejudices  against 
British  genius,  it  will  root  them  deeper  than  ever.  For  what 
has  the  Commission  done  ?  It  has  unjustly  preferred  a  for- 
eign production  to  the  splendid  productions  of  natives,  and 
thus  excited  the  power  of  Britain  only  to  mock  it,  and  expose 
it  to  more  ridicule  than  ever  insulted  it  before.  Thus  this 
Royal  Commission  has  backed  Winkleman  and  Du  Bos,  and 
done  more  injury  than  was  ever  done  by  the  bitterest  enemy. 
I  was  introduced  to  the  young  artist  and  his  father,  and  had 
a  long  and  interesting  talk.  I  found  out  the  system  of  De  la 
Roche,  and  do  not  wonder  at  the  bad  drawing  of  his  scho'ol, 

''July  \^th.  "Worked  a  little — the  only  day  I  have  been 
able  to  stand  for  two  months.  Began  Nelson  Sealing  the 
Letter  at  Copenhagen,  and  improved  Alexander.  God  be 
thanked  I 

"  \5th.  Worked,  but  unhappily.  I  am  ashamed  to  own 
how  the  attacks  of  the  press  wound  me.  Curious  that  now 
the  press  sees  all  that  I  fought  for  is  coming  to  pass,  they  seem 
to  have  particular  pleasure  in  preventing  my  tasting  any  of 
its  fruits.  How  cruel  it  is  I  "What  a  pleasure  they  seem  to 
take  in  preventing  people  from  accomplishing  the  darling  ob- 
ject of  their  existence.  ^ 

"  \&th.  Prayed,  but  felt  harassed.  One  struggles  still  to 
trust  in  God,  but  I  am  afraid  to  do  so  any  longer,  from  my 
own  unworthiness.  '  Ask,'  Christ  has  said,  '  it  shall  be  given  ; 
knock,  and  it  shall  be  opened.' 

"  '  If  a  child  asked  a  father  for  food,  would  he  give  him  a 
serpent  ?     How  much  more  would  your  heavenly  Father  ?' 

*  This  is  an  error.  Mr.  Armitage,  who  is  here  referred  to,  obtained 
one  of  the  highest  premiums,  Mr.  Cope  and  Mr.  Watts  carrying  off 
the  others,  and  all  three  being  equal. 
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"  I  ask  from  my  heart,  Thou  good  Being,  to  be  saved,  with 
my  family,  from  the  fatal  ruin  which  must  overwhelm  me 
and  them  without  Thy  interference,  promising  repentance 
sincere  and  intense. 

"  22d.  '  I  sought  the  Lord,  and  He  helped  me,  and  deliv- 
ered me  from  all  my  fears.'  It  is  indeed  cruel  of  Sir  Robert 
Peel  to  have  sanctioned  such  decisions,  and  to  have  left  out 
my  cartoons,  deserving  as  they  are,  after  the  battle  1  have 
fought  for  so  many  years.  It  is  a  blow  at  me,  and  a  warn- 
ing to  others  how  they  presume  to  tell  truth,  to  fight  for  truth, 
or  persevere  for  truth's  sake. 

"  23d.  I  knelt  down  and  thanked  God  for  His  merciful 
blessing  this  week.  I  have  got  through  its  difficulties  up  to 
this  instant,  eleven  o'clock,  Saturday,  as  I  prayed.  Ought  I 
not  to  be  grateful  ?  Indeed  I  am.  £26  I  received  from  a  pu- 
pil, £15  was  lent  me,  and  Xl3  to-day  our  dear  Mary  had  from 
our  sons — £53,  X48  of  which  I  have  paid  away,  and  saved 
myself  up  to  to-night.     O  God  I  accept  my  gratitude.     Amen. 

"  28th.  With  my  experience  of  the  world,  with  my  knowl- 
edge of  the  aristocracy,  connoisseurs,  and  academicians — the 
aristocracy  angry  because  I  told  them  at  Oxford  they  went 
out  knowing  as  little  of  art  as  they  came  in — the  connoisseurs 
angry  because  I  proved  them  fools  on  the  Elgin  Marbles — 
the  Academicians  thirsty  for  revenge  because  1  brought  them 
before  a  committee — how  could  I  be  so  weak  as  to  give  these 
three  classes  an  opportunity  of  inflicting  a  blow,  in  hopes  that 
my  age  would  not  be  able  to  bear  it  so  well  as  at  twenty-six  ? 
0  Haydon,  Haydon  I  Your  love  of  art  and  your  willingness 
at  fifty-seven  to  think  better  than  you  knew  of  your  species, 
got  the  better  of  your  common  sense.  I  imagined  at  such  a 
bright  epoch  all  hearts  would  unite,  all  hearts  rejoice,  all 
hearts  forget  and  forgive  for  the  sake  of  the  great  object  of 
advancing  the  standard  taste  of  the  country.  What  was 
there  to  forgive  1  A  too  ardent  zeal,  an  over-anxious  ardour 
for  the  principles  of  High  Art — offensive  to  the  authorities 
who  wished  to  check  it.  Shocking,  but  true  I  Three  times 
hid  Sir  Charles  Bell  struggle  to  get  appointed  lecturer  to 
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the  Academy,  and  failed  ;  three  times  did  I,  and  failed  like- 
wise. Bell  said  he  was  convinced  the  old  members  wished 
to  obstruct. 

"  Made  a  sketch  of  Lord  Willoughby's  head  for  ten  guineas, 
and  got  another  order  for  £2U,  so  that  I  have  escaped,  so  far, 
the  executions  I  dreaded.  I  have  been  blessed  this  week — 
God  be  thanked  heartily.  Amen.  I  have  been  humiliated 
by  this  disappointment,  but  corrected.  We  were  all  too  high. 
I  bow. 

''Aug.  5th.  Finished  my  lecture,  bui  much  harassed  in 
money  matters.  Went  out  in  all  the  horrors  of  an  execution, 
which  I  got  delayed  till  Tuesday.  Came  home  and  finished 
my  lecture.     Yet  I  trust  in  God.     He  will  carry  me  through. 

"  7th.  Occupied  all  day  with  preparations  for  lecture — 
God  grant  it  success.      Heard  of  Rumohr's  death. 

"  8th.  Thank  God,  my  lecture  was  the  most  brilliant  suc- 
cess. How  mysteriously  am  I  influenced  I  O  God,  accept 
my  deepest  gratitude.  Amen.  Many  members  were  there 
and  cheered  me  much.  It  was  the  completest  success  in  a 
lecture  I  ever  had. 

"  llth.  Hankered  after  my  divine  art,  but  feel  oppressed 
by  my  ill  treatment.  I  hope  in  God  I  shall  recover  my  en- 
thusiasm, but  at  present  1  am  exceedingly  shocked,  though 
my  lecture  proved  1  still  stood  in  the  public  feeUng  higher 
than  ever. 

"  I4:th.  Another  day  to  go  through.  Stale,  flat,  and  un- 
profitable are  days  to  me.  I  want  change.  A  fortnight  by 
the  sea  would  restore  me.  My  wife  and  daughter  want  it 
too  ;  but  we  have  little  hope.  I  am  waiting  for  sitters  I  de- 
test, and  could  vomit  over.  As  poor  Ingres  said,  '  Je  vomi- 
rais  pour  trois  jours'  I  say,  '  Pour  toujours.'  All  this  is 
wicked,  for  I  trust  in  God.  My  sitters  came,  but  I  was  so 
nervously  disgusted  I  told  them  frankly  it  was  not  my  forte. 
I  presented  them  with  a  drawing,  and  begged  them  to  let  me 
oft'.  They  were  so  kind,  they  saw  the  propriety.  They  shook 
hands  ;  and  when  they  were  gone  I  hurried  away  throne  and 
chairs,  and  felt  as  if  I  had  got  out  of  a  thunder-cloud  that 
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oppressed  me.  I  breathed  and  looked  up  at  Alexander  with 
glory.     Huzza  I  huzza  I 

"  Y5th.  I  went  to  Southwell  to-day  to  get  lodgings  at  a 
farm-house  for  my  daughter,  and  was  so  delighted  with  the 
air  and  freshness,  I  sucked  it  in  like  nectar. 

"  It  was  a  long  time  before  the  turbulent  ambition  of  my 
mind  could  relish  it ;  but  at  last  I  was  fairly  vanquished,  and 
this  day's  air  has  completely  revived  me.  The  buds,  the  sun, 
the  meadows,  all  have  sunk  deep  into  my  nature,  and  made 
me  a  new  being.      Thanks  to  God  I 

"  \Qth.  I  felt  yesterday  exactly' as  Satan  felt  when  he  en- 
tered Paradise — '  Saw  undelighted  all  delight.' 

"3ls^.  Last  day  of  August.  Sir  George  Cockburn  sat 
three  quarters  of  an  hour  at  the  Admiralty.  I  w'as  determ- 
ined to  bring  him  out  about  Napoleon  ;  so,  after  a  little  pre- 
liminary chat,  I  said,  '  Sir  George,  this  is  an  opportunity 
which  may  never  occur  again.  May  I  ask  you  one  or  two 
questions?'  'You  may.'  'Why  did  you  think  meanly  of 
Napoleon  ?'  '  I'll  tell  you,'  said  he.  '  When  I  went  to  him 
with  Lord  Keith,  I  went  prepared  to  admire  him.  He  be- 
haved violently  ;  said  I  should  pass  over  his  cadavre,  that  he 
would  not  go  to  St.  Helena,  and  so  forth.  Not  caring  for  all 
this,  I  said,  "At  what  hour  shall  I  send  the  boat?"'  I  for- 
get Sir  George's  continuation,  for  the  servant  came  in.  After 
ansM^ering  the  servant,  rather  nettled  at  the  interruption,  he 
went  on  to  say,  '  I  came'at  the  hour  next  day  to  take  him  on 
board  the  Bellerophon,  prepared  to  use  force,  and  ready  even  for 
bloodshed.  To  my  utter  wonder,  he  skipped  away,  and  went 
on  board  without  a  word.  After  all  those  threats,  what  do 
you  think  of  that  ?  At  dinner  he  talked  indecently  before 
women,  and  burst  forth  and  gave  me  a  whole  history  of  his 
Egyptian  campaign,  puffing  himself  grossly — in  fact,  he  would 
talk  of  nothing  but  himself  When  we  got  to  St.  Helena,  we 
rode  out  to  choose  a  situation.  He  wished  to  have  the  house 
in  which  a  family  were  instayitly.  I  explained  that  a  week's 
notice  was  only  decent.  He  said  he  could  sleep  under  a  tent. 
As  they  rode  down  the  hill,  I  showed  him  the  room  I  meant 
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to  occupy.  Napoleon  said,  "  That  is  the  very  room  I  should 
like  ;"  so  it  was  given  up  to  him.  Then  he  complained  of 
the  sentries.  They  were  withdrawn,  and  sergeants  put  in- 
stead. Then  he  complained  of  them,  and  gave  his  honour, 
if  they  were  removed,  he  would  never  violate  his  limits.  I 
yielded,  and  that  very  night  he  went  into  the  town.  He 
then  asked  for  the  4000  Napoleons  taken  from  him,  which  was 
granted ;  and  he  bought  up  all  the  gold  lace  and  green  baize 
in  the  town  to  dress  up  his  suite,  and  spent  days  in  carving 
and  arranging  this  gold  lace.  Now,  these  are  my  reasons  for 
thinking  meanly  of  him.  He  told  me  lies  repeatedly;  and 
after  granting  him  my  own  room  at  his  own  request,  he  wrote 
the  government  that  he  had  been  forced  into  one  room.* 

"  September  1st.  Sir  George  sat  again  to-day.  He  said, 
of  the  three  (Nelson,  CoUingwood,  and  St.  Vincent),  Colling- 
wood  was  the  best  seaman.  He  said  Nelson's  Agamemnon 
was  not  in  the  best  order.  He  knew  Sir  Sidney  Smith  well ; 
admired  him  ;  but  would  not  have  intrusted  him  with  a 
fleet.  He  said  Acre  was  the  very  place  for  him.  He  was 
not  of  that  high  order  of  mind  the  others  were. 

"  Ath.  Went  and  removed  my  cartoons.  Thus  ends  the 
cartoon  contest ;  and  as  the  very  first  inventoi  and  beginner 
of  this  mode  of  rousing  the  people  when  they  were  pro- 
nounced incapable  of  relishing  refined  works  of  art  without 
colour,  I  am  deeply  wounded  at  the  insult  inflicted.  These 
Journals  witness  under  what  trials  I  began  them — how  I 
called  on  my  Creator  for  His  blessing — how  I  trusted  in 
Him,  and  how  I  have  been  degraded,  insulted,  and  har- 
assed.     0,  Lord  I  Thou  knowest  best.     I  submit.     Amen. 

**  5th.  Awoke  severely  pained  at  the  insult.  Went  out  of 
town  to  see  Mary.     The  air  and  peace  relieved  me. 

•"  6th.  Awoke  again  physically  depressed.  '  I  got  up,  say- 
ing, 'Is  this  Benjamin  Robert  Haydon  ?  I'll  see  if  I'll  be 
conquered  by  cartoons.'  I  resolved  to  do  some  violent  bodily 
exercise  ;  so  I  moved  out  all  my  plasters,  cleaned  the  win- 
dows myself  (I  don't  wonder  servants  have  good  appetites) — 
I  dusted,  and  got  smothered  ;  lifted  till  my  back  creaked,  and 
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rowed  the  servant  for  not  cleaning  my  plate  (2  forks,  1  table- 
spoon, and  6  teaspoons  ;  1  pepper-box  and  1  salt-spoon).  In 
fact,  by  perspiration  and  violent  effort  I  cleared  out  the  cob- 
webs, and  felt  my  dignity  revive.     Now  I  am  safe. 

"  19th.   Perhaps  I  have  presumed  too  much  on  the  good- 
ness of  my  Creator — appealed  to  Him  too  much  and  too  freely. 

"  People  M'onder  why  I  have  been  so  treated  ;  but  a  mo- 
ment's reflection  would  explain  it.  Authority,  property,  and 
law  have  been  so  long  established  in  England,  and  such  great 
results  have  been  the  consequence  of  their  security,  that  it  is 
considered  better  to  put  up  with  any  oppressions  from  author- 
ity, however  infamous,  than  to  endanger  its  dignity  by  any  re- 
sistance, however  just.  I  was  oppressed  by  authority  ;  I  re- 
venged it  successluUy,  and  exposed  my  oppressors  before  a 
Committee  of  the  House.  It  was  necessary  that  I  should  be 
punished  as  a  warning  to  others.  My  oppressors  are  acute 
and  talented,  malignant  and  envious  men.  They  are  ever 
on  the  watch  to  see  that  I  am  not  patronized,  or  employed, 
or  distinguished,  because  I  am  as  acute  and  talented  as  they 
are,  without  their  envy  ;  and  inasmuch  as  they  are  determ- 
ined to  prevent  any  appearance  of  my  being  sanctioned,  how- 
ever indirectly,  by  commission  or  reward,  I  am  determined 
to  give  every  reward  a  tendency,  as  it  were  a  sanction, 
against  them.  Though  I  first  planned  the  decoration  of  the 
Lords  (1812),  made  sketches  (1819),  and  put  them  on  can- 
vass (1835),  and  laid  them  before  all  the  ministries  in  suc- 
cession, down  to  Sir  Robert  Peel — though  in  my  evidence  I 
first  planned  a  central  school  of  design  and  branch  schools, 
and  first  mentioned  the  Lords'  decoration,  the  Academy,  the 
government,  and  the  Commission  thoroughly  understand  each 
other.  They  have  all  made  up  their  minds  that  I  must  be 
sacrificed  as  a  successful  rebel,  because  I  have  succeeded  in 
spite  of  four  ruins,  and  will  keep  my  ground  in  spite  of  four 
more.  My  cartoons,  therefore,  it  was  clearly  predetermined, 
were  not  to  be  rewarded,  on  the  principle  of  authority  being 
supported  at  all  hazards.  Every  artist  of  any  feeling  saw, 
whatever  merit  there  might  be  in  my  cartoons,  1st,  that  they 
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were  the  cartoons  of  a  painter  who  could  execute  them  with 
the  brush  ;  2d,  that  no  principle  of  art  had  been  neglected,  as 
applicable  in  them  ;  and,  3dly,  that  though  there  were  two 
or  three  disproportions,  from  the  smallness  of  the  room  in. 
which  they  were  executed,  a  day's  labour  would  have  rem- 
edied them  ;  and  because  a  shoulder  might  be  a  trifle  too 
heavy,  or  a  calf  a  trifle  too  large,  to  deny  reward  to  works 
whose  character,  expression,  and  knowledge  of  construction 
were  self-evident,  was  unjust,  tyrannical — particularly  taking 
into  consideration  that  they  were  known  to  be  by  a  man  who 
made  the  very  first  Cartoon-display  ever  made,  and  who, 
wherever  the  art  was  in  danger  from  any  cause,  has  shown 
light,  whatever  were  or  might  be  the  consequences. 

"  If  among  the  English  nobility  there  had  ever  existed  a 
desire  for  High  Art,  why  did  no  commission  follow  Reynolds's 
Hercules  strangling  the  Serpents,  Flaxman's  Designs,  Hil- 
ton's Christ  Rejected,  Etty's  Holofernes,  my  Solomon,  and 
Lazarus,  and  Xenophon,  or  West's  Lear  ?  *  We  have  no 
houses,'  said  the  Duke  to  me  ;  I  could  have  said  to  him, 
'How  comes  it  your  Grace  hangs  up,  in  your  staircase  at 
Strathfieldsaye,  Fuseli's  conception  of  Satan  calling  up  the 
Rebel  Angels,  a  picture  of  gigantic  size,  which  you  bought 
for  a  trifle  at  his  sale  ?'  It  is  not  that  there  is  no  genius. 
It  is  not  that  there  is  no  room.  It  is  not  that  there  are  no 
houses.  It  is  that  you  have  no  desire — no  taste — no  sensi- 
bility to  the  honour  of  your  great  country,  where  art  is  con- 
cerned. Your  Lordships  throw  the  blame  on  the  artists 
where  you  alone  are  concerned  and  to  blame.  You  sub- 
scribe to  British  Galleries,  to  societies,  to  raffles,  and  to  be- 
nevolent funds,  as  you  would  to  Grisi's  benefit  or  Lablache's 
concert,  because  it  is  a  part  of  your  duty,  as  men  of  iash- 
ion,  to  keep  up  your  splendour  during  the  season  ;  but  you 
have  no  love  of  art  further  than  as  it  ministers  to  your  van- 
ities, or  transcribes,  for  the  admiration  of  posterity,  the  grace 
and  beauty  of  your  wives  and  children. 

"  The  whole  effervescence  will  be  allowed  to  die  away 
again,  and  nothing  will  do  but  the  people  taking  art  in  their 
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own  hands,  and  commissioning  artists  to  execute  great  works 
for  great  public  places.  At  present,  with  all  their  enthusi- 
asm, they  are  not  educated  enough  to  prevent  their  becom- 
ing the  victims  of  jobbers,  and  therefore  I  fear  to  push  such 
a  principle  yet  (though  it  is  the  only  plan  to  be  effected), 
from  the  condition  of  the  aristocracy,  who  are  totally  unfit  to 
conduct  such  a  scheme. 

"  2()th.  Spent  the  whole  day  with  a  lion,  and  came  home 
with  a  contempt  for  the  human  species.  Before  the  day  was 
over  we  got  intimate.  He  showed  me  his  hideous  teeth,  and 
affectionately  leaned  his  head  aside  as  I  patted  him,  suffered 
me  to  touch  his  paw,  and  smooth  his  mane.  The  lioness  was 
in  heat,  and  as  playful  as  a  kitten,  and  on  my  stooping  down 
to  get  my  port  crayon,  gave  me  an  affectionate  pat  on  the 
head  like  the  blow  of  a  sledge-hammer,  but  I  luckily  had  my 
hat  on.  The  lion  and  lioness  were  kept  separate.  I  made 
most  useful  studies,  and  came  home  rich  in  knowledge  and 
ready  to  begin. 

"  30^/z..  Last  day  of  the  month.  During  a  few  days  at  the 
latter  end  I  have  worked  well,  but  since  15th  April  I  have 
never  done  my  duty.  Two  months  laid  up,  and  the  rest  har- 
assed, disappointed,  and  tormented.  But  I  have  now  recov- 
ered from  the  pain  and  shock  of  being  so  badly  treated,  and 
am  fairly  at  work.  Did  Bucephalus  to-day  by  completing  the 
head.  For  the  blessings  of  this  month,  accept  my  thanks,  O 
God,  and  may  I  remedy  soon  the  evil.  Amen,  with  all  my 
soul." 

From  a  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Sutherland  (October  2d). 

"  Be  assured  I  have  broken  a  hard  shell,  and  found  more 
ashes  than  fruit. 

"  Ditlerent  treatment  when  I  was  a  diligent  and  obedient 
student  would  have  made  me  a  different  man. 

"  My  education  was  imperfect :  I  was  never  taught  the 
properties  of  self  command,  and  I  flung  myself  from  my  home 
on  the  world  ready  to  revenge  insult  and  keenly  alive  to  op- 
pression. 

"  Oppression  is  always  more  likely  to  elicit  the  vices  than 
the  virtues  of  the  most  gentle. 
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"  I  am  now  hard  at  work  on  Alexander  killing  a  Lion,  as 
the  only  subject  likely  to  make  me  bear  up  under  a  cloud  of 
mental  tortures  which  make  me  wonder  my  faculties  remain 
clear,  I  believe  I  am  meant  to  try  the  experiment  how  much 
a  human  brain  can  bear  without  insanity,  or  a  human  consti- 
tution without  death." 

"  Ath.  Finished  my  sketch.  As  I  wanted  advice,  I  wrote 
to  Collins  to  come  and  see  the  picture,  as  I  always  consid- 
ered Collins  one  of  us — Wilkie,  Jackson,  and  myself — and 
sound  in  imitation.  He  called,  and  we  talked  as  usual  about 
the  Academy.  Whenever  Wilkie,  Jackson,  and  I  met,  that 
was  the  first  question.  An  Academician  comes  to  me,  or  I 
ask  him  to  come — he  immediately  supposes  I  have  an  ulterior 
view.  I  may  regret  and  do  regret  the  loss  of  early  friend- 
ships, which  my  advocacy  of  my  principles  occasioned  ;  but  I 
never  regret,  and  never  will,  the  impulses  which  inspired  it. 
They  always  mistake  raj  private  regrets  {or  public.  I  would 
do  exactly  as  I  did  if  I  had  to  act  over  again,  but  I  regret 
the  position  which  obliged  me  to  do  it.  I  should  like  to  have 
kept  my  position  in  private  friendship,  but  I  would  sacrifice  it 
again,  as  I  have  done,  on  a  principle  of  public  duty,  if  it  were 
required. 

"  If,  therefore,  I  say  to  Collins  or  to  any  old  friend,  *  I  re- 
gret our  separation,'  it  is  not  that  I  regret  the  cause,  but  that 
separation  was  the  C07iseqi(ence  of  the  cause. 

"  \lth.  Went  to  Brighton  to  sketch  Nelson's  secretary, 
Wallis,  who  wrote  and  sealed  Lord  Nelson's  celebrated  letter 
to  the  Crown  Prince  at  Copenhagen.  I  sketched  him.  He 
has  a  fine  head.     I  returned  to  dinner  ;   so  much  for  steam. 

"  I'dth.  Lectured  at  Greenwich  on  the  Elgin  Marbles. 
The  people  exceedingly  enthusiastic.  The  people  of  this  great 
country  are  more  fit  to  receive  Grand  Art  than  the  aristocra- 
cy are  to  grant  it. 

"  ^Oth.  Out  the  whole  day  on  money,  as  I  have  to  pay 
Frank's  term  money,  or  he  loses  it. 

"The  last  day  of  the  month.  In  September  I  did  the 
Lion.     In  October  I  have  done  Bucephalus,  and  ought  to 
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have  concluded  Alexander,  but  money  distresses  have  hin- 
dered me.  I  conclude  the  month  in  gratitude  to  God  for 
still  having  food,  clothing,  a  bed,  a  house,  a  love,  and  a  brain. 
^^  November  ^th.  0  God,  bless  me  this  day.  Amen. 
"A  day  lost.  I  went  into  the  city  to  get  time  as  usual, 
and  returned  in  doubt.  Worked  at  my  picture  in  sorrow,  set 
my  drapery  for  to-morrow,  and,  under  God's  blessing,  will 
paint,  if  the  Lord- Chancellor  and  all  his  host  knock  the  door 
down. 

"  1th.  Worked  delightfully  hard.  Threatened  with  a  writ 
at  one ;  begged  till  to-morrow,  worked  away,  and  got  Alexan- 
der nearly  complete.  The  writ  came  at  eight.  The  delight 
I  had  to-day  is  almost  a  compensation  for  months  of  sorrow. 
At  it  again  to-morrow  morning  at  eight,  with  God's  blessing. 
"  ISth.  The  Alexander  is  nearly  done.  How  grateful  I 
feel  to  God  for  all  his  mercies  during  its  progress. 

"  Put  in  Alexander's  head  19th  April ;  worked  till  middle 
of  May;  then  burned  my  foot;  laid  up  and  wrote  till  July. 
The  Cartoon  decision  (being  ill  from  long  confinement)  shook 
me  by  its  injustice  ;  began  again  in  September,  till  now — 
altogether  four  months  at  the  picture.  July  and  August  out 
of  town,  now  and  then.  Painted  several  sketches  ;  rubbed 
in  Nelson. 

"  2Sth.  Painted  a  little  Napoleon  in  four  hours  ;  wetted  a 
little  wax  in  oil,  but  I  don't  like  it.  Alexander  still  laid 
aside  till  I  fly  at  the  ground  in  a  day  or  two  ;  I  have  every 
prospect  of  getting  through  my  weekly  payments.  I  trust  in 
God  with  all  my  heart.  Did  He  ever  fail  me  except  when 
I  angered  him  by  siu  ?  Never.  I  got  two  orders  last  night, 
cheap  ;  but  it  is  better  to  work  for  small  payment,  and  to 
get  out  of  debt,  than  to  stand  on  your  pride,  and  then  be 
obliged  to  borrow  after  doing  the  Grand  Seigneur. 

'■'■  December  &th.  Nearly  finished  another  Napoleon  in  four 
hours — nine  to  one. 

"  \^th.  Worked  hard,  and  finished  another  Napoleon — 
•  Haydon,  patent  for  rapid  manufacture  of  Napoleons  mus- 
ing.'     This  is  the  eighth  ;    Kearsey's,  from  which  the  en- 


1843.]  TURNING  OUT  NAPOLEONS.  421 

graving  is  made,  the  first ;  Sir  Robert's,  second ;  Duke  of 
Sutherland's,  third  ;  Rogers',  fourth  ;  t5ir  John  Hanmer's. 
fifth ;  Bennoch's,  Twentyman's,  and  Hardy's,  three  city 
friends,  sixth,  seventh,  and  eightii. 

"  I6th.  Worked  furiously  for  seven  hours,  and  nearly  did  a 
repetition  in  small  of  Curtius.  Sent  home  two  Napoleons,  in 
small — seventh  and  eighth.  I  have  resolved  to  paint  cheap 
and  small,  rather  than  borrow  ;  so  far  it  succeeds,  and  I  hope 
God  will  bless  it,  and  that  1  may  get  out  of  debt.  This  week 
I  have  been  blessed,  and  have  worked  hard. 

"  I9th.  Worked  and  finished  a  small  Curtius,  and  rubbed 
in  a  Napoleon — the  ninth. 

"  22d.  '  How  to  paint  a  Historical  Picture,'  and  '  How  to 
make  use  of  Ancient  Sculpture  applied  to  the  forms  of  High 
Art,'  would  be  two  capital  subjects  for  new  lectures.  Com- 
posed a  letter  on  professors  of  art  at  Oxibrd  and  Cambridge  be- 
fore going  to  sleep,  between  four  and  five,  and  awoke  again  at 
seven,  brimming.  Worked  and  finished  Napoleon  ;  got  in  an- 
other Napoleon.  Met  a  friend  in  Pall  Mall  who  possesses  that 
head  of  Lorenzo  de  Medici ;  1  collared  him,  and  said,  '  Your 
life  or  a  Napoleon  ?'  He  burst  out  laughing,  and  said,  'A  Na- 
poleon, of  course  ;'  so  I  went  home  and  got  it  in  before  four. 

"  30th.  Finished  Alexander  to-day  at  the  British  Institu- 
tion, by  toning  down  the  sky,  and  the  whole  looked  strong 
and  rich  ;  how  Sir  George  would  have  relished  its  mode  of 
colour  and  touch  I  I  thank  God  for  all  his  mercies  during 
the  whole  thing.  Had  I  not  had  a  great  picture  to  fly  to,  I 
could  not  have  stood  my  ground.  1  have  Macbeth  and  Na- 
poleon rubbed  in  for  instant  application  ;  I  carried  my  lunch 
with  me,  and  did  what  no  mortal  ever  did  before  in  that 
room,  broiled  it  on  the  coals,  and  with  a  pint  of  the  coldest 
pump  water,  lunched  heartier  than  the  Gtueen.  It  was  the 
south  room,  where  all  that  were  illustrious  and  great  have 
walked  on  those  splendid  nights  we  used  to  have — Davy, 
Wilkie,  Talma,  Lamb,  Hazlitt,  Beaumont,  Madame  De  Stael, 
Talleyrand,  Canning,  Wellington,  Lady  Jersey,  and  my  own 
love,  Mary.     Such  is  human  destiny  I     Alexander  the  Great 
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was  before  me — a  mutton-chop  on  the  coals,  I  had  just 
written  to  Wordsworth,  full  of  poetry  on  my  reflections  at 
being  alone  in  a  gallery  where  I  had  seen  such  splendid 
scenes  and  such  ilhistrious  people.  My  chop  was  cooked  to 
a  tee  ;  I  ate  it  like  a  Red  Indian ;  and  drank  the  cool  trans- 
lucent with  a  gusto  a  wine-connoisseur  knows  not.  I  then 
thought  the  distant  cloud  was  too  much  advanced  ;  so,  toning 
it  down  with  black,  I  hit  the  mark,  and  pronounced  the  work 
done — lo  Pcea7i ! — and  I  fell  on  my  knees  and  thanked  God, 
and  bowed  my  forehead,  and  touched  the  ground,  and  sprang 
up,  my  heart  beating  at  the  anticipation  of  a  greater  work, 
and  a  more  terrific  struggle. 

"  This  is  B.  R.  Haydon  —  the  real  man  —  may  he  live  a 
thousand  years  I  and  here  he  sneezed — lucky  I 

"  30^/i.  It  is  past  two,  and  I  am  retiring  to  rest.  In  less 
than  sixty  minutes  1843  will  be  swallowed  up  in  the  gulf 
of  time  ;  1823  was  my  first  ruin — 1843  nearly  brought  me 
again  to  prison  ;  but  I  never  was  better,  and  have  got 
through.  I  have  lived  to  carry  the  great  principle  of  state 
support,  and,  as  Wilkie  said,  to  be  convinced  I  shall  be  the 
least  likely  to  taste  its  fruits.  Such  is  the  gratitude  of  mankind 
to  those  who  tell  them  the  truth,  and  devote  themselves  to 
their  service.  My  sons  are  doing  well ;  my  Mary  is  as  lovely 
as  ever;  my  own  health  stronger  than  at  eighteen  ;  my  faith 
in  God  now  become  an  instinct,  and  my  want  of  money  the 
same  ;  I  have  got  through  another  great  work,  if  not  the 
greatest,  Alexander,  and  am  now  fit  for  others.  0  God  I 
bless  the  beginning,  progression,  and  conclusion  of  1844  ;  and 
though  I  have  less  sin  to  repent  of  than  ever  I  had  before,  let 
me  at  its  conclusion  have  conquered  even  that  I 

"  Amen,  in  gratitude  and  peace,  amen." 

1844. 

"January  \st.  Worked  and  nearly  did  a  large  Napoleon's 
head  ;  had  a  rough  canvass  with  a  delicious  tooth. 

"  2d.  Finished  the  body  of  Napoleon  ;  went  out  on  busi- 
ness in  snow  and  sleet.     The  head  and  hat  looked  well. 
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"  Sd.  Finished  the  Napoleon  figure  in  three  days  ;  I  could 
do  it  in  one  summer  day  ;  to-morrow  for  the  sea,  the  next  for 
the  sky. 

"  Ath.  Another  day  of  work  ;  God  be  thanked  I  Put  in 
the  sea — a  delicious  tint.  How  exquisite  is  a  bare  canvass, 
sized  alone,  to  paint  on  ;  how  the  colour  drags  over  ;  how  the 
slightest  colour,  thin  as  water,  tells  ;  how  it  glitters  in  body  ; 
how  the  brush  flies  —  now  here  —  now  there  ;  it  seems  as  if 
face,  hands,  sky,  thought,  poetry,  and  expression  were  hid  in 
the  handle,  and  streamed  out  as  it  touched  the  canvass. 
"What  magic  I  what  fire  I  what  unerring  hand  and  eye  !  what 
fancy  I  what  power  I  what  a  gift  of  God  I  I  bow  and  am 
grateful. 

"  10th.  It  is  extraordinary  what  a  guard  I  am  obliged  to 
keep  on  myself  The  moment  the  excitement  of  a  great  work 
is  over,  if  I  do  not  go  at  another,  I  am  sure  to  burst  out — in 
writing.  My  brain  seems  to  require  constant  pressure  to  be 
easy,  and  my  body  incessant  activity.  In  a  great  public  work 
alone  I  shall  ever  find  rest,  which  will  never  be  afforded  me. 
"  Moved  the  Napoleon  to  the  gallery  ;  it  looked  well. 
"  14?/i.  Half  the  month  is  gone,  and  I  have  done  my  duty  : 
carry  me  through  the  remainder,  0  thou  most  merciful  Being  I 
Amen.  I  have  income-tax,  and  Heaven  knows  what  to  pay  ; 
but  I  trust  where  I  have  trusted  so  often  before.  These  first 
fourteen  days  I  have  done  my  duty  well ;  I  have  prepared 
two  pictures  for  completion,  and  I  hope  to  get  successfully 
through  them.  I  am  convinced  my  mind  would  have  sunk 
had  I  not  had  Solomon  in  early  life,  and  Alexander  last  June 
to  contend  with  and  fly  to  :  a  great  work  under  all  circum- 
stances is  a  stimulus  to  exertion." 

The  question  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds's  authorship  of  his 
Discourses  was  revived  this  year  by  an  assertion  of  The 
Times  reviewer  of  Wilkie's  life,  that  Burke  '  had  touched  up 
and  revised,  if  he  did  not  altogether  write.  Sir  Joshua's  Dis- 
courses.' The  subject  had  before  this  occupied  Haydon's  at- 
tention, but  he  was  now  lucky  enough  to  obtain,  through  Sir 
Joshua's  surviving  niece,  Mrs.  Gwatkin,  conclusive  evidence 
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that  the  Discourses  were  entirely  of  Sir  Joshua's  own  compo- 
sition, written  indeed,  in  great  part,  in  his  niece's  presence, 
and  without  any  assistance  from  Burke.  Mrs.  Gwatkin,  then 
living  at  Plymouth,  and  in  her  eighty-ninth  year,  writes  (on 
the  11th  of  January), 

"  Intimately  associated  as  I  was  with  my  uncle  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds,  and  conversant  as  I  was  both  with  his  occupations 
and  habits,  I  can  take  upon  myself  positively  to  assert  that 
he  was  the  author,  the  unassisted  author,  of  the  Discourses  on 
Painting.  The  numerous  MSS.  that  I  have  in  my  possession, 
penned  by  my  uncle  on  various  subjects,  and  often  in  my  pres- 
ence and  that  of  my  sister,  the  Marchioness  of  Thomond,  when 
it  was  his  habit  to  walk  up  and  down  the  room  in  which  we 
were  sitting,  and  as  the  thought  occurred  commit  it  to  paper, 
and  the  subject  of  those  thoughts,  is  a  convincing  proof,  and 
would  furnish  such  proof  to  any  person  of  literary  talent,  that 
Sir  Joshua  possessed  a  mind  of  original  conception  and  con- 
siderable power,  needing  no  assistance  from  Burke  either  in 
composition  or  '  retouching'  of  his  discourses  ;  and  as  Burke 
and  my  uncle  were  men  of  dissimilar  and  characteristic  talent, 
and  Burke  had  not  that  conception  of  idea  as  to  the  art  of 
painting  which  must  have  originated  in  my  uncle's  mind,  the 
unfair  calumny  on  his  fame  can  have  no  credible  foundation 
with  those  who  either  knew  him  or  Burke. 

"  Northcote,  in  his  preface  to  the  life  of  Sir  J.  R.,  says, 
'  Another  motive  to  my  undertaking  this  subject  was  that 
some  of  the  circumstances  which  I  had  to  relate  might  help 
to  clear  Sir  Joshua  in  respect  to  the  unwarrantable  ideas 
many  persons  had  entertained,  that  he  was  not  the  author  of 
his  own  Discourses.' 

"  In  regard  to  Farringdon  I  know  not  that  he  was  the  im- 
mediate cause  of  my  uncle's  resignation,  as  Sir  J.  R.  does  not 
mention  his  name  in  his  account  of  that  transaction  ;  but  I 
will  give  you  a  little  extract  I  have  just  made  from  the  MS. 
I  have  relative  to  it,  without  being  able  to  throw  any  light 
upon  who  the  spokesman  is  meant  to  be.  'An  Academician, 
who  has  long  been  considered  as  the  spokesman  of  the  party, 
demanded  who  ordered  those  drawings  to  be  sent  to  the  Acad- 
emy. President  answered  it  was  by  his  order.  Asked  a  sec- 
ond time  in  a  still  more  peremptory  tone,  and  the  president 
said,  '  I  did.'  '  I  move  that  they  be  turned  out,  or  sent  out 
of  the  room.     Does  any  one  second  my  motion?'     I  have  to 
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apologize  ibr  being  so  long  in  answering  your  note,  and  am 
yours,  kc,  Theophila  Gwatkin." 

"  25th.  My  birth-day — fifty-eight.  Good  heavens  !  Forty 
years  ago  I  surveyed  my  acquirements  and  life,  and  planned 
a  course  of  study.  The  course  of  study  I  have  pursued  was 
in  French,  Italian,  Latin,  and  Greek.  I  think  I  do  not  know 
an  atom  more  than  I  did  at  eighteen.  Worked,  but  not 
pleased  with  the  Duke's  head.  I  was  warming  some  oil 
when  it  caught  fire,  and  roared  up  the  chimney  ;  a  good 
omen  on  my  birth-day.  I  shall  yet  make  a  blaze  in  the 
world  more  than  ever." 

Painting  Napoleons,  in  all  manners  of  musings,  had  now 
become  regular  bread  and  cheese  work  with  Hay  don. 

"  February  \st,.  Worked,  and  finished  a  sketch  of  Curtius, 
and  began  to  finish  another  of  Romeo  and  Juliet.  Alexander 
they  have  not  hung  up  at  the  Gallery.  I  fear  some  preju- 
dice. They  took  Napoleon  and  Saragossa,  which  are  old 
pictures,  but  declined  hanging  Alexander.  This  is  the  first 
time  such  an  insult  occurred  to  me.  As  I  get  older,  I  fear  it 
will  be  repeated. 

"  \5tlL.  Worked  well,  and  finished  a  small  sketch  of  Na- 
poleon in  his  bed-room  the  night  before  his  abdication,  1814. 

"  IQtJi.  Thank  the  Duke  of  Sutherland,  who  sent  me  X25, 
and  ordered  me  to  send  my  cartoon  of  Edward  the  Black 
Prince  to  Stafford  House.  I  hope  he  means  to  buy  it.  I  felt 
such  agony  at  my  want  of  money,  while  I  had  legal  securities 
coming  due,  that  in  the  middle  of  the  night  I  awoke  and  felt 
as  if  the  Lord  had  quite  deserted  me.  I  turned  over  my  late 
actions,  and  found  as  little  sin  as  might  be  expected,  perhaps 
less.      1  appealed  to  God  for  mercy. 

"  2Qth.  Worked  gloriously,  and  got  in  Napoleon  in  Fon- 
tainebleau  Garden.  Three  musings — Fontainebleau — Bed- 
room— Ocean. 

"  2\st.  Went  to  poor  Von  Hoist's  funeral — a  young  man 
of  considerable  genius,  who  died  from  disappointment,  in  the 
prime  of  life,  who  felt  his  want  of  nature,  and  candidly  told 
me  so,  but  said  it  was  too  late,  which  was  a  mistake.     As  his 
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sister  stood  liiioerins:  at  the  brink  of  the  ^rave,  I  thought  what 
a  touching  subject  it  would  make — '  The  last  Look  ;'  and  when 
the  service  was  reading  in  the  dim  chapel,  the  Resurrection 
and  Judgment,  on  each  side  in  fresco,  entered  into  my  head. 
Oh,  if  I  am  not  let  loose  before  I  die,  what  a  pity  it  will  be  I 

"  One  of  the  women  said  to  me,  with  the  greatest  simplicity, 
'  We  are  all  so  delighted  at  this  mark  of  respect  to  poor  Theo- 
dore, and  he  will  be  delighted  too.' 

"  2od.  Worked  hard,  and  got  another  Napoleon  done, 
musing  the  night  before  his  abdication,  1814. 

''  29th.  End  of  February.  I  thank  God  for  all  his  mercies, 
and  they  have  been  great.  I  have  painted  a  dozen  Napoleon 
sketches,  finished  Alexander,  painted  a  large  Napoleon.  Sure- 
ly I  have  done  my  duty.     I  could  not  have  done  more. 

"  March  4th.  Worked  well,  and  finished  Napoleon  medi- 
tating at  Marengo. 

"  5th.  Worked  con  fur  o?'e,  and  finished  Napoleon  in  Egypt, 
musing  on  the  Pyramids  at  sunrise.      Collins  called. 

'•  6fh.  Got  in  and  sketched  the  Duke  and  Copenhagen. 

"  7th.  Nearly  finished  the  Duke  and  Copenhagen.  I  have 
painted  nineteen  Napoleons.  Thirteen  musings  at  St.  Hel- 
ena, and  six  other  musings,  and  three  Dukes  and  Copenha- 
gens.      By  heavens  I  how  many  more  ? 

"  It  is  impossible  to  get  that  equality  of  gemmy  sm^face 
Reynolds  and  the  old  masters  got  but  by  impasting  the  whole 
canvass  before  you  begin,  and  painting  into  it.  Equal  quan- 
tities of  mastic  varnish  and  old  raw  linseed  oil  (half  a  pint 
each),  a  bit  of  pure  wax  as  big  as  your  thumb,  and  without 
spermaceti  (be  sure),  makes  a  divine  vehicle,  simmered  ten 
minutes  over  a  chafing-dish,  not  over  the  fire  in  the  grate, 
for  I  upset  the  whole  and  it  went  roaring  up  the  chimney. 
Engines  came,  and  I  was  forced  to  pay  £1  lis.  Sir  Joshua 
paid  £5  5s.  for  the  same  thing. 

"  9th.  Worked  at  the  Duke.  Sent  home  six  Napoleons 
musing,  five  guineas  apiece.  What  would  Sir  George,  Lord 
Mulgrave,  and  Wilkie  say  to  this  ?  Got  orders  for  three  more 
at  six  guineas.     At  any  rate,  this  is  rising. 
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"'You  will  be  compelled,'  said  Buvke  to  Barry,  'to  do 
any  thing  for  any  body,  and  you  will  go  out  of  the  world 
fretted,  disappointed,  and  ruined.'  If  I  do,  may  I  be  d — d. 
Hem  !" 

Mention  has  often  been  made  in  the  journals  of  Haydon's 
anxiety  to  see  Art  professorships  at  the  Universities.  This 
idea  had  found  a  distinguished  supporter  in  Mr.  Greswell,  of 
AVorcester  College,  Oxford.  But  the  Oxford  man  thought,  of 
course,  of  working  with  the  aid  of  the  established  authorities 
— the  Academy  and  the  minister.  This  would  not  do,  in 
Haydon's  opinion. 

"  20th.  Wrote  all  day  and  finished  my  lecture  on  English 
High  Art.  Blazed  gloriously  at  the  latter  part.  The  sim- 
plicity of  Oxford  professors  is  delightful.  Greswell,  at  Wor- 
cester, read  a  lecture  on  Professors  of  Art,  which  I  proposed, 
1840.  It  was  received,  as  my  offer  was,  with  pleasure.  Up 
comes  the  simple  man — never  comes  to  me,  but  goes  to  the 
Academy.  They  invite  him  to  dine,  pump  him  of  his  inten- 
tions, find  he  means  to  write  Peel.  They  prepare  Peel  for 
the  application,  and  sneer  at  the  whole  thing.  Greswell 
falls  into  the  snare,  writes  Sir  Robert,  gets  the  usual  official 
reply,  and  is  thunder-struck  at  his  apathy.  Back  he  goes, 
finds  the  dons  entirely  altered,  now  the  minister  is  cool,  and 
the  plan  is  thrown  back  two  degrees." 

This  month  Haydon  visited  and  lectured  again  at  Liver- 
pool and  Manchester,  painting  a  brace  of  Napoleons  at  first, 
I  suppose,  to  raise  funds  for  his  journey. 

"  23<:Z.  Came  down  to  Liverpool  by  train  with  a  young 
blood,  who  talked  away  about  the  House,  till  the  awful  and 
usual  question  from  me,  'Are  you  a  member  ?'   quieted  him. 

"  2^th.  Took  a  hot  sea-bath.  Awoke  this  morning  with 
that  sort  of  audible  whisper  Socrates,  Columbus,  and  Tasso 
heard  :  'Why  do  you  not  paint  your  own  six  designs  for  the 
House  on  your  own  foundation,  and  exhibit  them  ?'  I  felt 
as  if  there  was  no  chance  of  my  ever  being  permitted  to  do 
them  else,  without  control  also.  I  knelt  up  in  my  bed,  and 
prayed  heartily  to  accomplish  them,  whatever  might  be  the 
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obstruction,  as  I  had  got  through  my  other  works.  I  will  be- 
gin them  as  my  next  great  works  ;  I  feel  as  if  they  will  be 
my  last,  and  I  think  I  shall  then  have  done  my  duty.  0 
God  I  bless  the  beginning,  progression,  and  conclusion  of 
these  six  great  designs,  to  illustrate  the  best  government  to 
regulate  without  cramping  the  energies  of  mankind.  Grant 
me  health  of  mind  and  body,  vigour,  perseverance,  and  un- 
daunted courage  ;  Jet  no  difficulty  or  want  obstruct  me  ;  but 
let  me  put  forth  to  their  full  intensity  the  powers  of  mind 
with  which  Thou  hast  blessed  me,  to  thy  glory,  and  the  ele- 
vation and  innocent  pleasure  of  my  country  ;  and  grant  the 
moral  duties  due  to  my  dear  children  and  wife  may  not  be 
neglected,  whatever  may  be  my  ambition,  my  delight,  my  rap- 
ture in  my  art.  Above  all,  let  me  daily  implore  Thy  bless- 
ing, and  fearlessly  believe  in  Thy  aid  till  the  great  M'ork  be 
accomplished,  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

"  One  of  the  most  remarkable  days  and  nights  of  my  life, 
I  slept  at  the  Adelphi  last  night,  high  up,  and  just  at  break 
of  day  I  awoke,  and  felt  as  if  a  heavenly  choir  was  leaving 
my  slumbers  as  day  dawned,  and  had  been  hanging  over  and 
inspiring  me  while  I  slept.  I  had  not  dreamed,  but  heard 
the  inspiration.  When  I  was  awake,  I  saw  the  creeping 
light.  If  this  be  delusion,  so  was  Columbus's  voice  in  the 
roaring  of  the  Atlantic  winds  ;  but  neither  was,  and  under 
the  blessing  of  God  the  result  shall  show  it  as  to  myself — 
but  only  under  his  blessing. 

"  Aj)ril  1 6//i.  I  this  day  lectured  at  the  Royal  Institution, 
Albemarle  Street,  where  Davy,  Coleridge,  and  Campbell  had 
lectured  before  me.  I  have  been  kept  from  this  for  nine 
years  by  the  apprehensions  the  Academicians  contrived  to  ex- 
cite in  the  minds  of  the  managers.  Hamilton  proposed  me 
two  years  ago,  and  every  one  voted  against  me.  This  year 
the  managers  appealed  to  him  to  apply  to  me.  He  said, 
'  No ;  apply  yourselves.  You  refused  me,  to  you  belongs  the 
gaucherie  of  asking  him.'  They  did  so  ;  and  I,  seeing  the 
great  advantage  of  the  hit,  Burked  my  pride  (as  Burke  ad- 
vised) and  closed.     There  was  a  stir  in  fashion  about  my 
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lectures,  as  if  w?/  style  was  not  adapted  to  this  audience  ;  but 
I  am  happy  to  say  it  was  a  complete  hit.  I  read  them  the 
same  lecture  I  read  at  the  Mechanics',  at  Oxford,  and  at  Liv- 
erpool, and  thus  have  made  a  hit  among  all  classes  of  so- 
ciety. 

"  ISth.  Occupied  and  harassed  in  a  just  distribution  of  my 
gains.  Obliged  to  leave  out  the  good-natured  to  get  rid  of 
the  ill-natured.     Not  just." 

The  following  letter  from  Haydon's  life-long  friend,  Sey- 
mour Kirkup — a  name  familiar  to  all  English  lovers  of  art 
who  know  Florence,  and  to  whom  we  owe  the  discovery  of 
Giotto's  portrait  of  Dante  in  the  hall  of  the  Podesta — gives  a 
graceful  and  interesting  detail  of  the  fete  of  the  Buonarotti 
family,  in  the  Palazzo  where  their  great  ancestor  lived  and 
worked. 

"  I  thought  of  you  the  other  night.     I  received  a  kind  note 
from  the  Chevalier  Cosimo  Buonarotti  to  come  to  their  fete, 
the  birth-day  of  M.  A.     There  I  met  young  Michelagnolo,  the 
painter  (very  like  the  Vecchio  in  the  face  before  he  let  his 
beard  grow  to  a  fashionable  point),  and  Faustina,  the  lady 
you  formerly  heard  of,  now  grown  gray,  but  a  very  nice  En- 
glish-looking gentlewoman.     Her  daughter  is  lately  married. 
Ugly   but  attractive.     Well.     There  was  the  house  full  of 
company,  nobility,  arts,  sciences,  and  all  the  talents — music 
— a  grand  cantata  written  for  the  occasion  by  a  first-rate 
maestro,  and  sung  by  a  niece  of  Cosimo's,  a  first-rate  private 
singer,  the  famous  Testa,  and  the  famous  gallery  lighted  up 
and  turned  into  a  buffet  for  tea  and  ices,  all  brilliant  and 
happy.     At  the  top  of  the  gallery,  in  his  niche,  sits  the  hero 
himself;   a  fine  statue,  with  much  of  the  style  of  Lorenzo  in 
the  chapel,  only  not  so  gloomy.     I  never  saw  it  well  before, 
for  it  is  between  the  windows.     It  is  very  alive  and  noble, 
and  he  was  crowned  for  the  occasion  with  a  massive  gold 
wreath,  that  agreed  so  with  the  action  that  he  seemed  to  feel 
it  and  exult.      I  am  no  sniveller,  but  I  should  have  wept  out- 
right with  an  unaccountable  pleasure  if  I  had  been  alone.     I 
could  hardly  master  as  it  was.     The  gallery  was  built  by  his 
nephew  Leonardo  (several  of  whose  books  I  have  with  his 
name  in  them),  and  he    employed  the  best  painters   of  his 
school.     It  is  about  forty  feet  long  and  fifteen  broad.     On 
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each  side  are  four  large  pictures,  life  size,  divided  by  pilasters, 
and  two  doors.  The  subjects  are  scenes  in  the  life  of  M.  A. 
in  Rome,  with  different  Popes,  in  Florence,  at  the  siege,  &c.; 
of  course,  the  costumes  and  likenesses  are  authentic.  At  the 
bottom  is  one  large  unfinished  fresco  by  his  own  hand,  be- 
tween two  doors.  The  ceiling  is  divided  into  a  number  of 
compartments  by  richly  gilt  cross  beams,  and  each  contains  a 
painting  relating  to  him. 

"  The  family  are  poor,  but  Cosimo  has  got  on  in  the  law. 
He  is  a  judge — a  mild,  weak  sort  of  man — and  he  speaks  very 
good  English,  as  his  sister  Faustina  does  likewise.  Michel- 
agnolo  is  their  first  cousin.  He  is  younger,  and  a  painter,  and 
not  so  well  off.  He  possesses  a  villa,  with  some  chalk  sketches 
on  the  wall  by  the  great  one. 

"  N.B. — I  have  a  bass-relief  sketch  in  terra-cotta  which  I 
had  from  the  walls  of  the  Grotti  Palace  in  Venice,  (Andrea 
was  his  friend.)     A  Jupiter  and  Antiope,  first-rate. 

"  They  (the  B.'s)  possess  quantities  of  letters  and  a  thick 
volume  of  inedited  MS.  in  his  own  hands,  which  there  is  no 
mistaking.  The  most  extraordinary  of  all  his  successors  was 
the  father  of  Cosimo,  Fihppo,  who  died  in  Paris  long  ago.  He 
wrote  an  account  of  the  conspiracy  of  Baboeuf,  of  which  he 
was  himself  a  magna  pars.  You  may  see  it  at  any  library. 
The  title,  Co7ispiratio7i  j^our  Vegalite,  elite  de  Baba^uf,  par 
Ph.  Bumiarroti.     Bruxelles,  1828,  2  vols,  in  8vo." 

"  22cl.  Called  on  Mrs.  Stewart  Mackenzie  at  Old  Palace, 
Richmond.  Breakfasted,  and  had  a  delightful  talk.  Colonel 
Fraser,  latterly  of  the  Guards,  who  lost  his  leg  at  Burgos, 
was  there,  and  set  me  down  on  his  return.  We  had  a  most 
delightful  chat  about  the  Duke. 

"  He  told  me  the  men  always  knew  when  the  Duke  was  at 
head-quarters  because  they  got  their  sleep  as  well  as  he  his. 
"When  the  Duke  was  absent  the  men  were  always  harassed, 
from  the  anxiety  of  the  officer  in  command. 

"  He  said  the  Duke,  as  soon  as  he  had  foreseen  and  pre- 
pared every  thing,  slept  like  a  top,  or  sat  down  quietly  and 
wrote  a  long  letter  about  any  thing  but  military  matters. 

"  Colonel  Fraser  said  it  was  curious  to  see  the  security  of 
every  body  if  they  knew  or  saw  the  Duke  was  present. 

"  30^/2.  Lectured  at  the  Royal  Institution,  and  finished  the 
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introductory  lectures — three.  It  is  a  great  triumph  indeed 
to  have  made  people  of  fashion  go  through  the  process  of  an 
artist,  and  I  hope  it  will  have  its  effect. 

"  Several  men  of  fashion  were  present,  and  took  an  interest 
in  the  proceedings,  and  many  women  of  fashion  and  beauty. 

"  These  principles  must  sink  deeper,  and,  having  gone 
through  all  classes  of  society,  I  trust  in  God  I  have  laid  the 
foundation  of  a  thorough  reform, 

"  Thus  ends  April,  and  I  have  not  painted  the  whole  month 
— but  I  really  wanted  repose. 

'*  May  Ist.  I  this  day  again  (after  lecturing  till  I  am  ex- 
hausted, twenty-two  lectures  in  sixteen  days,  and  beginning 
again  the  instant  I  came  to  town)  have  reset  my  palette. 
It  pains  me  even  to  leave  it.  O  God  I  bless  my  recommence- 
ment, progression,  and  conclusion  till  the  end  of  the  year,  and 
while  I  live. 

"  1th.  Lectured  at  the  Royal  Institution. 

"  There  is  a  picture  at  the  Academy  by  Mulready,  which 
is  as  great  an  epoch  in  the  colour  of  our  domestic  school  as 
was  Wilkie's  Blind  Fiddler  in  composition — The  Whistonian 
Controversy. 

"  lOth.  O  God  I  bless  the  conception,  execution,  and  con- 
clusion of  my  new  work  begun  this  day.  Let  me  bring  it  to 
a  successful  conclusion,  and  bless  it  with  sale  and  success. 
Let  no  necessity  or  difficulty  deter  nor  ill  health  injure  or  de- 
lay me.     Amen. 

"  Rubbed  in  Uriel  and  Satan. 

'•  Wrote  Tite,  the  architect  of  the  Royal  Exchange,  point- 
ing out  the  opportunity  which  the  flats  on  the  Royal  Ex- 
change offered  for  a  series  of  designs  illustrating  the  rise  and 
progress  of  our  commercial  greatness." 

This  year  the  competition  in  fresco,  supplementary  to  that 
in  cartoons,  was  opened  in  "Westminster  Hall,  to  which  Hay- 
don,  disheartened  by  his  previous  ill  success,  did  not  send  any 
thing. 

"  18i/j.  At  my  dear  Harman's  sale — Sir  Joshua's  Age  of 
Innocence  fetched   £1596  ;    Hobbima  (Smith's   Catalogue. 
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118),  £1942  105.  ;  Le  Bonnet  Vert,  £693  ;  Jan  Stein  (No. 
43  S.  Cat.),  £630;  (S.  Cat.  114),  Ostade,  £1386  (1320 
guineas);  Vandevelde  (S.  Cat.  21),  £1399,  '  Le  Coup  de 
Canon.'  The  National  Gallery  bid  1510  guineas  for  the  Sir 
Joshua.  I  met  Sir  John  Hanmer  yesterday.  He  said,  '  Do 
you  compete  for  this  fresco  ?'  *  No,  certainly  ;  I've  had  enough 
of  competition.'  '  The  fortune  of  war,'  said  he.  '  No,  Sir 
John,'  said  I, '  the  treachery  of  the  enemy.' 

"  These  sales  are  rnelancholy — Sir  George  Young's,  Lord 
Lansdowne's,  Sir  Joshua's,  Wilkie's,  and  now  Harman's. 

"  \^th.  As  I  sit  looking  at  my  picture,  Uriel  and  Satan,  I 
can  not  help  remembering  the  friends  now  gone  who  used  to 
call  in  on  a  Sunday,  and  talk,  and  criticise,  and  cheer  up — 
Lord  Mulgrave,  Sir  George,  Wilkie,  Jackson,  General  and 
Augustus  Phipps.  How  all  was  hope,  novelty,  and  anticipa- 
tion— and  after  forty  years  of  most  anxious  study,  I  am  again 
at  it  in  just  as  much  necessity,  or  more,  as  when  I  painted 
my  first  picture  in  1806 — thirty-eight  years  ago.  Hardly 
any  one  now  feels  an  interest  in  my  proceedings  ;  yet  my 
proceedings  always  do  excite  an  interest,  and  my  fate  is  not 
fulfilled.  My  dear  old  friends  are  passed,  and  have  led  the 
way.  After  a  few  years  I  must  follow  them.  The  state  of 
things  is  melancholy.  I  anticipate  nothing  from  the  prom- 
ised opportunity  for  fresco.  The  spaces  are  contemptibly 
small.  The  nature  of  fresco  decoration  does  not  seem  un- 
derstood. 

"  The  sale  of  small  pictures  yesterday  has  made  a  deeper 
impression  on  me  than  all  advice.  It  is  only  by  moderate- 
sized  works  a  reputation  gets  into  possession  of  foreign  na- 
tions. The  size  of  life,  or  small  canvasses,  will  secure  re- 
ward, and  not  lose  reputation.  The  gems  of  Sir  Joshua  are 
as  broad  as  Michael  Angelo's  execution.  They  are  in  the 
true  grand  style  of  execution  for  any  size,  and  yet  by  the 
moderation  of  his  canvass  he  is  admissible  any  where.  My 
object  has  been  to  create  and  rouse  up  a  high  feeling  for  art, 
which  full-sized  works  only  give  ;  but  I  ought  not  to  be  ac- 
cused of  shrinking  if  I  more  frequently  now  suit  the  capaci- 
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ties  of  my  purchasers.  I  shall  write  all  this,  and  then  order 
a  canvass  12  by  10.  I'll  combine  the  two  more  than  I  have 
ever  done,  and  see  the  result.  Perhaps  it  will  be  the  same, 
without  the  same  support  from  conscience  which  a  great 
work  always  gives — sale  or  no  sale. 

"  23d.  Raffled  Saragossa  to-day  :  J.  G.  Lockhart,  Esq.,  in 
the  chair  ;  Lord  Colborne  threw  30,  Lord  Northampton  30. 
Duke  of  Sutherland  26,  and  Webb,  my  old  pupil,  11,11,  10 
(32),  winning.  He  was  an  old  pupil,  introduced  to  me  by 
Sir  George  Beaumont,  1819.  He  became  disgusted.  Set 
up  butter  shops — has  three  in  the  town — has  made  proper- 
ty, and  patronizes  his  old  master — poor  Webb  I  There  were 
thirty  subscribers  ;  the  Duke  had  six  shares.  Eucles,  Xen- 
ophon,  and  now  Saragossa,  were  all  raffled.  Newman  Smith 
won  Eucles,  Duke  of  Bedford  Xenophon,  and  Webb  Saragossa. 

"  June  Ath.  I  am  tormented  with  hypochondria  and  mel- 
ancholy. The  thought  of  the  Emperor  of  Russia's  arrival, 
to  whom  I  was  presented  twenty-eight  years  ago,  and  the 
humiliations  I  have  undergone  since  I  saw  him,  is  literally 
shocking. 

"  9t,h.  Horace  Vernet  called  when  I  was  out.  I  regret  it 
much.  Since  the  Emperor  has  been  here,  I  have  not  had 
a  quiet  thought.  He  went  to-day,  and  I  am  glad  of  it,  be- 
cause I  was  not  in  the  position  I  was  in  twenty-eight  years 
ago  ;   and  I  should  have  felt  pain  to  have  met  him  again. 

"  lOth.  Horace  Vernet  called  to-day  after  I  called  on  him, 
and  we  had  a  regular  burst.  I  called  him  'Le  Paixhan  de 
Peintres'  at  which  he  laughed — 'ie  soldat  de  Vart.'  I 
showed  him  Napoleon  musing,  and  he  immediately  sketched 
for  me  his  two  uniforms — chasseur's  and  grenadier's — which 
1  framed  and  kept,  because  they  are  correct.  He  wished  a 
hearty  farewell,  said  my  Uriel  was  '  Michel  Angelesque,^ 
but  found  fault  with  the  right  knee.  He  asked  for  my  other 
pictures,  and  told  me  on  his  return  with  the  King  he  would 
see  them,  and  spend  longer  time  with  me. 

"  \9th.  I  went  to  the  Cartoons,  and  dined  with  a  pupil  at 
Richmond,  at  the  Star  and  Garter.     I  met ,  the  sculp- 

YoL.  n.—T 
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tor,  who  told  me  his  rencontre  with  the  Duke  of  Wclhngton. 
The  Duke  had  written  Storr  and  Mortimer  he  would  see 
on  Wednesday  ;  they  told  him  nothing  of  it  till  Wednes- 
day afternoon.  Ofi^  he  set  on  Thursday,  and  came  on  the 
Duke  when  he  was  deeply  studying  some  papers,  and  details 
connected  with  India  (I  suspect  the  Affghanistan  affair),  and 
after  keeping  him  waiting  a  whole  day,  which  he  had  set 
aside. 

**  The  Duke  came  down  as  soon  as was  announced, 

and  on  entering,  flew  at  him  in  a  fury.  told  me  he  in- 
cluded in  the  most  violent  imprecations  himself,  with  all 
other  artists,  for  what  he  called  '  tormenting  him,'  adding 
that  his  career  was  over  at  forty- seven,  and  asking  why  they 

could  not  be  content  with  what  they  had  done  already.     

said  he  hent  his  fist  to  knock  the  clay  model  to  pieces  ;  but 
the  Duke  got  up  on  the  horse,  and modelled  away. 

"  When  he  had  done  sitting  he  withdrew,  and  took 

his  bag  up  to  the  steward,  and  was  about  to  retire  to  the  inn 
to  dine.     The  steward  said,  '  Sir,  the  Duke  expects  you  at 

dinner,  and  to  sleep  here,'     '  Tell  the  Duke,'  said ,  *  I'll 

be  hanged  if  I  dine  at  the  table  of  any  man  who  uses  me  as 
he  has  done,' 

" went  to  the  inn,  and  was  drinking  his  wine,  when 

he  saw  a  groom  galloping  toward  the  house.     He  inquired 

for  Mr, .     He   was  shown  in.     said,  '  Tell  the 

Duke  I'll  neither  dine  at  his  table  nor  sleep  at  his  house.' 

"  The  next  day  he  went  again.  The  Duke  came  in,  in  a 
very  bad  temper,  and  said,  '  I  suppose  I  may  read  my  letters.' 

He  sat  and  read,  and  tore  open  his  letters  in  a  fury  ; 

finished.     The  Duke  began  to  melt  and  excuse  himself,  and 

offered  to  sit  again,  but declined.     Since  then  the  Duke 

told  Mortimer,  the  silversmith,  he  would  sit  again,  I  like 
this,  as  it  is  amiable  ;  but would  not  accept  it. 

**  I  like  this  burst  of  character  ;  and,  thank  God  I  he  is  like 
ourselves.     assured  me  he  had  exaggerated  nothing. 

"  15th.  Altered  Napoleon's  coat  according  to  Horace  Ver- 
net's  correction.     My  children's  French  master,  who  directed 


1844.]    FRESCOES  IN  THE  ROYAL  EXCHANGE.       435 

me  in  having  a  coat  made  for  Sir  Robert's  picture,  must  have 
been  an  impostor, 

"  27^/2..  I  spent  the  morning  in  the  Exhibition,  and  narrow- 
ly scrutinized  every  picture.  Macready  by  Briggs,  and  the 
President  of  the  Pharmaceutical  Society  by  poor  "William  Al- 
len, are  fine  and  powerful.  There  is  not,  besides,  a  really 
fine  picture  in  the  rooms,  except  Mulready's  "Whistonian  Con- 
troversy, which  is  exquisite.  Creswick's  scenery  and  Danby's 
Artist's  Holiday  are  exquisite  in  their  way  ;  but  there  is  not 
a  single  picture  in  the  whole  place  which  gives  evidence  of 
power  to  manage  a  great  public  work." 

In  July  came  a  gleam  of  hope  of  work  in  which  Haydon 
would  have  gloried.  The  Commission  for  building  the  Royal 
Exchange  inquired  of  Mr.  Tite,  their  architect,  as  to  the  cost 
of  decorating  the  panels  of  the  Merchants'  area  with  frescoes. 
The  architect  immediately  wrote  to  make  the  inquiry  of  Hay- 
don, who  at  once  answered  : 

"July  11. 

"  Dear  Sir, — I  was  honoured  by  your  question,  and  I  am 
most  happy  to  answer  it,  as  you  know  I  have  always  enter- 
tained a  conviction  that  historical  fresco  decoration  was  es- 
sential to  the  completion  of  the  new  Royal  Exchange. 

*'  There  are  twenty-four  large  spaces  and  eight  small  ones. 
The  large  ones  might  be  filled  with  a  series  of  beautiful  fres- 
co illustrations  of  our  rise,  from  the  earliest  to  the  latest  pe- 
riod of  commercial  greatness.  The  small  might  contain,  in 
chiaroscuro,  portraits  of  the  greatest  men  who  have  contrib- 
uted to  that  rise.  The  whole  series  might  be,  like  the  ceiling 
and  the  building,  under  the  direction  of  one  man  and  his  as- 
sistants, as  abroad  ;  but  if  other  artists  have  to  share,  they 
should  be  constrained  in  their  respective  sides  to  carry  out 
their  part  only  of  one  great  consistent  object ;  and  every  sub- 
ject they  paint  in  that  side  should  first  be  approved  by  Com- 
mittee and  Architect,  as  part  of  the  original  plan. 

"  Unless  this  be  a  positive  law,  confusion  and  failure  will 
be  the  result. 

"  With  respect  to  the  estimate,  it  may  be  impossible  to  be 
quite  correct  to  XlOO  ;  but  if  one  man  only  has  the  direction, 
he  could  certainly  accomplish  the  whole,  without  loss,  for 
£3500 — the  Architect  supplying  the  two  first  coats  of  mortar 
before  his  last  intonaco. 
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"  Perhaps  the  safest  way  would  be  to  make  an  experiment. 
A  fine  fresco  might  be  painted  on  the  right  side  of  the  prin- 
cipal entrance,  developing  the  earliest  mode  of  commerce. 
For  one  only  X300  is  not  too  much. 

"  Or  two  might  be  painted  each  side  ;  the  first,  commerce 
at  its  least — the  second,  at  its  greatest ;  the  earliest,  the  one 
at  the  right,  being  the  beginning ;  the  one  at  the  left,  the 
end.      Both  could  be  done  for  £400. 

"  Or  the  whole  west  end  might  be  done  as  an  experiment, 
but  still  to  be  part  of  the  great  whole  (when  the  whole  was 
done),  for  £1000. 

"  To  conclude,  my  dear  Sir,  £3500  would  prevent  any 
man  who  undertook  the  whole  from  losing  ;  £4000  would 
put  £500  in  his  pocket ;  and  £5000  would  enable  him  to  lay 
by  in  the  funds  for  old  age  and  decrepitude. 

"  I  respectfully,  without  presuming  to  suppose  your  letter 
had  any  reference  to  myself,  ofi'er  to  undertake  one,  or  two,  or  a 
whole  end  as  experiments  ;  or  I  respectfully  ofier  myself^ — per- 
fectly delighted  to  do  so — to  undertake  the  whole  for  £3500. 
"  I  am,  my  dear  Sir,  yours,  &c.,         B.  R.  Haydon." 

This  estimate  staggered  the  Commission,  and  the  idea  was 
abandoned. 

Here  is  a  criticism  on  the  frescoes  exhibited  this  year  in 
Westminster  Hall,  with  a  justification  of  his  own  withrawal 
from  the  competition  : 

"  21st.  The  frescoes  are  by  no  means  what  they  ought  to 
be.  Instead  of  carrying  the  beauties  of  oil  into  fresco,  they 
seem  delighted  to  carry  the  horrors  of  fresco  into  oil. 

"  All  the  flesh  of  their  frescoes  looks  as  if  dipped  in  a  tan- 
pit,  so  utterly  are  they  M'ithout  cool  tones.  If  they  can  put 
blue  into  the  sky,  surely  they  can  put  a  due  mixture  of  it  into 
the  flesh.  There  are  also  no  reflections,  and  the  effect  is  hot, 
and  offensive,  and  dirty  ;  black,  sooty,  as  if  painted  with  boiled 
fish-eyes. 

"  They  say  any  established  artist  ought  to  try  again,  al- 
though unjustly  dishonoured.  Surely  not.  Were  he  certain 
of  justice,  he  would  tiy  ;  but  he  may  have  able  and  influential 
enemies  who  will  seize  the  chance  to  give  him  a  final  gripe. 

"  After  the  cartoon  affair  of  1843,  many  of  them,  on  meet- 
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ing  me,  expressed  astonishment  I  had  kept  my' health,  and 
conchided,  'What  is  the  reason  of  this  extraordinary  stamina 
— is  it  here  ?'  (laying  their  hands  on  my  chest).  Their  air 
was  exactly  as  if  they  had  been  looking  out  for  my  death. 

"  I  have  no  objection  to  compete,  if  employed  to  do  so  ;  but 
we  all  know  the  lurking  disposition  which  exists  to  lower 
established  repute  by  pushing  forward  youthful  promise.  Is 
it  prudent — would  it  be  wise,  even  if  there  were  no  prejudices 
against  me,  to  risk  fame  by  contact  with  boys  who  have  no 
fame  to  lose  ?  I  say  no.  Excite  the  young  by  the  hopes 
competition  generates,  but  do  not  accuse  established  artists  of 
shrinking  if  they  refuse  to  enter  the  lists  when  all  the  bad  pas- 
sions are  their  opponents,  and  when  all  that  is  amiable  is  sure 
to  be  enlisted  on  the  side  of  those  who  have  a  name  to  get. 

"On  this  principle  I  will  not  again  compete  until  em- 
plo^'ed." 

Six  artists  were  commissioned  in  July  to  execute  frescoes — 
Maclise,  Redgrave,  Dyce,  Cope,  Horsley,  and  Thomas.  Of 
these,  the  second  and  last  did  not  execute  frescoes.  The  fres- 
coes now  in  the  House  of  Lords  are  the  work  of  the  remain- 
ing four. 

"  2od.  In  thus  again  being  left  out  from  the  artists  em- 
ployed to  decorate  the  Lords,  I  am  justified  in  concluding 
there  exists  a  determination  to  exclude  me  forever  from  all 
employment  in  that  direction. 

"  26^/t.  By  the  blessing  of  God,  to  whose  mercy  I  bow,  I 
this  day,  by  an  advance  of  <£100  from  a  pupil,  have  been 
saved  from  ruin.  Could  I  be  but  employed,  I  should  be 
placed  on  a  footing  of  security  ;  but  in  Him  I  trust,  and  doubt 
not  He  will  protect  me.  How  merciful  have  been  my  extri- 
cations !  I  am  brimming  with  gratitude — may  I  deserve  pro- 
tection I 

''August  14?/i.*    Began   a  new  Journal — God  bless  me 

*  The  twenty-sixtb  and  last  volume  of  the  Journals  opens  at  this 
date  with  the  mottoes  "  Nil  magnum  absque  labore  ;"  and  "  Love  not 
the  world,  neither  the  things  that  are  in  the  world.  If  any  man  love 
the  world,  the  love  of  the  Father  is  not  in  him." — 1  John,  ii.,  15. 
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at  the  beginning,  in  the  progression,  and  to  the  end.  '  Let 
thine  ear  be  attentive,  and  thine  eyes  open,  that  Thou  mayst 
hear  the  prayer  of  thy  servant,  which  I  pray  before  Thee  now, 
day  and  night.' 

"Wrote  my  life — second  volume.  Copied  a  magnificent 
letter  of  Keats's. 

"  I5th.  Worked  and  finished  the  head-tackling  of  the  Duke's 
horse,  in  George  the  Fourth  and  the  Duke  visiting  Waterloo, 
but  worked  lazily. 

"  26^/i.  Wandering  —  misery  —  thinking  —  concluding. 
Came  home  more  fatigued  than  the  hardest  day's  work  makes 
me.  Impulse  is  but  a  quicker  perception  of  reasons  that  prove 
the  truth.  Bought  the  Report  on  the  Decoration  of  the  House. 
The  two  most  important  papers  are  Hallam's  and  Mahon's, 
on  the  principle  of  decorating  the  Houses  of  Parliament. 
Hallam  judiciously  maintains  the  subjects  should  not  be  con- 
fined to  England,  Mahon  the  reverse.  Yet  Mahon  refutes 
himself  when  he  very  sensibly  says, '  The  English  people  have 
known  how  to  combine  the  greatest  security  to  property  with 
the  greatest  freedom  of  action.'  Undoubtedly.  And  in  dec- 
orating the  Houses  of  Parliament,  this  great  doctrine,  and 
this  alone,  ought  to  be  the  basis,  for  the  illustration  of  which 
all  subjects  to  be  painted  ought  to  be  selected. 

"  This  is  but  another  view  of  what  I  have  laid  down  at 
Edinburgh,  Oxford,  Liverpool,  and  London,  viz.,  'The  best 
government  to  regulate  without  cramping  the  energies  of 
man,'  abstractedly.  Lord  Mahon  applies  this  to  England 
particularly,  and  wishes  it  to  be  illustrated  by  English  sub- 
jects alone.  I  maintain  it  can  not,  and  so  does  Mr.  Hallam ; 
and  Lord  Mahon,  in  his  choice  of  subjects  to  illustrate  this 
great  doctrine,  brings  forward  subjects  which  have  no  refer- 
ence to  it  at  all,  as  a  principle,  and  shows  the  insufficiency 
of  English  history  alone  to  do  it. 

"  Yet  Anarchy — Democracy — Despotism  —  Revolution  — 
Jury  and  Monarchy — can  be  illustrated  by  English  history. 

"  September  2d.  Made  a  study  of  Uriel  from  nature.  Al- 
ways make  an  actual  study  from  a  head — never  mind  how 
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Ugly — to  get  the  look  of  nature  ;  then  adapt,  but  always  with 
actual  nature  as  the  basis. 

"  3d.  I  should  be  happy,  if  it  pleased  God,  to  die  in  my 
painting-room,  after  the  successful  completion  of  some  grand 
head.  In  truth,  I  have  no  other  real  delight ;  but  I  should 
be  happier  if  my  mind  did  not  overrun  in  writing  and  deduc- 
tions. 

"  After  painting,  I  always  look  back  at  the  time  I  have 
lost  in  writing,  but  still  I  go  on  writing. 

"  7th.  Out  and  superintended  the  restretching  of  Solomon, 
began  1812,  finished  1813,  thirty-two  years  ago.  I  really  am 
astonished  at  the  picture,  and  so  will  the  country  be  by-and- 
by.  When  one  thinks  of  the  trash  now  exhibited,  good  God  I 
I  had  it  put  on  a  new  frame,  and  hope  to  preserve  it.  I 
think  it  is  the  varnish  which  makes  pictures  so  brittle.  This 
was  only  varnished  once.  It  was  painted  in  oil,  glazed  in 
oil,  varnished,  and  then  I  rubbed  in  oil  to  prevent  chill.  I  do 
not  wonder  at  the  enthusiasm  of  the  people  at  seeing  such  a 
work  come  out  from  a  young  man  of  twenty-six,  in  the  midst 
of  the  hootings  of  the  world. 

"  9th.  My  son  Frank  ill — very  anxious.  Rubbed  in  a  Na- 
poleon, and  settled  Uriel,  Worked  con  furore,  and  with  ef- 
fect. Frank  better  ;  he  has  knocked  himself  up  with  hard 
work.     All  in  this  house  work  hard. 

"  lOtJi.  Exceedingly  harassed  about  my  son.  Set  my 
palette.  Bored  by  incessant  calls.  My  Uriel  is  making  a 
sensation  already ;  I  am  very  proud  of  it.  I  think  the  head 
of  Uriel  the  finest  thing  I  ever  did,  except  the  head  of  Laz- 
arus. Now  for  anxiety,  gossip,  calls,  and  young  artists.  I 
never  had  a  moment's  rest,  and  the  day  passed  in  folly. 
Dennys,  my  employer,  called,  and  was  pleased  beyond  expres- 
sion. I  exult  at  Uriel's  head,  but  I  ought  to  humble  myself  in 
gratitude  to  God  for  such  a  mercy. 

"  20th.  Out  the  whole  day  on  money.  The  Tutor  having 
resigned  at  Jesus',  requires  the  balance  of  my  son's  College 
account,  £140  4s.  6d.,  at  four  days'  notice.  The  trouble  and 
anxiety  are  dreadful.     Frank  is  quite  recovered  from  a  nerv- 
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ous  fever,  and  I  dared  not  tell  him  ;  and  the  dread  of  having 
him  degraded,  if  I  were  not  punctual,  was  agonizing.  Ben- 
noch  and  Twenty  man  advanced  £100  on  my  sketch  of  George 
IV.  visiting  Waterloo,  so  I  have  got  £40  4s.  6d.  to  make  up. 
I  trust  where  I  have  always  trusted,  and  shall  never  trust  in 
vain.     How  grateful  I  am  .' 

"21st.  Three  whole  days  have  I  been  racing  to  raise  the 
money  to  save  my  dear  boy  at  Cambridge,  and  succeeded. 
God  be  thanked  I     His  mercies  have  been  great  indeed. 

"  Thus  ends  the  week,  in  which  I  ought  to  fall  down  on 
my  knees,  and  bow  my  head  to  the  earth  for  raising  up  such 
friends  to  me  as  Bennoch  and  Twentyman." 

A  bequest  of  £500  having  been  left  to  the  trustees  of  St. 
James's  Church,  Bermondsey,  for  the  purchase  of  an  altar- 
piece,  the  trustees  invited  artists  to  send  in  sketches,  the 
sketch  selected  to  be  executed  by  midsummer,  1846,  to  the 
satisfaction  of  two  persons  of  competent  judgment,  and  the 
sketches  to  be  sent  in  by  the  4th  of  December. 

Haydon  and  Eastlake  were  ultimately  selected  as  judges, 
and  their  choice  fell  on  a  sketch  by  Mr.  John  Wood,  who  aft- 
erward executed  the  picture,  though  not  to  the  satisfaction  of 
Haydon,  who  offended  the  young  man  mortally  by  the  blunt- 
ness  of  his  criticism. 

There  is  little  worth  extracting  in  the  Journals  till  the  end 
of  October,  during  all  which  time  Haydon  was  hard  at  work 
on  his  Uriel  and  Satan.  He  notes  this  lack  of  thought  in  his 
Journals  himself,  and  attributes  it  to  his  having  fallen  from 
**  the  solitary  grandeur  of  High  Art." 

"  Oct.  4th:  The  art  with  me  is  becoming  a  beastly  vulgar- 
ity. The  solitary  grandeur  of  historical  painting  is  gone. 
There  was  something  grand,  something  poetical,  something 
touching,  something  inspiring,  something  heroic,  something 
mysterious,  something  awful,  in  pacing  your  quiet  painting- 
room  after  midnight,  with  a  great  work  lifted  up  on  a  gigan- 
tic easel,  glimmering  by  the  trembhng  light  of  a  solitary  can- 
dle, '  when  the  whole  world  seemed  adverse  to  desert.'  There 
was  something  truly  poetical  in  devoting  yourself  to  what 
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the  vulgar  dared  not  touch — holding  converse  with  the  Great 
Spirit ;  your  heart  swelling,  your  imagination  teeming,  your 
being  rising." 

On  competition  I  find  : 

"  15th.  The  whole  system  of  competition  will  be  a  failure. 
It  is  not  the  way.  It  was  not  the  way  great  men  of  former 
days  were  selected.  It  may  do  for  young  men,  but  selection 
among  the  established  is  the  principle,  and  they  will  then 
form  the  youth.  One  commission  to  an  established  man  is 
worth  all  the  competition  that  ever  was,  and  ever  will  be." 

Now  appeared  the  first  volume  of  his  Lectures. 

"  26th.  Hard  at  work,  and  finished  a  fourth  Curtius.  How 
grateful  to  God  I  am  that  I  have  lived  to  bring  out  my  first 
volume  of  Lectures  I     I  pray  God  it  may  be  successful  I" 

The  following  extract  has  an  interest  at  this  moment,  in 
connection  with  the  cleaning  of  the  pictures  at  the  National 
Gallery. 

"  Nov.  6th.  Went  to  the  National  Gallery,  and  found  the 
Rubens  of  Moses  and  Brazen  Serpent  utterly  ruined  during 
the  vacation — the  whole  of  the  tone  and  superb  glazing  rub- 
bed ofi'.  It  is  one  of  his  Italian  pictures  painted  at  Genoa. 
What  would  Sir  George  and  Sir  Joshua  say  ? 

"  Worked.  My  Journal  seems  to  have  lost  all  its  copious- 
ness and  inspiration. 

"  16th.  They  may  talk  as  they  please  of  the  sufferings  of 
humanity,  but  there  is  nothing  so  excites  my  sympathy  as  the 
helpless  sufferings  of  a  fine  old  oil  picture  of  a  great  genius. 
Unable  to  speak  or  remonstrate,  touching  all  hearts  by  its 
dumb  beauty,  appealing  to  all  sympathies  by  its  silent  splen- 
dour, laid  on  its  back  in  spite  of  its  lustrous  and  pathetic  looks, 
taken  out  of  its  frame,  stripped  of  its  splendid  encasement, 
fixed  to  its  rack  to  be  scraped,  skinned,  burned,  and  then  var- 
nished in  mockery  of  its  tortures,  its  lost  purity,  its  beautiful 
harmony,  and  hung  up  again,  castrated  and  unmanned,  for 
living  envy  to  chuckle  over,  while  the  shade  of  the  mighty 
dead  is  allowed  to  visit  and  rest  about  his  former  glory,  as  a 
pang  for  sins  not  yet  atoned  for. 

T  2 
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"  2it,h.  This  day  another  large  canvass  was  put  up  for  one 
of  my  series  of  six  pictures,  my  original  designs  for  the  House 
of  Lords.  I  see  they  are  resolved  that  I,  the  originator  of  the 
"whole  scheme,  shall  have  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  it ;  so 
I  will  (trusting  in  the  great  God  who  has  brought  me  thus 
far,  and  through  so  many  troubles)  begin  on  my  own  inven- 
tions without  employment. 

"It  is  now  thirty- two  years  ago  since  I  began  Solomon ; 
my  resources  are  more  abundant,  but  my  wants  are  greater. 
Still,  I  am  a  name  in  the  world.  I  am  more  adequate,  more 
experienced,  more  versed  in  my  divine  art ;  but  I  almost 
knew  as  much  then  as  now. 

"  The  very  theories  I  started  then,  and  was  considered  im- 
pudent for  starting  at  such  an  age,  the  world  noiv  listens  to, 
on  publication. 

"  30^/i.  Worked,  and  it  was  hard  work  to  work,  from  eter- 
nal calls.  I  heard  yesterday  from  Kendal,  the  Duke's  valet ; 
he  had  a  hat  ready  for  me,  so  down  I  went,  and  tipping  a 
sovereign,  carried  off  a  genuine  hat — the  glorious  hat  which 
had  encircled  the  laurelled  head  of  Wellington.  I  trusted  it 
to  nobody  ;  I  took  it  in  the  hat-box,  called  a  cab,  and  gloried 
in  it.  I  set  to  work  instantly,  and  before  Kendal  called  had 
finished  the  hat  in  the  picture.  Kendal  brought  a  pair  of 
boots  ;  I  told  him  I  must  have  a  whole  suit,  cravat  and  all, 
and  I  am  promised. 

"  Kendal  was  present  at  the  Duke's  rage  with in  the 

hall  at  Strathfieldsaye.  He  said  the  Duke  lifted  both  his 
hands  above  his  white  head,  and  cursed  all  sculptors  and 
painters,  declaring  he  had  set  400,000  times  to  artists. 

"  December-  1st.  The  last  month  I  have  not  done  all  I 
ought  to  have  done  or  might  have  done.  I  have  had  no  ex- 
cuse from  bad  health,  for  I  have  never  been  better.  Janu- 
ary, February,  to  the  end  of  March,  I  did  well  ;  April  and 
May  I  was  interrupted  by  lecturing,  but  ought  not  to  have 
been.  June,  my  daughter's  health  took  us  to  Dover.  I  have 
rubbed  in  and  made  studies  of  Uriel,  advanced  George  IV., 
and  painted  Napoleons  and  Curtiuses  at  so  much  the  dozen, 
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and  here  I  am  at  the  last  month.  My  Lectures  are  publish- 
ed, and  have  had  success  ;  it  is  a  great  thing  to  have  lived  to 
witness  that.  They  are  considered  a  manual  for  students,  as 
they  are. 

''December  17th.  Strange  the  action  of  the  faculty  called 
genius  I  No  circumstances  of  pecuniary  difficulty,  no  depres- 
sion of  animal  spirits,  no  danger,  want,  ill  health,  or  occupa- 
tion seem  to  check  it. 

"  I  sketched  Aristides,  the  populace  hooting  him.  On  Sun- 
day I  looked  at  it  without  thought  or  reflection.  In  flowed 
a  brilliant  flash  of  placing  him  in  the  middle  ;  the  gateways — 
the  Acropolis — the  Temple  of  Theseus — the  expression  of  the 
Democrats,  of  Themistocles,  of  Aristides'  wife,  of  his  child — 
for  five  minutes  I  was  lost  to  external  objects — I  saw  the 
whole — never  clearer — never  stronger — never  finer.  Thank 
God  1     Thank  God  ! 

"  19th.  The  year  is  nearly  over.  I  have  painted  a  large 
Napoleon  in  four  days  and  a  half,  six  smaller  different  ob- 
jects, three  Curtiuses,  five  Napoleons  musing,  three  Dukes 
and  Copenhagens,  George  IV.  and  the  Duke  at  Waterloo 
(1821),  half  done  Uriel,  published  my  Lectures,  and  settled 
composition  of  Aristides.  I  gave  lectures  every  day  at  Liv- 
erpool, sometimes  twice  a  day  ;  lectured  at  Royal  Institution. 
I  have  not  been  idle,  but  how  much  more  might  I  have  done  I 

"  26th.  Began  Aristides,  and  prayed  for  success,  for  health, 
for  intellect,  for  eyes,  for  energy,  for  virtue,  for  purity,  for  suc- 
cess to  bring  the  whole  series  of  six  to  a  glorious  and  triumph- 
ant conclusion,  for  the  honour  of  my  country  and  the  purify- 
ing of  my  species. 

"  0  God  I  whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  Thee  ?  and  there 
is  none  upon  earth  that  I  desire  beside  Thee  ! 

"  29th.  Duke  of  Devonshire  called  ;  and,  to  help  me  to 
pay  expenses  before  my  dear  Frank  took  his  degree,  gave  rae 
an  order  to  paint  two  sketches  for  two  panels  for  a  window 
at  Chatsworth.  I  said,  '  Napoleon  musing  at  St.  Helena, 
and  the  Duke  at  Waterloo.'  He  replied,  '  Capital  id';a  I'  so 
at  it  I  go.     He  paid  me  half  by  a  check  for  £20  14$.  lid. 
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How  kind  I  and  I  dispatched  it  by  P.  0.  to  Mortlock's,  Cam- 
bridge, for  Frank's  College  bill.     How  grateful  to  God  I  am  I 

"  Got  in  Aristides  gloriously.  The  Duke  admired  it  much, 
and  the  Uriel ;  Aristides  has  brought  me  good  luck.  The 
Duke  looked  well,  and  was  very  strong  and  hearty,  more  so 
than  ten  years  ago. 

"  30th.  Began  and  finished  a  Napoleon  in  two  hours  and 
a  half;  the  quickest  I  ever  did,  and  the  twenty-fifth." 

At  the  end  of  December  he  thus  reviews  his  circumstances 
for  the  year,  in  his  summary  of  the  twelvemonth  :  "  This 
year,  at  the  beginning,  I  received  a  blow  by  the  Directors 
not  taking  Alexander  and  the  Lion.  I  was  obliged  to  dash 
it  before  the  public  at  once  at  the  Pantheon  ;  it  did  not  sell, 
so  the  dreadful  struggle,  through  this  picture  not  bringing  me 
reward  after  my  being  disappointed  in  a  prize  for  the  cartoons, 
was  another  blow.  My  landlord's  forbearance,  and  the  kind- 
ness of  my  friends  Bennoch  and  Twentyman,  of  78  Wood 
Street,  in  getting  me  several  orders  at  ten  guineas  each  (for 
which,  in  my  palmy  days,  I  got  fifty),  carried  me  on.  Uriel 
was  prepared  ;  George  IV.  finished.  Dennys,  a  cotton  print- 
er, ordered  Uriel  for  200  guineas,  100  of  which  was  paid  to 
Jesus'  College  ;  so  that  with  two  sons,  one  at  sea,  the  other 
at  Cambridge,  I  continued,  by  trusting  in  God,  and  praying 
to  Him  day  and  night,  to  bear  up.  Blessed  by  the  energy  of 
dear  Mary,  I  worked  away,  and  have  come  to  the  end  of 
the  year,  in  great  difficulty,  yet  alive  ;  for,  with  eyesight, 
brains,  health,  love,  and  reliance  on  his  Maker,  what  need  a 
man  fear  ?  If  I  can  only  now  carry  my  dear  Frank  through 
his  degree,  finish  Uriel,  Aristides,  and  the  five  other  great 
works — my  original  designs,  I  will  resign  my  spirit  into  his 
hands  from  M^hom  I  received  it. 

"  My  position  still  is  solitary  and  glorious.  In  me  the 
solitary  sublimity  of  High  Art  is  not  gone.  I  still  pursue  my 
course,  neglected,  little  employed,  too  happy  if  the  approval 
of  my  own  conscience  is  the  only  reward  I  get  for  my  labours, 
under  the  blessing  of  God. 

"  Thus,  then,  0   most  merciful  Creator,  I   conclude   this 
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year  1844,  and  approach  my  fifty-ninth  year.  I  have  been 
blessed  through  twenty-five  or  thirty  years  of  my  hfe  with 
uninterrupted  health,  and  a  beautiful  wife  and  family  ;  for 
all  the  blessings  of  this  year  accept  my  deep  gratitude,  and 
may  I  be  more  deserving  a  continuance  of  such  blessings  in 
1845  than  in  1844!' 

1845. 

^'January  2d.  Worked  hard,  and  finished  the  Duke  of 
Devonshire's  sketches  of  Napoleon  and  Wellington  for  Chats- 
worth.  I  hope  he  will  be  pleased.  I  have  painted  them 
with  great  gusto. 

"  ^th.  If  any  man  wishes  to  learn  how  to  suppress  his 
feelings  of  exultation  in  success,  and  of  despondency  in  fail- 
ure ;  how  to  be  modest  in  elevation,  and  peaceful  in  disap- 
pointment ;  how  to  exercise  power  with  humanity,  and  re- 
sist injustice  when  power  is  abused  by  others  ;  how  to  com- 
mand inferiors  without  pride,  and  to  be  obedient,  without  ser- 
vility, to  the  commands  of  others,  let  him  read  day  and  night 
the  Dispatches  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington. 

*'  4:th.  I  have  cleared  dear  Frank  from  all  but  his  Christ- 
mas bill,  £.30  17s.  \\d.  God  grant  I  may  accomplish  that, 
or  his  degree  will  not  be  granted  ;  in  Him  I  trust. 

"  ^th.  Mackenzie  gave  me  an  order  for  a  small  repetition 
of  George  IV.  and  the  Duke  ;  so  dear  Frank  is  safe.  Grat- 
itude indeed  is  due.  Lord  Carlisle  sent  me  X5  ;  Stanley 
refused  ;  Peel  declined  ;  the  Gtueen  Dowager  declined  ;  the 
Duchess  of  Kent  never  replied  ;  the  Duke  of  Devonshire 
called,  and  gave  me  a  commission  ;  and  now  C.  A.  Mac- 
kenzie, an  old  friend  of  thirty-six  years,  by  no  means  a  man 
of  fortune,  helps  me,  and  thus  my  dear  boy  is  carried  through. 

"  Is  it  not  extraordinary  that  the  enormous  consequences 
of  assisting  a  talented  youth  in  such  a  crisis  did  not,  in  the 
minds  of  the  nobility,  outweigh  every  other  feeling  ? 

"  Wth.  Heard  from  the  Duke  of  Devonshire  most  satisfac- 
torily. He  is  pleased  with  the  sketches,  and  sent  me  a  check, 
which  made  out  £50  for  the  two,  £25  a  day — not  bad. 
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"  14th  to  22d.  Eight  days  I  have  lost.  Frank  was  taken 
ill.  I  feared  for  his  examination.  I  rushed  down  and  cheer- 
ed him  up,  and  brought  him  through.  On  my  return  I  start- 
ed for  Bristol  to  give  two  lectures,  and  am  come  home  this  day 
truly  fatigued. 

"  24th.  Returned  to  my  dear  painting-room  again  after 
ten  days  of  anxiety,  whirl,  lecture,  and  public  enthusiasm. 

"  O  God,  bless  my  labours  this  day  and  throughout  the 
year,  and  carry  me  through  all  difficulties.  Accept  my  grat- 
itude for  enabling  my  dear  son  to  come  through  with  honour. 

"  25th.  My  birth-day — fifty-nine.  This  day  forty-one  years 
ago  I  first  looked  into  my  prospects  in  life.  I  was  then  copy- 
ing Albinus,  and  had  made  up  my  mind  to  be  an  artist. 
What  a  life  has  passed  in  forty-one  years  I 

'' February  8th.  At  the  Gallery.  Private  day.  Saw  young 
Phipps.  He  said  Lady  Mulgrave  was  living  and  well ;  that 
the  other  day,  in  looking  over  several  letters  of  Sir  George's, 
he  found  his  great  anxiety  was  about  "Wilkie,  Jackson,  and 
myself 

"  10th.  Very  severe  day.  Went  to  Rochester  to  see  a  pic- 
ture. I  was  told  at  dinner  Wilkie  copied  his  Blind  Fiddler 
from  a  picture  in  the  possession  of  a  Lieutenant  Higginson,  a 
very  fine  fellow,  a  thorough  sailor,  hearty  and  hospitable.  I 
saw  the  picture  ;  it  was  bad,  but  there  was  a  resemblance  to 
the  position  and  action  of  the  fiddler.  That  was  all.  Wilkie 
might  have  seen  it.  It  detracted  nothing  from  his  inven- 
tion, and  it  may  have  suggested  the  subject  to  him. 

"21st.  Lieutenant  Higginson  wrote  to  me  that  Wilkie 
knew  his  father  in  1799,  and  saw  this  fiddler  then.  In  that 
case  I  really  think  there  is  something  in  the  suspicion. 

"  29th.  The  Conservative  Club  is  decorated  ;  but  what 
flowers  and  griffins  have  to  do  with  Conservatism,  Heaven 
knows  I 

"  To  decorate  a  public  building  means  to  illustrate  by  de- 
sign the  principles  for  which  the  building  is  erected. 

"  In  the  Vatican,  the  palace  of  the  Pope  is  decorated  with 
illustrations  of  the  connection  of  religion  with  man,  and  the 
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power  of  the  Catholic  Church,  as  the  engine  of  God,  to  lead 
him  by  religion  to  salvation. 

"  The  Royal  Exchange  has  equally  an  object.  It  was 
built  for  the  convenience  of  commerce.  The  decoration  of 
it,  therefore,  should  have  had  reference  to  the  origin  and  prog- 
ress of  commerce  as  the  basis  not  only  of  wealth,  but  of  the 
intellectual  and  religious  advance  of  nations  ;  for  nations  are 
refined  by  their  commerce  with  a  superior  nation  as  much  as 
by  their  conquests. 

"  The  Conservative  Club  should  have  shown  the  progress 
of  Conservatism — how  all  young  men  without  a  shilling  are 
generally  Radicals,  because  they  have  nothing  to  conserve, 
and  end  by  being  furious  Conservatives  when  they  have  made 
their  fortunes.  * 

"  March  1st.  O  God,  bless  me  through  this  month  I  Amen. 
Grant  I  may  bring  Uriel  to  a  glorious  conclusion  I  Amen. 
How  grateful  I  am  I  have  brought  it  so  near,  beginning  it 
trusting  in  Thee,  as  I  have  always  done,  and  always  shall  do. 

"  Worked  well,  and  got  through  the  Cherub  Devil. 

*'  2cl.  Read  prayers,  and  thanked  God  with  all  my  soul. 
Contemplated  my  week's  labour  with  all  the  delight,  enthu- 
siasm, and  criticism  of  my  youth.  Is  not  life  a  blessing  with 
such  feelings  ? 

"  10th.  Worked  hard,  and  finished  Uriel  except  trifles. 
When  I  began  this  picture,  whom  did  I  trust  in  ?  God.  A 
commission  followed.  I  shall  proceed  to  Aristides,  and  in 
God  I  trust  for  that  too.  Coulton  dined  here.  A  very  clever 
fellow. 

"  11th.  Got  up  as  full  of  fire  and  high  calling  as  in  the 
most  furious  days  of  my  youth.  All  this  will  be  for  a  final 
working  up  of  my  glory  I 

"  25th.  Worked  like  old  times — like  a  hero.  I  had  got  the 
flesh  of  my  Uriel  in  that  state  of  all  the  most  trying,  nearly 
done,  and  not  done,  when  you  may  spoil  what  you  have  done, 
and  have  to  do  it  all  over  again  ;  however,  I  improved  it. 
My  heroic  model,  Brunskill,  of  the  Blues,  had  beat  all  the 
WTestlers  last  week  in  a  match ;  won  eight  pounds,  and  a 
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belt  of  glory.  He  floored  two  of  the  2d  Regiment  of  Life- 
Guards.      He  was  in  high  glee, 

"  Thank  God  for  this  glorious  day's  work  I 

"  2^th.  Worked  and  added  trifles  of  completion.  Lunched 
with  my  dear  friends  Bennoch  and  Twentyman,  who  ad- 
vanced me  £20  as  usual.  I  lectured  last  night  at  the  Me- 
chanics' ;  and  when  I  told  them  I  would  paint  my  own  de- 
signs for  the  Lords,  there  was  a  roar  of  approbation  and  ap- 
plause, 

''Ajyril  Zd.  Moved  the  Aristides  round  this  day  for  begin- 
ning to  complete.  O  God,  have  mercy  on  me,  and  bless  me 
with  eyes,  piety,  health,  intellect,  and  energy  to  get  triumph- 
antly through  this  and  the  other  five  of  my  original  series  for 
the  old  House  of  Lords,  so  ap^icable  to  the  new  I 

"  Let  me  not  die,  or  become  inferior  or  crippled,  or  lose  my 
eyes  or  faculties.  0  Lord,  prosper  me  through  this  great 
series,  as  Thou  savedst  me  through  my  Solonaon,  in  the  midst 
of  much  more  obscurity,  and  disease,  and  necessity  than  I  now 
suffer. 

"  '  Rejoice  always  in  the  Lord.'     Thou  knowest  that  I  do. 

0  Lord,  from  the  first  hour  of  my  arrival  in  London,  forty-one 
years  ago  nearly,  to  the  present  hour.  Thou  knowest  I  never 
lost  sight  of  my  great  object — the  reform,  under  Thy  blessing, 
of  the  taste  of  the  nation.  Thou  knowest,  always  praying  to 
Thee,  I  have  devoted  my  life  to  its  accomplishment,  and  will, 
under  Thy  blessing,  devote  the  remainder.     Grant  me  before 

1  die  complete  success.  Thy  mercies  and  protection  have  not 
been  in  vain  ;  and,  0  Lord,  if  competence  for  my  wife  and 
children  be  not  incompatible  with  the  realization  of  this  just 
ambition,  grant  I  may  be  able,  if  I  die  first,  to  leave  them 
sufficiently  protected,  that  they  may  descend  to  the  grave 
blessing  Thy  holy  name,  or  submissive  to  Thy  holy  will,  if 
suffering  still  be  their  lot,  for  Jesus  Christ's  sake.  Grant  no 
obstruction  on  earth,  no  difficulty,  no  want,  no  necessity,  no 
opposition,  though  greater  than  any  human  being  ever  en- 
countered, may  render  me  for  one  instant  timid,  or  delay  the 
accomplishment  of  these  six  great  pictures  for  the  honour  of 
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my  great  country,  and  for  the  glory  of  Thy  immortal,  innate, 
and  unacquirable  gifts. 

"  Amen  I  Amen  !  Amen  I  with  all  my  burning  soul.  In 
awe,  confidence,  and  enthusiasm,  Amen  I 

"  Dennys,  my  employer,  is  boring  me  to  send  Uriel  to  the 
Academy.  Why  should  I  hurry  a  work  on  for  a  spring  sea- 
son ?  I  love  my  own  silent,  studious,  midnight  ways.  I  hate 
the  glare,  the  vulgarity,  and  the  herd.  The  solitary  majesty 
of  High  Art  is  gone  now.  There  was  a  time  when  its  dan- 
gerous glories  frightened  the  coward  and  alarmed  the  con- 
ceited. Then  it  was  a  single  and  a  solitary  flame.  Now — 
the  paltry  flicker  of  farthing  candles  dims  its  steady  fire  and 
obscures  its  splendour. 

"  Ath.  Higginson  lunched  with  me.  He  sailed  with  Na- 
poleon in  the  Beilerophon.  He  said  his  influence  on  the  men 
was  fascinating,  and  he  really  feared  they  would  have  let  him 
go  if  an  enemy's  ship  had  hove  in  sight.  He  used  to  borrow 
sixpences  of  the  men,  pinch  the  ears  of  the  officers,  and  be- 
witch them,  without  the  least  familiarity,  in  a  manner  that 
was  unaccountable.  Even  Sir  George  was  affected  by  the 
end  of  the  voyage.  Higginson  said,  when  he  was  caught 
watching  you,  he  put  on  an  expression  of  silliness  to  disguise 
his  thoughts.     (So  too  said  Madame  De  Stael.) 

"  Higginson  said  the  '^;«roZe  cVhonneur  did  not  seem  so 
sacred  to  Frenchmen  as  to  us,  and  therefore  Sir  George  was 
too  severe  in  judging  Napoleon  by  the  same  standard  as  an 
Englishman. 

"  1th.  Moved  in  Uriel  to  the  Academy,  much  against  the 
grain.  But  my  employer,  Dennys  (who  must  be  a  by-blow 
of  Lorenzo),  seemed  anxious,  and  I  agreed,  though  it  is  an  in- 
sult to  them  and  a  disgrace  to  me.  I  wash  my  hands.  I  regret 
to  lose  such  a  picture  ;  it  was  a  consolation  to  look  at  and 
dwell  on.      It  generated  higher  feelings  and  nobler  thoughts." 

Before  beginning  a  new  design  of  Satan  and  Uriel,  from 
another  passage  of  the  Paradise  Lost,*  he  naively  avers  cer- 

*  V.  736,  Book  iii.     Where  Satan, 

*'  Toward  the  coast  of  earth  beneath 
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tain  touches  of  remorse  about  these  frequent  paintings  of  the 
Evil  One. 

"  14:th.  I  have  some  remorse  in  painting  the  Devil.  I 
may  excite  admiration  by  encasing  evil  in  beauty,  but  I  wish 
to  excite  pity  by  showing  the  fatal  consequences  of  the  fall 
on  what  would  have  been  a  cause  of  delight  had  he  kept  to 
his  allegiance. 

"  0  God,  if  I  deserve  not  to  succeed — if  danger  to  virtue 
would  accrue  from  complete  success  in  developing  such  a 
character,  let  me  fail ;  but  if  I  can  promote  piety  by  exhib- 
iting the  fatal  consequences  of  impiety  on  a  face  and  figure 
almost  next  to  the  Creator  at  one  time,  let  me,  as  Milton  has 
done,  succeed. 

"  My  object  in  painting  him  is  not  admiration,  but  terror, 
and  I  have  a  sublime  delight  in  dwelling  on  and  developing 
such  sensations. 

"  Got  in  Satan,  covered  the  canvass,  worked  furiously. 
Dined  with  William  Longman,  in  a  splendid  house,  where 
used  to  be  two  hay-ricks  where  my  dear  children  played 
twenty-one  years  ago.  Such  is  the  progress  of  things.  The 
hay-ricks  disappear — two  young  people  are  married  who  were 
then  scarce  born. 

"  18?^/^..  Worked  with  such  intense  abstraction  and  delight 
for  eight  hours,  with  five  minutes  only  for  lunch,  that,  though 
living  in  the  noisiest  quarter  of  all  London,  I  never  remem- 
ber hearing  all  day  a  single  cart,  carriage,  knock,  cry,  bark, 
of  man,  woman,  dog,  or  child. 

"  I  washed,  dressed,  and  w^alked,  and  when  I  came  out 
into  the  sunshine  and  the  road,  said  to  myself,  '  Why,  what  is 
all  this  driving  about  ?'  though  it  has  always  been  so  for  the 
last  twenty-two  years — so  perfectly,  delightfully,  and  intense- 
ly had  I  been  abstracted.     If  that  be  not  happiness,  what  is  ? 

"  My  notion  of  supreme  happiness  is  a  splendid  lot  of  dra- 
pery splendidly  set  on  your  lay  figure  ;   a  large  picture  which 

Down  from  the  ecliptic,  sped  with  hoped  success, 
Throws  his  steep  flight  in  many  an  airy  wheel." 
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shuts  you  in,  just  close  enough  to  leave  room  to  paint  it ;  a 
delicious  light,  and  conscious  power  of  imitation.  You  go 
on  like  a  god,  spreading  your  half  tint,  touching  in  your  lights 
and  your  darks.  There  is  hardly  an  effort — no  anxiety,  no 
fear,  no  apprehension. 

"  I  can  not  have  many  years  to  live,  and,  0  God,  rant  I 
may  amply  employ  every  hour. 

"This  is  a  sunny  day  in  my  life. 

"  26//i.  Did  not  begin  till  one,  owing  to  want  of  money, 
and  being  out  on  business,  but  set-to  with  a  model  at  one, 
and  by  five  had  finally  blocked  in  Aristides — left  and  right. 
Two  pictures  are  now  ready.  Mapped  and  composed  Satan 
and  Aristides — success  to  them. 

"Alexander,  Curtius,  Adam  and  Eve,  Duke  and  George 
IV.,  have  not  sold  ;  nearly  £1000.  I  have  now  begun  the 
first  of  my  six  pictures  with  hardly  10s.  to  meet  other  ex- 
penses, just  as  I  began  Solomon,  only  with  more  repute  and 
established  fame. 

"What  a  pity  it  is  that  a  man  of  my  order — sincerity — 
perhaps  genius, *"  is  not  employed.  What  honour,  what  dis- 
tinction, would  I  not  confer  on  my  great  country  I  How- 
ever, it  is  my  destiny  to  perform  great  things,  not  in  conse- 
quence of  encouragement,  but  in  spite  of  opposition,  and  so 
let  it  be.  In  fact,  God  knows  best,  and  He  knows  what  suits 
every  man  He  gives.  He  knows  that  luxury,  even  compe- 
tence, would  dull  my  mind. 

"  21th.  A  man  who  defers  working  because  he  wants  tran- 
quillity of  mind  will  have  lost  the  habit  when  tranquillity 
comes.  Work  under  any  circumstances — all  circumstances. 
I  used  to  carry  my  sketch  when  arrested,  and  sketch  and 
compose  as  I  sat  by  the  officer's  side.  The  consequence  was, 
I  was  always  ready,  never  depressed,  and  returned  to  my 
work  with  a  new  thought  or  an  additional  improvement,  as 
if  I  had  been  all  the  time  at  home. 

"  2Qth.  I  fear  the  squabbles  in  the  School  of  Design  will 
destroy  it ;   unless  instruction  in  design  for  manufactures  be 
*  In  Journal  marked  ^'private,  not  perhaps." 
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grafted  on  that  for  the  fine  arts,  and  under  its  control,  it  will 
never  be  effectual. 

"  I  would  propose  that  the  National  Gallery  be  given  up 
entirely  to  the  Academy,  and  that  the  right  wing  be  a  school 
of  design  for  manufacture,  attached  to  the  School  of  Art,  and 
under  its  direction. 

"  I  would  propose  a  permanent  salary  of  £500  to  the  pres- 
ident, and  a  retiring  pension  after  twenty  years  ;  .£400  to  a 
keeper,  and  ditto.  I  would  place  the  Life  and  Antique  Schools 
under  one  keeper  ;  abolish  visitorships  ;  and  I  would  have  a 
master  for  manufacturing  design  subservient  to  the  keeper  of 
fine  art.  Every  student  of  design  for  manufacture  should  be 
obliged  to  draw  one  year  on  the  antique  before  going  to  man- 
ufacture, and  no  more.  If  at  the  end  he  choose  to  pursue  fine 
art,  let  him  ;  if  manufacture,  send  him  on  ;  but  a  genius  thus 
developed  is  an  acquisition,  and  if  others  mistake  their  powers 
by  pursuing  art  instead  of  manufacture,  the  results  will  be  the 
check.  I  would  keep  the  acting  body  still  at  forty,  but  I  would 
abolish  associateships  and  establish  forty  more  academicians 
elect,  who  should  have  no  more  privileges  than  associates,  and 
from  whom  the  forty  acting  should  be  filled  up.  This  would 
gratify  the  vanity  of  the  profession,  and  not  impair  the  effi- 
ciency of  the  institution.  I  would  abolish  the  rijjht  of  send- 
ing  eight  pictures,  and  limit  the  number  to  four. 

"  This  is  a  rough  sketch  in  consequence  of  Eastlake  saying 
he  would  ask  my  advice,  and  that  there  was  no  doubt  the 
Academy  might  be  carried  further.  A  pretty  broad  hint  from 
that  quarter. 

"  Extract  from  Lorenzo  Ghiberti's  manuscript  (in  allusion 
to  Giotto) : 

"  'duando  la  natura  vuole  concedere  alcuna  cosa  la  con- 
cede senza  veruna  avarizia.  Cestui  fu  copio  in  tutte  le  cose, 
lavoro  in  muro,  lavorb  in  olio,  lavoro  in  tavola,  lavoro  di  mo- 
saico  la  nave  di  Sto.  Piero  in  Roma,'  &c. 

"  This  settles  the  question  as  to  oil  painting  having  existed 
in  Giotto's  time,  though  Raspe,  and  Lanzi,  and  Walpole,  and 
myself  had  proved  it  before. 
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"  Lord  Palmerston  took  the  chair  at  the  Artists'  Institute, 
and  made  an  allusion  to  the  decoration  of  town  halls  in  fresco 
or  oil. 

*'May  od.  Dear  old  Wordsworth  called,  looking  hearty  and 
strong.  '  I  came  up  to  go  to  the  state  hall,'  said  he,  '  and  the 
Lord-Chancellor  {qucdre,  Lord  Chamberlain?)  told  me  at  the 
ball  I  ought  to  go  to  the  levee.'  '  And  will  you  put  on  a  court 
dress?'  said  I.  'Why?'  'Let  me  see  you,  and  I  will  write 
a  sonnet.'     Wordsworth  did  not  like  this. 

"WhenWilkie  and  I  were  at  Colchester  in  1809,  Sir 
George  said,  '  Wordsworth  may  walk  in,  but  I  caution  you 
against  his  democratic  principles.'  What  would  Hazlitt  say 
now  ?  The  poet  of  the  lakes  and  mountains  in  bag-wig, 
sword,  and  ruffles  I 

"  I  have  never  protested  against  any  of  these  things,  but  I 
have  never  submitted  to  them  but  once — at  George  IV. 's  cor- 
onation. 

"  ^th.  The  first  day  of  the  forty-first  exhibition  of  my  time. 
For  the  first  time  these  forty-one  years,  I  did  not  go  myself, 
though  I  have  tw^o  pictures  there.  Wilkie,  Jackson,  Geddes, 
Seguier  (who  used  always  to  accompany  me),  are  dead.  I 
felt  a  repugnance  to  go — I  couldn't  tell  why  ;  but  I  stayed  at 
home,  and  improved  and  advanced  Aristides. 

"  Oh  !  heartily  I  prayed  to  God  yesterday  to  bless  me 
through  these  six  pictures." 

To  his  great  delight,  the  Times  critic,  "  after  twenty-two 
years  of  abuse,"  noticed  his  Uriel  in  the  following  agreeable 
terms  : 

"  There  is  one  picture  which  makes  us  depart  from  our  de- 
sign of  adhering  to  the  great  room  exclusively  on  this  occa- 
sion ;  that  is,  Haydon's  large  painting  of  '  Uriel  and  Satan' 
(605),  which  must  arrest  even  those  who  are  hastening  to 
depart  from  the  Exhibition  as  a  most  remarkable  work.  A 
striking  contrast  to  the  gaudy  colouring  on  which  the  eye  has 
been  feasted,  it  appears  with  a  subdued  tone,  reminding  one 
of  a  fresco.  The  figure  of  the  angel  is  drawn  with  a  boldness 
which  some  might  call  exaggerated,  but  with  the  simplicity 
and  anatomical  effect  of  sculpture,  every  muscle  looking  hard 
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and  unyielding  as  iron.  The  face  is  noble  and  ideal,  and  a 
fine  effect  is  produced  by  the  golden  colour  of  the  hair.  This 
huge  commanding  figure  is  backed  by  limitless  space,  repre- 
sented by  a  very  dark  positive  blue,  and  the  whole  conveys 
the  impression  of  a  simple  vastness.  There  is  a  certain  cru- 
dity about  the  picture,  but  the  impress  of  genius  is  unmis- 
takable." 

"  1th.  This  day,  forty-one  years  ago,  I  left  my  home  for 
life.  Ah  I  with  what  sensations  did  I  enter  the  great  arena  I 
But  I  have  accomplished  a  name,  and  may  I  say  a  great  one  ? 

"  I  have  advanced  the  art.  I  am  still,  in  spite  of  all  my 
misfortunes,  considered  the  leader,  and  I  believe  in  my  con- 
science I  shall  die  at  the  head  of  the  art  of  my  glorious  coun- 
try." 

For  the  last  two  months  the  subject  of  schools  of  design 
had  much  occupied  Haydon's  mind.  The  London  school  was 
now  split  by  the  feud,  both  among  masters  and  scholars,  of 
those  who  were  for  making  the  study  of  the  figure  the  basis 
of  the  designer's  training,  and  those  who  were  for  drawing 
the  widest  distinction  between  the  instruction  of  artist  and 
manufacturing  designer,  Haydon  ranked  himself  with  the 
former,  and  was  indefatigable  in  urging  on  the  President  of 
the  Board  of  Trade  (with  which  department  the  school  was 
connected),  and  on  the  public  by  letters  in  the  newspapers, 
the  doctrine  of  the  Lyons  school,  that  all  decorative  art  not 
based  on  fine  art  is,  and  ever  will  be,  unworthy  the  name  of 
art  altogether.  Here  again  it  must,  I  think,  be  admitted,  that 
his  reasoning  was  sound,  and  his  advice  that  which  facts  have 
best  borne  out. 

"  May  15th.  Hallam  called  to-day  before  going  to  the  Com- 
mittee. He  said,  Barry  had  so  bescutcheoned  and  incrusted 
the  houses,  there  was  little  room  for  fresco.  What  little  there 
was  would,  he  believed,  be  filled  up  with  English  history. 

"  I  said,  '  On  what  principle  ?'  He  said,  '  In  the  House 
of  Lords,  to  explain  its  functions.'  I  said,  *  What  for  the 
Commons?'  '  There  would  be  nothing.'  'Is  that  just?  If 
the  House  of  Lords  be  illustrated  by  pictures  in  fresco,  why 
not  the  House  of  Commons,  equally  a  functional  part  of  the 
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monarchy  ?'  I  then  explained  to  him  my  principle,  to  show 
the  best  government  to  regulate  the  species,  man,  by  exhibit- 
ing the  consequences  of  the  worst.  He  admitted  the  exten- 
sion of  the  plan,  and  said  the  pictures  need  not  be  confined 
to  six.  Certainly  not,  only  a  definite  object  must  be  laid 
down,  to  explain  which  subjects  must  be  selected,  and,  as  the 
whole  development  could  not  be  accomphshed  in  our  lives,  at 
least  we  might  lay  down  the  plan,  do  as  much  as  we  can,  and 
let  the  rest  be  done  by  those  who  succeed  us. 

"  Hallam  seemed  to  be  impressed  by  the  plan.  I  said, 
*  Don't  do  the  whole  thing  by  contract.'  He  repHed,  '  There's 
the  fear  ;  but  I  don't  think  at  present  they  are  hurrying.'  I 
said,  I  hope  not. 

"  I  showed  him  the  fresco  ebauche,  and  after  I  had  begged 
and  entreated  him  to  impress  on  the  Commission  the  utility 
of  a  definite  plan  and  definite  object,  to  illustrate  which  all 
subjects  should  be  selected,  he  took  his  leave. 

"  16th.  Very  anxious  about  the  future  indeed.  In  going 
to  the  Exhibition  and  listening  to  the  people,  I  don't  think 
they  are  advanced  one  jot.  Dined  with  my  dear  friend  Ser- 
geant Talfourd.  He  said  Wordsworth  went  to  court  in  Kog- 
ers's  clothes, =*  buckles,  and  stockings,  and  wore  Davy's  sword. 
Moxon  had  hard  work  to  make  the  dress  fit.  It  was  a 
squeeze,  but  by  pulling  and  hauHng  they  got  him  in.  Fancy 
the  high-priest  of  mountain  and  of  flood  on  his  knees  in  a 
court,  the  quiz  of  courtiers,  in  a  dress  that  did  not  belong  to 
him,  with  a  sword  that  was  not  his  own,  and  a  coat  which 
he  borrowed. 

'"London,  22d  May,  1845. 

"  '  My  dear  Wordsworth, — I  wish  you  had  not  gone  to 
court.  Your  climax  was  the  shout  of  the  Oxford  senate-house. 
Why  not  rest  on  that  ?  I  think  of  you  as  Nature's  high-priest. 
I  can't  bear  to  associate  a  bag-wig,  and  sword,  ruffles,  and 
buckles,  with  Helvellyn  and  the  mountain  solitudes. 

"  '  This  is  my  feeling,  and  I  regret  if  I  have  rubbed  yours 
the  wrong  way. 

*  The  present  poet-laureate  has  since  worn  the  same  suit  on  a  like 
occasion. — Ed. 
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"  '  Talfourd  thinks  it  was  a  glory  to  have  compelled  the 
court  to  send  for  you,  but  would  it  not  have  been  a  greater 
for  you  to  have  declined  it  ?  Perhaps  he  is  right,  however. 
I  have  not  been  able  to  suppress  my  feelings. 

"  '  Believe  me,  ever  your  old  friend,         B.  R.  Haydon.' 

"  21st.  Called  on  Hallam,  and  had  a  long  talk.  I  asked 
him  about  the  old  chronicles.  He  showed  me  Hall,  begin- 
ning at  Henry  IV.,  but  I  wanted  the  fabulous  heroes,  and 
when  I  mentioned  Geoffrey  of  Monmouth,  Hallam  stared  at 
me  with  wonder  as  at  a  madman. 

"  Mr.  Hallam  said  the  selection  of  subjects  for  the  Houses, 
in  sculpture  and  painting,  will  be  more  commemorative  of 
facts  and  persons  than  poetical  or  pictorial. 

"  '  No  naked  ?'  said  I.  '  No,'  said  he  ;  '  Lord  Melbourne 
thinks  the  only  naked  subject  he  knows  is  Peeping  Tom.' 
That's  capital.  I  would  select  subjects  from  the  fabulous, 
the  authenticated,  and  the  modern. 

"  Commissions  had  been  given  to  Bell,  Marshall,  and  Fo- 
ley. They  all  deserve  them.  I  then  walked  down  to  the 
Palace  Summer-house,  which  is  approaching  conclusion. 
Dyce  had  superseded  Etty,  and  most  effectively.  His  fresco, 
though  in  parts  ferociously  German,  is  the  best.  Eastlake's 
was,  but  Dyce  has  fairly  beat  him.  E.  Landseer's  I  do  not 
like.  The  latter  ones  are  painted  at  home,  and  put  in,  which 
is  not  manly  fresco. 

"  25th.  0  God  I  I  am  again  without  any  resource  but  in 
thy  mercy.  Enable  me  to  bear  up,  and  vanquish,  as  I  have 
done,  all  difficulties.  Let  nothing,  however  desperate  or 
overwhelming,  stop  me  from  the  completion  of  my  six  de- 
signs. On  these  my  country's  honour  rests,  and  my  own 
fame  on  earth.  Thou  knowest  how  for  forty-one  years  I 
have  struggled  and  resisted.  Enable  me  to  do  so  to  the  last 
gasp  of  my  life. 

"  Wrote  my  second  volume  of  life  and  correspondence.  In 
reading  over  my  Journals  of  1818,  I  glory  to  see  how  I  suf- 
fered, how  I  prayed,  how  I  pushed,  how  I  vanquished.  It 
made  me  swell  with  gratitude  to  God 
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*'  2Sth.  Met  Lady  Westmoreland  yesterday  at  the  Exhibi- 
tion. She  had  arrived  from  Berlin  a  few  days  a^o.  She 
said  Lord  Westmoreland  had  spoken  so  highly  to  the  King 
of  Hanover  of  the  Napoleon,  that  he  said  he  could  not  buy  it 
without  seeing  it,  and  that  Lord  Westmoreland  had  had  it 
rolled  up  and  sent  off,  and  she  had  no  doubt  His  Majesty 
would  buy  it.     Heaven  bless  the  wish  I 

''June  \2tli.  Nothing  I  do  now  equals  the  burning  im- 
pression of  my  longing  imagination.  I  want  to  paint  a  pic- 
ture as  if  out  of  Perkin's  steam-gun,  as  Rubens  and  Tinto- 
retto did,  and  I  tvill,  if  I  live.  In  the  foot  of  the  mother, 
yesterday,  I  realized  my  feeling  in  a  part  of  a  great  whole. 

*'  24^7?..  Another  day  of  pecuniary  difficulty  and  harass — 
lost.  Paid  £28  12s.  Qd.,  and  have  <£21  and  .£30  to  pay  to- 
morrow, with  only  £5  to  meet  it. 

"  I  wish  His  Majesty  of  Hanover  would  buy  my  Napoleon. 
The  King  of  Prussia  would  not,  nor  would  the  Emperor  of 
Russia.  The  King  of  Hanover  is  our  last  hope.  Lord  West- 
mioreland  has  done  every  thing  a  kind  friend  could  do,  and 
Lady  Westmoreland  too. 

"  2Qth.  Exceedingly  harassed  for  money.  The  Uriel  has 
not  produced  a  single  comxinission.  In  great  anxiety  I  glazed 
the  drapery  of  Aristides,  and  was  served  with  a  writ  for  £21, 
in  the  midst  of  doing  it,  by  a  man  to  whom  I  had  given  two 
sketches.  I  told  the  clerk  I  must  finish  the  glazing  if  the 
Lord  Chancellor  brought  a  writ,  and  so  I  did;  then  went  to 
the  lawyer  and  arranged  it,  and  blew  him  up ;  but  what  a 
state  of  mind  to  paint  in  I  The  reason  is  clear  enough.  I 
have  never  suited  my  labour  to  the  existing  tastes.  I  know 
what  is  right  and  do  it.  So  did  the  early  Christians,  and  so 
do  all  great  men.  Suffering  is  the  consequence ;  but  it  must 
be  borne.     Should  I  have  shaken  the  nation  if  I  had  not? 

"  21th.  Out  the  whole  day  on  money  matters.  Got  a 
promise  of  £30,  and  came  home  with  £5.  All  the  young 
men  have  got  commissions — Bell,  Marshall,  Foley,  Maclise, 
and  others.  I  am  totally  left  out,  after  forty-one  years'  suffer- 
ing and  hard  Avork,  with  my  Lazarus,  and  Curtins,  and  L^riel 

Vol.  TL— it 
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before  their  eyes  ;  and  being,  too,  the  whole  and  sole  designer 
for  the  House  of  Lords  in  the  first  instance,  and  the  cause  of 
the  thing  being  done  at  all.  Backed  by  encouragement  I 
have  never  known,  how  steadily  would  my  powers  develop  ! 

"  I  shall  never  know  it.  I  only  trust  in  God  I  shall  get 
through  my  six  works,  under  any  circumstances,  and  die  brush 
in  hand. 

"  Had  I  been  employed,  the  sense  of  a  duty  to  be  done 
■would  have  banked  up  my  mind,  and  kept  it  running  in  one 
channel,  deep  and  constant.  Now  it  has  spread  out  into  a 
thousand  irritable  little  rivulets,  watering  the  ground,  and  ex- 
hausting the  fountain-head. 

"  2Sth.  My  visit  to  the  Cartoons  to-day  occupied  the  whole 
day  from  ten  till  four. 

"  There  are  not  so  many  bad  things  as  at  first,  but  there 
are  not  so  many  fine  ones.  The  error  is  apparent — ignorance 
of  what  is  the  essence  of  a  cartoon  to  be  adapted  for  fresco. 
Instead  of  large  parts,  with  breadth  and  simplicity,  the  great- 
er proportion  are  marked  by  no  breadth,  no  simplicity,  and 
so  great  a  number  of  small  parts  it  would  be  absolutely  im- 
possible to  execute  them  in  fresco  at  all. 

"  Thank  God,  the  week  is  ended.  I  have  had  hard  work 
on  money  matters  ;  but  I  trusted  in  God,  and  never  in  vain. 
I  close  it  in  gratitude.  I  think  my  six  designs  by  far  better 
than  any  at  the  Hall,  and  so  will  the  public  think  when  they 
see  them.  I  hope  God  will  bless  me  with  life  to  get  through 
them. 

"  July  Sd.  Passed  the  morning  in  Westminster  Hall.  The 
only  bit  of  fresco  fit  to  look  at  is  by  Ford  Brown.  It  is  a  fig- 
ure of  Justice,  and  exquisite,  as  far  as  that  figure  goes. 

"  8th.  Eight  days  have  passed,  and  it  is  a  fact  I  have  only 
worked  two.     I  wonder  the  earth  does  not  open  I 

"  In  the  city  all  day.  An  execution  certain.  Bennoch 
and  Twentyman,  as  usual,  saved  me.  But  what  a  condition 
to  paint  in  after  forty-one  years'  practice  I 

"  23d.  Colonel  Leake  called  to-day.  Much  older  than  I 
expected.     He  admired  Aristides  very   much  indeed.     He 
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said  the  Hecatompedon  had  a  pediment,  with  six  columns. 
He  did  not  know  the  dress  of  the  archons.  We  talked  of 
various  things  connected  with  Athens — the  walls,  roads,  mon- 
uments, hills,  climate,  the  family  of  Aristides.  I  was  much 
pleased  with  Colonel  Leake. 

"  Allegory  should  be  avoided  as  much  as  possible.  Illus- 
trate a  principle  by  facts,  but  do  not  personify  by  figures  the 
principle  itself,  without  reference  to  facts. 

''August  9th.  "Worked  hard,  and  painted  my  blind  mock- 
ing boy  from  two  blind  heads  I  got  at  the  Blind  School,  St. 
George's  Fields.  I  gave  them  a  good  dinner,  and  sent  the 
poor  fellows  home  contented.  They  both  lost  their  eyes  from 
violent  inflammation.  The  blind  mocker  in  the  corner  of  my 
picture  is  successful.  On  Friday  I  failed  because  I  made  my 
son  shut  his  eyes,  and  used  him  for  my  model.  But  the  ball 
of  the  eye  being  perfect,  he  looked  not  blind,  but  asleep.  In 
the  blind  the  ball  is  shrunk,  and  the  eye  fallen  in  consequence. 

"  18^^,  Went  with  the  boys  to  the  old  Ship  Tavern,  Green- 
wich, to  eat  white  bait,  and  spent  the  day  in  the  Park,  in- 
haling the  pure  air,  and  enjoying  myself  immensely. 

"  Coming  home,  there  was  an  enormous  fire,  which  I  studi- 
ed thoroughly  for  my  next  picture  in  the  series.  It  was  in 
Bucklersbury.  How  a  working  man  like  me  enjoys  thenar 
niente  once  in  a  lifetime  I  Though  it  was  a/ar  niente  day, 
yet  every  thing  was  a  study.  The  sails  of  the  barges  against 
the  background  and  sky — the  distant  view  of  London — the 
chestnut  trees — the  dells  and  bournes,  where  nymphs  and 
satyrs  might  have  toyed  and  loved — and,  lastly,  the  fire,  so 
that  I  returned  home  a  better  painter  than  when  I  went  out. 

"  19^7^,.  Called  on ,  once  the  favourite  portrait  painter 

of* royalty  and  fashion,  and  now  almost  deserted,  except  by  a 
stray  lord  and  lady. 

"  He  said  a  noble  duke  whom  he  is  now  painting  told  him 
the  aristocracy  did  not  want  High  Art.  Nothing  pleased 
them  but  fiist-rate  specimens,  and  those  they  had  of  the  old 
masters.  This  is  exactly  what  I  have  always  said.  They 
do  not  want  it.     They  don't  care  about  it,  and  laugh  at  all 
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who  do.  I  do  care  about  it,  and  the  public  voice  will  force, 
at  last,  justice  and  reward." 

During  the  whole  of  these  three  months,  and  ever  since  the 
third  exhibition  of  cartoons,  frescoes,  and  oil  sketches  in  West- 
minster Hall,  which  opened  this  year,  Haydon  had  been  a  con- 
stant writer  in  the  Times  and  Morning  Chronicle,  urging,  at 
considerable  length  and  with  much  animation,  the  danger  of 
the  Fine  Arts'  Commission  being  led  away  in  the  direction 
of  modern  German  art.  Kaulbach,  Cornelius,  Hess,  and 
Overbeck  are  all  brought  under  censure,  and  their  minute 
attention  to  detail,  sharpness  of  outline,  flatness,  and  faults  of 
colour,  are  dwelt  on,  without  fair  recognition  of  the  purity  of 
their  line,  the  carefulness  of  their  drawing,  and  their  frequent 
dignity  and  sweetness  of  expression. 

Haydon  had  now  finished  the  first  picture  of  his  series  of 
six — the  Ostracism  of  Aristides — and  was  about  to  begin  his 
second — Nero  playing  on  the  lyre,  with  K-ome  burning  in  the 
background. 

"  September  10th.  0  God  !  while  I  bless  Thee  with  deep 
gratitude  that  I  have  nearly  brought  the  first  picture  in  my 
great  series  to  a  conclusion,  permit  me  to  ask  thy  blessing  on 
the  second,  the  sketch  of  which  I  begin  this  instant. 

"  19th.  This  day  I  took  a  pupil,  a  very  interesting  youth. 
His  mother,  a  woman  of  great  energy,  and  his  guardian,  came 
with  him  ;  and  the  boy  was  quiet,  timid,  modest,  and  believ- 
ing. 

"  Good  heavens  !  the  premium  was  a  blessing  to  me  after 
fagging  through  Aristides,  and  the  boy  seemed  delighted. 

"  It  really  has  saved  me.  Was  I  not  right  to  trust  in  the 
Lord  ?  The  guardian  said  to  me,  as  if  half  frightened,  '  Will 
you  believe  I  prayed  to  the  Lord  you  might  encourage  him, 
if  he  ought  to  be  encouraged  ?  You  did  encourage  him,  and 
it  was  right.' 

**  How  curious.  Here  was  I,  praying  in  the  depths  of  mid- 
night that  no  accident  might  prevent  the  youth  coming  to  me, 
and  here  was  the  guardian  praying  I  might  think  he  had 
talent.     Innocent  people  !     How  much  religious  feeling  there 
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is  in  the  world  !  If  the  people  did  not  fear  the  ridicule  of 
skepticism,  how  much  would  be  known. 

"A  remark  Johnson  would  have  relished. 

"  '  Do  you  take  him,'  says  conscience,  '  because  you  think 
he  has  talent  ?'  '  Yes.  Ten  thousand  pounds  should  not 
have  induced  me  to  take  him  if  he  had  not.'  '  Would  you 
have  taken  him,  if  he  had  been  deficient,  for  the  sake  of  the 
money  ?'     Ask  my  bitterest  enemy. 

"  23c/.  Another  day  of  victory  and  blessing.  '  Troubles,' 
Shakspeare  says,  '  never  come  in  single  files' — nor  blessings 
either. 

"  The  King  of  Hanover  has  bought  Napoleon  musing,  a 
repetition  of  the  one  belonging  to  Sir  Robert  Peel. 

"  Thus  I  have  received,  by  the  blessing  of  God,  ,£410  in 
five  days,  after  painting  the  whole  of  Aristides  (except  X60) 
on  borrowed  money.     Good  God  !  how  grateful  I  ought  to  be. 

"  On  receiving  my  dear  Lord  Westmoreland's  letter,  I 
knelt  down  and  prayed,  if  it  were  successful,  I  might  be 
humble  and  grateful. 

"  I  once  earned  <£60  in  six  hours.  Now  I  have  earned 
£200  in  five  days,  for  I  painted  this  Napoleon  in  five  days 
in  the  beginning  of  1844. 

"  I  really  fear  one  is  not  good  enough  to  deserve  such  bless- 
ings. 

"  I  am  so  surrounded  with  family  matters — money  matters 
— that  I  have  not  touched  palette  or  brush  since  Friday,  the 
day  my  pupil  came,  to  my  daily  pain  of  conscience. 

"  24:th.  Saw  my  son  Frederick  off  by  train  for  the  flag- 
ship, till  he  goes  to  South  America.  In  the  city  all  the  morn- 
ing before  he  went. 

"  1  declare  my  anxiety  to  dispose  of  my  money  disturbs  me 
more  than  my  anxiety  when  I  wanted  it. 

"  29tJL.  0  Almighty  God  I  accept  my  profound  gratitude 
for  thy  mercies  in  blessing  me  with  health  of  mind  and  body 
to  get  through  the  first  of  my  great  series,  Aristides  ;  and  for 
thy  infinite  mercy  in  rewarding  me  by  ample  means  at  the 
conclusion.     0  God  I  I  am  this  day  about  to  begin  the  second 
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(the  third  in  the  series),  to  show  the  horrors  of  despotism. 
Bless  its  conimencement,  progression,  and  conclusion.  Grant 
me  piety,  health,  and  energy.  Grant  I  may  impress  the  world 
with  a  detestation  of  tyranny,  and  advance  the  great  charac- 
ter of  the  British  nation  in  High  Art.  Grant  these  things, 
I  humbly  ask,  0  Lord  I  to  whom  alone  belongs  success,  either 
for  great  nations  or  individuals — humble  and  confiding. 

"  oOth.  Nero  rubbed  in.  As  I  approached  the  conclusion, 
and  foresaw  the  effect  coming,  it  was  so  terrific,  I  fluttered, 
trembled,  and  perspired  like  a  woman,  and  was  obliged  to 
sit  down. 

"  Oct.  13th.  On  the  7th  I  left  town  by  express  train  to 
visit  Mrs.  Gwatkin  at  Plymouth,  to  examine  Sir  Joshua's 
private  memoranda  concerning  the  Academy  quarrel.  Mrs. 
Gwatkin  was  Miss  Palmer,  sister  to  the  Marchioness  of 
Thomond,  and  niece  to  Sir  Joshua.  As  soon  as  I  arrived,  I 
wrote  to  her  to  say  I  was  come,  and  would  wait  on  her  next 
day  ;  to  which  note  I  received  the  following  reply  from  her 
grandson  : 

" '  Dear  Sir, — My  grandmother  has  directed  me  to  answer 
your  note,  and  says  that  she  will  be  happy,  should  her  health 
permit  her,  to  have  an  interview  with  you  to-morrow,  at  or 
about  twelve  o'clock. 

"  '  Yours  truly,  J.  Reynolds  Gwatkin.' 

"  On  the  8th,  after  calling  on  many  old  friends  of  my  youth, 
I  waited  on  this  last  relic  left  us  of  the  Johnsonian  Burkeian 
period.  She  is  in  her  eighty-ninth  year.  At  twelve  I  called. 
Mr.  Reynolds  Gwatkin  came  down  and  introduced  me.  I 
went  up  with  him,  and  found  on  a  sofa,  leaning  on  pillows, 
a  venerable  aged  lady,  holding  an  ear- trumpet  like  Sir  Joshua, 
showing  in  her  face  great  remains  of  regular  beauty,  and  evi- 
dently the  model  of  Sir  Joshua  in  his  Christian  Virtues=^  (a 
notion  of  mine  which  she  afterward  confirmed).  After  a  few 
minutes'  chat,  we  entered  on  the  purport  of  my  visit,  which 
was  to  examine  Sir  Joshua's  private  papers  relating  to  the 
Academy  dispute  which  produced  his  resignation. 

*  At  Oxford. 
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"  Mrs.  Gwatkin  rose  to  give  orders  ;  her  figure  was  fine  and 
elastic,  upright  as  a  dart,  with  nothing  of  decrepitude — cer- 
tainly extraordinary  for  a  woman  in  her  eighty-ninth  year. 

"Mr.  Gwatkin,  her  grandson,  obeyed  her  directions,  and 
brought  down  a  bundle  of  arranged  papers,  and  on  the  very 
first  bundle  was  '  Private  papers  relative  to  my  resignation  of 
the  presidency.' 

"  The  first  was  a  letter  to  Sir  W.  Chambers,  refusing  to  re- 
sume the  chair.  The  latter  part  bearing  on  my  object,  I  ex- 
tracted. Mr.  Gwatkin,  getting  interested  at  my  anxiety,  of- 
fered his  services,  and  giving  him  part  of  the  papers,  we  work- 
ed away. 

"  The  dear  old  lady  was  soon  in  a  bustle,  for  she  did  not 
seem  to  know  the  value  of  what  she  possessed,  and  said  she 
had  a  trunk  lull,  and  ordered  it  down.  Then  there  was  no 
key  ;  and  then  her  eldest  daughter,  about  fifty,  was  dispatch- 
ed, and  her  niece,  a  little  spirited  thing,  hunted  ;  and  Mrs. 
Gwatkin  herself  bustled  about,  stooping  for  this  and  that,  as 
if  she  was  thirty  instead  of  eighty-nine.  The  key  was  found, 
but  I  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  excursions  from  the  main  point.  I 
had  got  what  I  wanted,  and  must  keep  at  that.  In  about 
two  hours  I  finished.     Mr.  Gwatkin  had  most  to  do.^ 

"  I  then  joined  her,  and  we  had  a  delightful  chat  about 
Burke,  Johnson,  Goldsmith,  Garrick,  and  Reynolds.  She  said 
she  came  to  Sir  Joshua  quite  a  little  girl,  and  at  the  first 
grand  party  Dr.  Johnson  stayed,  as  he  always  did,  after  all 
were  gone  ;  and  that  she,  being  afraid  of  hurting  her  new 
frock,  went  up  stairs  and  put  on  another,  and  came  down  to 
sit  with  Dr.  J.  and  Sir  Joshua.  Johnson  thundered  out 
at  her — scolded  her  for  her  disrespect  to  him,  in  supposing  he 
was  not  as  worthy  of  her  best  frock  as  fine  folks.  He  sent 
her  crying  to  bed,  and  took  a  dislike  to  her  ever  after. 

"  She  had  a  goldfinch  which  she  had  left  at  home.  Her 
brother  and  sister  dropped  water  on  it  from  a  great  height, 
for  fun.     The  bird  died  from  fright,  and  turned  black. 

"She  told  Goldsmith,  who  was  writing  his  'Animated 
*  See  some  of  these  papers,  Appendix  III. — Ed. 
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Nature.'  Goldsmith  begged  her  to  get  the  facts,  and  he 
would  allude  to  it.  '  Sir,"  roared  out  Johnson,  '  if  you  do, 
you'll  ruin  your  work,  for,  depend  upon  it,  it's  a  lie.' 

"  She  said  that  after  Sir  Joseph  Banks  and  Dr.  Solander 
came  from  their  voyage,  at  a  grand  dinner  at  Sir  Joshua's, 
Solander  was  relating  that  in  Ireland  he  had  seen  a  fowl 
boiled  in  a  few  minutes  in  the  hot  springs.  Johnson  broke 
up  the  whole  party  by  roaring  out,  '  Sir,  unless  I  saw  it  with 
my  own  eyes,  I  would  not  believe  it.'  Nobody  spoke  after, 
and  Banks  and  Solander  rose  and  left  the  dining-room. 

"  The  most  delightful  man  was  Goldsmith.  She  saw  him 
and  Garrick  keep  an  immense  party  laughing  till  they  shriek- 
ed. Garrick  sat  on  Goldsmith's  knee  ;  a  table-cloth  was 
pinned  under  Garrick's  chin,  and  brought  behind  Goldsmith, 
hiding  both  their  figures.  Garrick  then  spoke,  in  his  finest 
style,  Hamlet's  speech  to  his  father's  ghost.  Goldsmith  put 
out  his  hands  on  each  side  of  the  cloth,  and  made  burlesque 
action — tapping  his  heart,  and  putting  his  hand  to  Garrick's 
head  and  nose,  all  at  the  wrong  time. 

"  She  said  she  and  her  sister  always  went  daily  into  Sir 
Joshua's  painting-room  after  dinner,  while  he  was  taking  his 
wine,  to  see  how  he  got  on  ;  and  he  generally  took  his  nap. 
'  Ho,  ho  I'  said  I,  '  did  he  take  his  nap  ?'  '  To  be  sure,'  said 
Mrs.  Gwatkin  ;  '  don't  you  ?  After  the  fatigue  of  his  brain, 
he  liked  quiet,  and  we  always  let  him  alone.'  'You  are  a 
dear  creature,'  I  told  her  ;  '  so  does  my  wife  with  me  ;  but,' 
I  replied,  '  he  kept  a  great  deal  of  company,  and  dined  out 
too.'  She  said,  '  Not  a  great  deal — nothing  regular.  He 
was  at  home  and  with  his  family  oftener  than  out.  Now 
and  then,  during  Parliament,  he  had  large  parties.'  She  re- 
membered that  first  party  with  Fanny  Burney.  She  said 
she  and  her  sister  plagued  Miss  B.  in  the  garden  at  Strea- 
tham  to  know  who  was  the  author  of  Evelina,  never  suspect- 
ing her.  As  they  rode  home.  Sir  Joshua  said,  '  Now  you  have 
dined  with  the  author — guess  which  of  the  party.'  They 
could  not  guess,  when  Sir  Joshua  said,  '  Miss  Burney.'  Sir 
Joshua  often  walked  round  the  Park  with  her  before  break- 
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fast — always  took  her  to  sales.  Every  body  in  the  house 
painted — Lady  Thomond  and  herself,  the  coachman,  and  the 
man-servant  Ralph,  and  his  daughter,  all  painted,  copied, 
and  talked  about  pictures. 

"  She  told  me  Northcote  never  in  his  life  dined  at  Sir 
Joshua's  table  when  there  was  a  grand  party.  She  showed 
me  a  rough  copy  of  Burke's  character  of  Reynolds,  written  in 
the  drawing-room,  within  a  few  minutes  of  his  death,  Mrs. 
Gwatkin  sitting  by  the  side  of  Burke  as  he  wrote  it. 

"Lunch  was  now  announced,  and  we  had  all  got  so  inti- 
mate that  they  made  me  promise  to  stay  the  day.  At  lunch, 
down  came  young  Mrs.  Gwatkin,  with  a  fine,  dear  little  boy 
of  the  fourth  generation.  She  was  the  wife  of  the  handsome 
young  man,  so  there  were  grandmamma  and  her  daughter, 
and  Mr.  Gwatkin,  grandson,  and  his  little  boy,  great-grand- 
son. It  was  quite  a  patriarchal  party.  I  dined,  and  retired 
at  ten  to  my  inn.  As  I  took  her  venerable  hand,  I  kissed 
it,  which  brought  a  tear  into  her  eye. 

"  16th.  I  visited  Ide,  where  I  buried  my  dear  mother,  and 
was  shocked  to  find  a  new  church — the  aisle  paved,  and  no 
traces  of  her  grave.  I  rode  away  shocked,  and  wrote  the 
vicar,  from  whom  I  received  a  kind  answer,  which  is  a  cred- 
it to  his  heart. 

"  November  1st.  Blocked  in  a  small  Aristides,  thank  God, 
and  began  my  other  four  sketches.  The  smell  of  the  paint 
was  incense  to  my  nostrils.  Why  do  I  ever  leave  my  palette  ? 
It  is  my  only  real  source  of  happiness. 

"  5th.  Made  a  study  of  my  daughter  Mary.  In  the  even- 
ing lectured,  but  very  hoarsely.  I  never  feel  inspired  but 
before  a  large  canvass.  Let  me  want  what  I  will,  I  am 
then  in  my  element,  nor  shall  I  feel  happy  till  again  at 
Nero.  My  money  obligations,  to  finish  small  works  for  those 
who  nobly  advanced  the  prices  to  enable  me  to  finish  Aristi- 
des, must  be  attended  to  first. 

"  Qth.  I  have  always  said  of  Peel  he  had  a  tender  heart. 
In  1830  he  gave  credence  to  me,  and  now,  after  all  our  row 
about  Napoleon  (and  I  said  bitter  things  to  him),  my  dear  son 

U  2 
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Frank,  siarinking  from  the  display  of  the  pulpit,  after  £860 
10s.  expense  for  a  college  education,  in  anguish  of  mind  I 
wrote  Sir  Robert,  and  told  him  my  distress.     He  answered  : 

"  '  Whitehall,  4th  November,  1845. 

"  '  Sir  Robert  Peel  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr.  Hay- 
don,  and  must  decline  making  any  application  to  Lord  Had- 
dington on  the  subject  of  an  appointment  for  Mr.  Haydon's  son. 

"  '  Sir  Robert  Peel  will,  however,  avail  himself  of  an  early 
opportunity  of  nominating  Mr.  Haydon's  son  to  a  clerkship 
in  one  of  the  public  departments  under  the  control  of  the 
Treasury,  if  such  an  appointment  would  be  acceptable  to 
him.' 

"  «  7th  November,  1845. 

"  '  Sir, — I  am  directed  by  Sir  Robert  Peel  to  inform  you 
that  there  in  a  vacancy  for  a  clerk  in  the  Record  Office,  sal- 
ary £80  a  year,  with  the  usual  prospects  of  promotion,  to 
which  he  will  be  happy  to  appoint  your  son,  if  it  meets  your 
wishes. 

"  '  Sir  Robert  Peel  M^as  induced  to  select  this  clerkship  for 
him,  as,  from  your  description  of  him  as  a  young  man  of  re- 
tiring and  literary  habits,  he  thinks  it  will  suit  him.  If 
your  son  will  present  himself  at  the  Record  Office,  Rolls' 
Yard,  Chancery  Lane,  he  will  be  examined  as  to  his  qualifi- 
cations. 

"  '  Your  obedient  servant,  John  Young.' 

"  30th.  A  very  g.ood  month,  upon  the  whole.  Nero,  my 
second  in  the  series,  advanced. 

"  By  bringing  in  such  a  monster  as  principal  figure,  I  gain 
the  object  of  exposing  despotism  more  than  if  I  had  brought 
the  effects  forward  by  showing  a  family  in  distress  and  put- 
ting the  monster  in  the  background.  It  is  offensive  to  en- 
deavour to  hit  the  characteristics  of  such  a  wretch,  but  the 
object  is  to  show,  in  the  most  powerful  way  I  can,  the  evil 
of  a  sovereign  without  popular  check.  It  might  be  any  oth- 
er fire  with  a  mere  family,  even  though  Nero  might  be  per- 
ceived. Nero  must  be  the  prominent  object,  the  fire  the  sec- 
ondary. 

"  December  2d.  Awoke  in  very  great  anxiety,  yet  trusting. 
My  city  friends,  pressed  by  the  times  and  panic,  want  pay- 
ment.    I  went  out,  my  heart  bursting  to  proceed  with  Nero, 
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but  obliged  to  go.  I  was  ruined  in  1823  by  putting  on  my 
jacket  to  fly  at  the  Crucifixion  instead  of  keeping  a  money 
appointment  in  the  city  ;  so,  remembering  this,  I  sallied 
forth,  and  my  presence  did  every  thing.  By  going  I  kept 
things  floating  on,  and  returned,  losing  a  beautiful  day,  as 
light  as  summer.  I  looked  at  Nero  and  his  glorious  back- 
ground M'ith  sorrow.  So  it  is.  It  is  my  destiny  to  thirst 
for  great  works  without  calculating  the  impossibilities,  with- 
out resources  ;  but  it  is  also  my  destiny  to  conquer  the  im- 
possibilities, and  do  my  great  work. 

"  It  is  what  I  am  fit  for.  An  anxiety  is  a  necessary 
sweater,  or  I  should  be  too  buoyant.  Danger  keeps  me  re- 
membering my  trust  in  Him,  whom  I  might  but  languidly 
remember  in  prosperity.  I  am  content  if  my  health  and  eyes 
last,  as  I  trust  in  God  they  will. 

"  lO^A.  Worked  hard.  Talfourd  said  he  introduced  Dick- 
ens to  Lady  Holland.  She  hated  the  Americans,  and  did  not 
want  Dickens  to  go.  She  said,  '  Why  can  not  you  go  down, 
to  Bri.stol  and  see  some  of  the  third  or  fourth  class  people, 
and  they'll  do  just  as  well  ?' 

"  21th.  My  picture  in  a  glorious  state.  I  hope  to  get  it 
all  settled  for  completing  by  the  31st.  I  have  painted  Uriel, 
Aristides,  and  nearly  done  Nero,  besides  a  repetition  of  Aris- 
tides,  several  heads  and  sketches,  &c.  The  year  has  not  been 
unprofitable  ;  but  Aristides,  which  took  four  months,  and  Nero 
two,  have  not  brought  me  a  shilling  yet.  The  X200  from 
the  King  of  Hanover  was  for  the  work  of  1844,  and  the  pre- 
mium from  a  pupil  was  the  other  X200. 

"  I  trust  I  shall  live  to  get  through  my  six.  What  pains 
me  is  the  repeated  worry  such  great  works  entail  on  my 
tradesmen.  I  am  never  ready.  This  week  a  respectable 
young  tradesman  wanted  £16.  I  could  not  pay  him  yet, 
and  I  know  he  will  be  put  to  the  greatest  misery  from  my 
incapacity. 

''29th.  On  the  14th  instant  (I  believe)  I  wrote,  'Peel's 
move  out  is  like  Lord  Grei/s  in  1832 — to  cwne  back  with 
greater  poiver.' 


468  MEMOIRS  OF   B.   R.    HAYDON.  [1845. 

"  I  have  a  vast  notion  of  my  own  political  sagacity.  Peel 
is  back  again,  w^ith  double  power,  and  he  is  the  only  man 
now  for  the  difficulty. 

"  However,  my  political  furor  is  waning.  Next  month  I 
am  sixty  years  of  age,  and  begin  to  feel  there  are  many  beau- 
ties in  art  I  have  yet  to  mark,  and  my  time  of  seeing  and 
painting  must  have  turned  the  corner.  In  God  I  trust. 
Amen. 

"  I  hope  I  may  yet  last  twenty  years  ;  if  I  do,  I'll  do  greater 
things  than  I  have  ever  done.  I  feel  I  shall.  In  God  I  trust. 
Amen. 

*'  30^^.  Last  day  but  one  of  1845.  Well ;  I  have  not  been 
perfect,  but  I  have  struggled  to  be  so,  and  I  have  less  vice  to 
lament  than  any  previous  year  since  I  was  fourteen.  The 
first  step  toward  fitting  the  soul  to  stand  before  its  Maker  is 
a  conviction  of  its  unworthiness. 

"  I  have  been  deeply  touched  by  St.  Augustine's  Confes- 
sions ;  they  are  grander  than  Rousseau's,  because  founded  on 
the  religious  estimation  of  Creator  and  created.  Dr.  Hook 
gave  me  an  inestimable  blessing  in  presenting  them  to  me. 
They  show  me  the  corruption  of  the  greatest  saints  ;  he 
shows  the  same  belief  in  the  opening  of  the  Bible  at  hazard 
and  applying  the  first  passage  to  yourself,  as  I  have  always 
done. 

"  Good  heavens  I  Gurwood  has  cut  his  throat.  The  man 
who  had  headed  the  forlorn  hope  at  Ciudad  Rodrigo — the 
rigid  soldier — the  iron-nerved  hero,  had  not  morale  to  resist 
the  relaxation  of  nerve  brought  on  by  his  over-anxiety  about 
the  Duke's  dispatches. 

"  Where  is  the  responsibility  of  a  man  with  mind  so  easily 
affected  by  body  ?     Romilly,  Castlereagh,  and  Gurwood  I 

"  I  ordered  the  third  canvass  immediately,  as  I  now  fore- 
saw the  conclusion  of  Nero.  I  knelt  down  and  prayed  God 
to  bless  my  third  in  the  series,  as  he  had  blessed  my  two 
first. 

"  3l5^.  The  end  of  1845  is  approaching  rapidly — ten  min- 
utes after  nine.     I  prayed  at  the  end  of  1844  that  I  might 


1846.]    PRAYER  AT  THE  END  OF  THE  YEAR.      469 

get  through  the  great  works  in  hand.  I  have  accomplished 
(all  but)  Aristides  and  Nero,  of  the  six  contemplated.  O 
God  !  grant  that  no  difficulty,  however  apparently  insur- 
mountable, may  conquer  my  spirit,  or  prevent  me  from  bring- 
ing to  a  triumphant  conclusion  my  six  works  originally  de- 
signed for  the  old  House. 

"  I  prayed  in  1844  that  my  son  might  be  brought  through 
his  degree.  It  was  by  Thy  mercy  completed,  and  yet  at  the 
time  I  prayed  I  had  not  a  guinea. 

"  I  prayed  to  accomplish  Aristides  and  Nero  ;  I  have  at- 
tained, by  Thy  blessing,  my  desire.  I  prayed  for  health — I 
have  had  it.  I  prayed  for  blessings  on  my  family — they  have 
been  blessed.     Can  I  feel  grateful  enough  ?     Never. 

"  I  now  pray,  0  Almighty,  surrounded  with  difficulties,  and 
in  great  necessity,  that  I  may  accomplish  two  more  of  my 
six — that  I  may  sell  the  two  I  have  done,  and  be  employed 
for  the  remaining  four  I 

"  O  God  I  not  mine,  but  Thy  will  be  done  !  Give  me  eyes 
and  intellect,  and  energy  and  health,  till  the  last  gush  of  ex- 
istence, and  I'll  bear  up,  and  get  through,  under  Thy  bless- 
ing, my  six  works  to  illustrate  the  best  government  for  man- 
kind I 

"  0  Lord  I  let  not  this  be  presumption,  but  that  just  confi- 
dence inspired  by  Thee,  O  God  I  This  year  is  closing  rapid- 
ly. I  almost  hear  the  rush  and  roar  of  the  mighty  wave  from 
eternity  that  will  overwhelm  it  forever  I  O  Lord,  accept  my 
deep,  deep  gratitude  for  all  Thy  mercies  this  last  year  ;  and 
grant  I  may  deserve  a  continuance  of  such  mercies,  and  con- 
clude by  the  end  of  1846  two  more  great  works  of  my  series  I 
Amen,  Amen,  Amen." 

1846. 

"  January  1st.  0  God,  bless  the  beginning,  progression,  and 
conclusion  of  this  year,  for  Jesus  Christ's  sake,  my  dear  fam- 
ily, my  art,  and  myself  I 

"  The  Nero  to-day  looks  well ;  but  I  am  very  uneasy.  I 
can  not  keep  my  word  for  want  of  means.     I  paid  away  too 


470  MEMOIRS    OF    B.   R.   HAYDON.  [1846. 

rapidly,  and  left  myself  bare  ;  and  have  now  to  struggle — 
paint — conceive — borrow — promise,  and  fly  at  my  picture — 
get  enchanted — and  awake  out  of  a  delicious  dream,  to  think 
of  the  butcher.  But  in  God  I  trust.  At  sixty,  men  are  not 
so  bold  as  at  twenty-five  ;  but  why  not  ?  If  Napoleon  had 
behaved  with  the  same  spirit  in  1815  as  on  the  18th  Bru- 
maire,  he  would  not  have  died  at  St.  Helena. 

"  There  is  no  competition  till  next  year.  If  I  lose  this  mo- 
ment for  showing  all  my  works,  it  can  never  occur  again. 
My  heart  beat  —  my  imagination  fired.  I  thought  on  Him 
on  whom  alone  I  rest ;  Lord,  bless  my  decision  I     Amen. 

"  od.  Went  out  on  various  matters  connected  with  my 
Nero — to  get  various  things  to  paint  from,  and  succeeded. 
Called  in  at  Christie's  by  accident,  and  saw  a  fine  copy  of  the 
head  of  the  Sybil  in  the  Pace,  by  Raphael.  Waited,  and  got 
it  for  1  9s.  ;  paid  for  it,  and  marched  ofi^with  it  in  a  cab,  and 
drove  home,  glorying.  Such  heads  are  worth  all  Vandyke's, 
Velasquez's  or  Heynolds's,  in  style.  They  keep  your  eye  in 
trim  for  great  public  buildings,  as  to  largeness,  and  breadth, 
and  style.  As  I  was  walking  out  Wyatt  hailed  me,  and  ask- 
ed me  to  come  and  lunch  in  the  belly  of  Copenhagen,  before 
it  was  put  together  I  I  went,  and  squeezed  in  with  women. 
Sir  John  Campbell,  &c.,  and  a  jolly  party,  and  a  great  deal 
of  fun  we  had.  Drank  the  health  of  the  sculptor,  and  the 
horse,  and  his  rider.  I  was  invited  to  dine,  Tuesday,  but 
could  not  go. 

*'  It  will  be  something  to  say,  some  time  hence,  when  the 
statue  is  up,  I  dined  in  the  horse's  belly  I 

"  1th.  Called  on  Hart,  who  told  me  that  near  St.  Miniato, 
in  Florence,  he  took  shelter  in  a  shower  of  rain  under  a  por- 
tico, where  in  the  dark  was  a  fresco  by  Massaccio  of  a  figure, 
the  origin  of  Raphael's  Christ  in  the  Transfiguration, 

"  Thus,  of  the  Christ  in  Transfiguration,  the  Paul  in  Ely- 
mas,  and  one  of  the  men  in  Paul  at  Athens,  Massaccio  is  the 
origin. 

"  Hart  seemed  lounging  and  overwhelmed — Italy  begets  a 
lazy  bewilderment.     In  the  Vatican,  he  says,  there  is  a  whole 
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suite  of  rooms  painted  by  Pinturicchio,  and  a  chapel  of  Fra 
Beato  never  seen,  unless  asked  for. 

"  Sth.  Anxious  about  the  next  three  months.  My  fate 
hangs  on  doing  as  I  ought,  and  seizing  moments  with  energy. 

"  I  shall  never  have  ari  opportunity  again  of  connecting 
myself  with  a  great  public  commission  by  opposition  and  in- 
teresting the  public  by  the  contrast.  If  I  miss  it,  it  will  be 
a  tide  not  taken  at  its  flood. 

"  0  God,  bless  me  with  energy  and  vigour  to  seize  the 
moment  and  make  the  most  of  it.     Amen,  Amen. 

"  l\th.  Read  prayers,  and  rendered  thanks  with  true  feel- 


mg. 


"  As  there  is  great  anxiety  in  my  family  about  exhibiting, 
the  following  is  curious  : 

Profits  from  various   Exhibitions  Loss  on  various  Exhibitions  since 


since  1820. 

£       s.    d. 
Net  Profit  of  Jerusa- 
lem     1453  19  10 

Net    Profit   of  Mock 

Election 190     7     0 

Net  Profit   of  Chair- 


1820. 

£ 
Loss  on  Exhibition  of 

Solomon 99 

Loss  on  Exhibition  of 

Xenophon 27 

Loss  on  Exhibition  of 
Eucles 46 


s.  d. 
9  10 
0     0 


ing 9  16  10 

1654    3  "i^""^^^  ^^  Exhibition  of 
Lossonothers 629  10     8l     Napoleon 20 


Profit  on  Lazarus . . . 
Net  Profit  on  Exhibi- 


1024  13 
441     8 


jLoss  on  Exhibition  of 

0|     Passion 22 

6  Loss  on  Exhibition  of 

Reform  Banquet...  248  16 


0 
0 
0 

8 


tion  since  1820... £1466     1     6 


Net  Profit  on  Exhibition 1466 

Sale  of  Agony 525 

Mock  Election 525 

Eucles 525 

Xenophon 840 


s. 
1 

6 

0 
0 
0 


Napoleon 136  10 


Passover 


r,'. 


25 


Banquet 525 


0 
0 


£629  10 

d. 
6 
0 
0 
0 
0 
0 
0 
0 


Net  Profit  and  Sale £5067  11     6 


"  12th.  O  God  I  bless  the  beginning,  progression,  and  cori- 
clusion  of  my  taking  my  rooms  for  exhibition  of  my  pictures 
this  day.     Amen. 
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"  Took  my  rooms,  so  the  die  is  cast. 

"  16th.  There  surely  is  in  human  nature  an  inherent  pro- 
pensity to  extract  all  the  good  out  of  the  evil. 

"One  case.  Out  of  what  a  mass  of  indigestion,  fog,  debt, 
discontent,  opposition,  vice,  temptation,  and  trial,  is  every 
Avork  of  intellect  accomplished. 

"  Oh,  it  is  a  fearful  struggle,  w^hich  nothing  but  the  assist- 
ance of  God  could  support  me  through. 

"  Worked  hard  and  got  well  on. 

"  22d.  I  will  not  continue  to  record  my  prayers  daily.  I 
feel  them,  but  it  is  too  familiar  to  write  them  down,  and  bring 
them  in  contact  with  daily  expression  of  worldly  matters. 

"  23d.  Worked  moderately.  At  the  conclusion  of  a  pic- 
ture, beware  of  the  freaks  of  invention.  The  mind,  long 
dwelling  on  one  idea,  gets  weary  and  starts  alterations.  Im- 
mediately that  begins,  fly  to  a  new  subject. 

"  24:th.  Sent  my  opening  advertisement.*     Success  I     O 

*  Haydon's  New  Pictures. — On  Easter  Monday  next  will  open  for 
exhibition,  at  the  Egyptian  Hall,  Piccadilly  (admission,  I*. ;  cata- 
logues, %d.),  two  large  pictures,  viz.  :  1.  "  The  Banishment  of  Aris- 
tides  with  his  Wife  and  Children,"  to  show  the  Injustice  of  Democ- 
racy. 2.  "  Nero  playing  his  Lyre  while  Rome  is  burning,"  to  prove 
the  Heartlessness  of  Despotism.  These  works  are  parts  of  a  series 
of  six  designs,  made  thirty-four  years  ago  for  the  old  House  of  Lords, 
and  laid  before  every  minister  to  the  present  day.  The  plan  was  to 
illustrate  what  was  the  best  government,  by  showing  from  historic 
facts  what  w^as  proved  had  been  the  worst.  The  third  and  fourth 
will  exhibit  the  consequences  of  Anarchy  and  Cruelties  of  Revolution, 
and  the  fifth  and  sixth  the  Blessings  of  Justice  and  Freedom  under  a 
limited  Monarchy.  This  exhibition  will  open  in  no  spirit  of  opposition 
to  the  government  plan  about  to  be  put  in  force,  but  with  the  view 
of  letting  the  public  see  that  works  endeavoured  to  be  executed  on 
the  principles  of  the  great  masters  of  the  British  school,  founded  on 
those  established  by  the  greater  men  of  other  schools,  are  perfectly 
consistent  with  the  decoration  of  any  building,  Grecian  or  Gothic,  and 
that  there  is  no  necessity  for  endangering  the  practice  of  the  British 
school  by  the  adoption  of  the  wild  theories  of  a  sect  of  foreigners,  who 
have  considered  the  accidental  ignorance  of  an  early  age  as  a  princi- 
ple fit  to  guide  an  enlightened  one.  The  British  school  was  progressing 
to  excellence  five  years  ago,  and  would  have  attained  it  had  not  the 
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merciful  Protector,  without  Thy  blessing  who  can  succeed  ? 
Thou  knowest  the  purity  of  my  motives.      In  Thee  I  trust. 

"  The  absurd  principle  now  set  afloat  by  the  Commission 
of  allegorizing  every  thing  is  ridiculous.  Every  thing  is  now 
spiritualized  in  the  art,  the  basis  of  which  is  matter.  The 
spirit  of  this,  and  spirit  of  that,  when  tie  absolute  flesh  and 
blood  which  represents  the  spirit  is  so  completely  in  opposi- 
tion to  all  spiritual  notions. 

*'  Instead  of  the  old  thorough-bred  English  notion  of  domes- 
tic happiness  in  a  tea-party,  we  shall  have  the  spirit  of  do- 
mestic felicity  pouring  out  the  tea,  the  spirit  of  benevolence 
putting  in  the  sugar,  Avhile  the  milk  will  be  poured  by  the 
genial  spirit  of  agricultural  protection,  and  the  spirit  of  manu- 
facture will  spread  the  table-cloth. 

"  25th.  My  birth-day — sixty  years  old  !     0  God  I  continue 

weak  recommendation  of  absurd  fancies  thrown  the  young  men  off 
the  right  road,  and  the  whole  school  into  confusion.  Backgrounds 
are  now  considered  a  vulgarity,  rotundity  of  imitation  the  proofs  of  a 
debased  mind ;  nature  a  nuisance,  and  the  necessity  of  models  evi- 
dence of  no  poetry  of  soul ;  portraits  are  beginning  to  appear  with 
coats  of  arms  sticking  to  their  noses  ;  the  petty  details  of  decoration 
and  patterns  of  borders  take  the  place  of  expression  and  features  ;  and 
all  those  great  doctrines,  which  the  experience  of  centuries  estab- 
lished, are  now  questioned  with  the  dandy  air  of  infinite  superiority 
to  Titian,  Rubens,  Velasquez,  Reynolds,  Vandyke,  Michael  Angelo's 
Prophets,  or  Raphael's  Cartoons.  The  end  of  such  a  state  of  things 
may  easily  be  predicted  ;  and  Mr.  Haydon  respectfully  hopes  his  hum- 
ble attempt  to  prove  there  is  no  occasion  to  change  the  principles  of 
the  school  for  the  purpose  of  decoration  will  be  supported  by  the 
sound  sense  of  the  people.  He  was  the  tirst  to  petition  the  House  for 
state  support  to  Pligh  Art — he  was  the  first  to  petition  for  schools  of 
design — he  was  the  first  to  plan  the  decoration  of  the  old  House  of 
Lords,  and  to  keep  up  the  excitement,  till  it  was  resolved  to  decorate 
the  new — he  has  devoted  forty-two  years,  without  omission  of  a  day, 
to  simplify  the  principles  of  the  art  for  the  instruction  of  the  people  ; 
and  having  been  utterly  neglected  when  all  his  plans  have  been  adopt- 
ed, he  appeals  to  the  public  to  support  his  exhibition,  that  he  may  be 
able  to  complete  the  series  he  has  planned.  The  private  day  will 
take  place  on  Saturday,  April  11,  and  will  open  at  10  o'clock  on  Easter 
Monday,  April  13,  to  the  public. 
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my  eyes  and  faculties  to  the  last  hour  of  my  existence.  Bless 
me  through  my  ensuing  years.  Grant  I  may  live  to  accom- 
plish my  six  great  works,  and  leave  my  family  in  competence. 
Accept  my  gratitude  for  Thy  mercies  up  to  this  moment,  and 
grant  I  may  so  exercise  the  gifts  with  which  Thou  hast 
blessed  me,  that  I  may  merit  eternal  life,  and  Thy  approba- 
tion, through  Christ,  my  Lord  and  Saviour.     Amen. 

'"Rydal  Mount,  Jan.  24th,  1846. 

"'  My  dear  Haydon, — I  was  sorry  that  I  could  not  give 
you  a  more  satisfactory  answer  to  your  request  for  a  motto  to 
the  engraving  of  your  admirable  portrait  of  my  ascent  toward 
the  top  of  Helvellyn.  My  son  "William,  who  is  here,  has  just 
been  with  me  to  look  at  the  impression  of  the  print  in  the  un- 
finished state  as  we  have  it.  But  from  the  first  he  has  been 
exceedingly  pleased  with  it,  so  much  so  that  he  would  be 
truly  happy  to  be  put  into  possession  of  it  as  it  then  Avas,  if 
an  impression  could  be  procured  for  him,  and  would  readily 
pay  for  it  if  purchased.  Pray  let  me  have  a  few  impressions, 
when  it  is  finished,  sent  to  Moxon,  as  I  myself  think  that  it 
is  the  best  likeness,  that  is,  the  most  characteristic,  that  has 
been  done  of  me.  I  wish  to  send  one  also  to  America,  ac- 
cording to  directions,  which  will  be  hereafter  given.  I  hope 
you  get  on  with  your  labours  to  your  satisfaction. 

"  '  Believe  me,  dear  Haydon,  faithfully,  your  obliged  friend, 

"'W.  Wordsworth.' 

"  21th.  I  went  out  in  misery.  There  is  nothing  like  the 
forlornne&s  of  feeling,  of  knowing  you  have  not  a  pound  to 
meet  the  bill  of  a  rascal  who  is  hoping  you  may  fail  that  he 
may  make  property  of  the  costs.  Coutts  and  Co.  had  writ- 
ten to  say  it  was  against  their  rules  to  help  me — still,  per- 
sonally, I  had  hopes.  I  went  to-day.  The.bill  would  be  in. 
by  twelve  (£26  10s.) ;  I  saw  Mr.  Majoribanks  ;  I  said,  '  Sir, 
do  help  me.'  He  is  humane.  '  You  know  it  is  against  all 
rule.  I  regret  to  see  a  man  of  your  eminence  so  hard  run. 
Shall  it  be  the  last  time?'  I  gave  him  my  honour.  He 
begged  me  to  sit  down — feeling  as  if  I  had  been  held  by  a 
prong  over  the  burning  pit,  and  saw  a  reprieve.  I  signed  a 
promissory  note  for  two  months,  and  he  placed  the  amount 
to  my  account.     He  was  looking  much  older  than  I.     His 
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head  trembled  a  little,  and  his  hand  shook.  He  said,  '  I  am 
fifty  to-morrow.'  '  Why,  sir,  I  am  sixty,'  *  Sixty,'  says  he ; 
'  no.'  'It  is  twenty-nine  years  ago  since  I  opened  my  ac- 
count— Mr.  Harman  paid  me  £300,  and  I  came  to  your 
house.'  '  Time  passes,'  said  he.  Sir  Edward  Antrobus  was 
looking  old  and  wrinkled.  I  declare  I  feel  as  young  as  ever. 
These  rich  men  always  look  older  than  we  struggling  men  of 
talent. 

*'  I  fear  nothing  on  earth  but  my  banker,  where  I  have  not 
five  shillings  on  account,  and  have  a  bill  coming  due,  and 
want  help.  The  awful  and  steady  look  of  his  searching 
eyes  ;  the  quiet  and  investigating  point  of  his  simple  ques- 
tions ;  the  '  hum,'  when  he  holds  down  his  head,  as  if  he  had 
Atlas  on  his  shoulders,  and  the  solemn  tone  when  he  declares 
it  is  against  the  rules  of  the  house  ;  the  reprieve  one  feels  as 
the  tones  of  the  voice  begin  to  melt,  and  give  symptoms  of 
an  opening  to  let  in  light  to  the  heart,  are  not  to  be  described, 
and  can  only  be  understood  by  those  who  have  been  in  such 
predicaments.  Majoribanks  is  always  kind  at  last.  The 
clerks  seem  to  be  wonder-struck  at  the  charm  I  seem  to  pos- 
sess in  the  house  among  the  partners, 

"  The  fact  is,  Coutts's  house  have  always  had  a  great  deal 
to  do  with  men  of  genius,  and  they  have  a  feeling  for  them, 
and  seem  to  think  it  a  credit  to  the  firm  to  have  one  or  two 
to  scold,  assist,  blow  up,  and  then  forgive.  This  is  the  way  I 
have  gone  on  with  them  for  twenty-nine  years, 

"  Once  my  trustee  overdrew  £21.  By  degrees  I  repaid  it 
— £5,  £8  at  a  time,  and  I  always  kept  my  word  with  them, 
and  once  they  spoke  highly  of  me  in  my  misfortunes,  and  once 
they  paid  £100  when  I  had  not  a  shilling  on  account.  This 
was  in  my  palmy  days, 

"  How  grateful  I  am  ;  God  be  thanked,  '  He  who  trusteth 
in  the  Lord  shall  be  even  as  Mount  Sion  ;'  I  have  found  it  so. 
"  29^/i,  The  artists  of  the  world  are  divided  into  Touchers 
and  Polishers.  The  Touchers — Michael  Angelo,  Raphael  in 
his  Cartoons,  Titian,  Bartolomeo,  Giorgione,  Tintoretto,  Yero- 
nese,  Rubens,  Velasquez,  David  Teniers,  Rembrandt,  Key- 
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nolds,  Wilson,  Wilkie,  Gainsborough,  Vandyke — are  the  great 
men  who  had  discovered  the  optical  principles  of  imitating 
nature  to  convey  thought.  The  Polishers  are  the  little  men 
M'ho  did  not  see  a  whole  at  a  time,  but  only  parts  of  a 
whole,  and  thus  make  up  the  whole  by  a  smooth  union  of 
parts  ;  Avhereas  the  great  men  see  the  whole  by  the  leading 
points  which  make  up  the  whole,  and,  conscious  on  optical 
principles  of  the  power  of  distance  to  unite  the  leading  points 
into  a  whole,  leave  the  intermediate  parts  to  be  united  by 
distance. 

"  February  4:th.  In  the  greatest  anxiety  about  money  mat- 
ters. Accommodation  in  the  city  out  of  the  question.  My 
friends  with  faces  longer  than  my  arm,  croaking  and  fore- 
boding. 

"  I  have  lost  three  glorious  days,  painted  hardly  at  all,  and 
have  not  succeeded  in  getting  £5,  with  X62  to  pay.  I  must 
up  with  my  new  canvass,  because  without  a  new  large  pic- 
ture to  lean  on,  I  feel  as  if  deserted  by  the  world. 

"  The  reason  of  these  perpetual  failures  in  matters  of  dec- 
oration in  England,  whether  in  architecture,  sculpture,  or 
painting,  is,  that  the  management  is  left  to  commissioners  and 
committees,  which  is  all  very  well  when  the  subjects  to  be 
settled  are  commercial  or  political,  and  every  member  kui  ws 
something  of  what  he  is  to  discuss,  but  is  perfectly  ludicrous 
where  art  is  concerned,  and  nobody  but  the  professional  man 
knows  one  iota  about  the  matter. 

"  Committees  are  composed  generally  of  men  of  rank  and 
station,  who  have  little  to  do,  while  each  has  a  crotchet  of  his 
own.  Crotchet  after  crotchet  is  proposed,  till  some  day,  after 
endless  discussion,  on  a  slack  attendance,  with  hardly  a  quo- 
rum, up  gets  a  persevering  member,  proposes  his  own  crotch- 
et, which  is  carried  by  a  majority  of  one  out  of  five,  and  this 
is  called  the  prevailing  sense  of  the  committee. 

"  6th.  0,  0,  0  I  I  sat  all  day  and  looked  into  the  fire.  I 
must  get  up  my  third  canvass,  or  I  shall  go  cracked  ;  I  have 
ordered  it  up  on  Saturday,  and  then  I'll  be  at  it. 

"  Perhaps  this  paralysis  was  nature's  repose.     I  stared 
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like  a  baby,  and  felt  like  one.  A  man  who  has  had  so 
many  misfortunes  as  I  have  had  gets  frightened  at  leaving 
his  family  for  a  day. 

"6th.  Thus  ends  the  week;  by  borrowing  £10  of  Tal- 
fourd,  <£10  of  Twentyman,  £5  10s.  of  my  hatter,  I  contrived 
to  satisfy  claims  for  £62,  but  next  week  I  must  be  at  it 
again.  Though  I  have  "Wordsworth's  and  the  Duke's  head 
engraving,  I  can  sell  neither,  and  though  I  have  not  had  a 
farthing  on  my  lectures  yet,  I  am  now  revising  a  second 
volume. 

"  My  two  works  are  done,  a  third  canvass  is  ready,  and, 
as  if  under  trial,  I  have  yet  to  begin,  cheerfully  trusting  in 
God,  and  believing  my  life  conducted  by  Him,  so  that  from 
trials  inflicted  my  genius  is  elevated  more  powerfully  than 
from  sunshine  and  luxury. 

"  9th.  Jerdan  and  Bell  dined  with  me  yesterday,  and  we 
had  a  pleasant  evening. 

"  Laid  up  with  an  inflamed  lid  ;  always  get  ill  in  the  in- 
terval of  great  works.  Did  nothing.  Considered  deeply  my 
next  subject.  They  advised  me  to  paint  The  last  Charette 
at  the  Revolution.  I  prefer  now  the  quiet  beauty  of  Alfred. 
My  heart  is  fixed  on  fine  English  heads  ;  I  have  a  great 
many  in  my  eye,  ready  models,  who  will  be  proud  to  sit. 

"  10^^.  My  dear  mother's  birth-day. 

•'  Twenty-five  minutes  past  eleven,  began  on  the  canvass 
of  my  third  picture.  O  God,  I  pray  Thee,  on  my  knees, 
bless  me  through  this  third  picture,  as  Thou  hast  blessed  me 
through  the  last.     Amen. 

*'  As  I  and  my  pupil,  Fisher,  were  embruning  my  white 
ground  with  raw  umber  before  sketching  in,  who  should  call 
but  Sir  Robert  Inglis. 

"  Up  he  came — saw  all  my  series.  I  said,  *  Now,  Sir 
Robert,  what  chance  have  I  in  the  House  of  Lords?'  'Do 
you  wish  me  to  answer  as  commissioner,  or  as  gentleman  to 
gentleman?'     'As  both.'     '  Then  you  are  too  late.' 

""When  I  took  my  sketch  to  Walmer  and  spoke  to  the 
Duke,  he  said  '  it  was  too  early.'     When  I  laid  it  before  Sir 
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Robert  Peel,  he  replied,  '  He  left  all  to  the  Commission.'  In 
fact,  they  are  determined  I  shall  have  nothing  to  do  with  it. 
I  am  always  too  late,  too  early,  or  too  iiii'portunate. 

"  Well,  I  say  again,  as  I  said  to  my  wife  in  1837,  after  our 
release  from  Broadstairs,  where  for  her  health  I  had  spent 
all,  and  we  returned  without  a  shilling,  '  What  shall  we  do, 
my  love  ?'  *  Trust  in  God,'  said  I,  and  suddenly  came  the 
Liverpool  commission.  So  say  I  now,  '  I  trust  in  God,'  and 
we  shall  see  who  is  most  powerful,  He  or  the  Royal  Com- 
mission.    We  shall  see. 

"  A  great  many  extraordinary  things  have  happened  where 
I  am  concerned,  and  so  will  a  great  many  more. 

"  \lth.  Settled  every  thing  before  leaving  town  for  dear 
Auld  Eeekie.  God  bless  my  arrival  there,  and  grant  success 
and  safe  return.  God  protect  my  dear  family  till  I  come 
back,  and  my  pictures  and  property. 

*'  In  case  of  accident,  I  hope  my  dear  friends,  Dr.  Darling, 
6  Russell  Square,  and  Mr.  Sergeant  Talfourd,  will  act  as  ex- 
ecutors.    In  God  I  trust.     Amen. 

"  18^^.  Newcastle.  Came  in  lOf  hours,  303  miles.  Cu- 
rious— twenty-six  years  ago  I  called  on  poor  Bewick,  the 
wood  engraver.  I  have  lectured  here  since  ;  and  now  I 
pass  to  lecture  in  Edinburgh  once  more. 

"  Thank  God  with  all  my  heart,  I  came  safe. 

"  Old  Bewick,  who  was  eighty  years  old,  on  clit,  was  very 
proud  of  my  calling,  and  used  to  couple  the  call  of  the  Grand 
Duke  Michael  and  myself  as  high  honours,  and  talk  of  it  in 
his  boozings. 

"  20i/i.  Arrived  at  Edinbro'  from  Newcastle  after  a  de- 
lightful journey  by  Melrose,  glimpsing  Abbotsford,  after  which 
the  Tweed  became  classical.  Poor  dear  Sir  Walter  I  he  came 
into  my  mind  incessantly. 

"  23<:Z.  Lectured  on  Fuseli,  and  was  heroically  received  by 
a  brilliant  audience.  Ah,  Auld  Reekie  I  I  smile  then  again 
to  my  heart — joy  I 

"  2K>th.  Lectured  on  Wilkie.  They  listened  as  if  entranced , 
not  a  breath,  or  a  whisper,  or  a  hum. 
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"  26th.  Heard  from  JefTrey.  To  his  horror,  I  asked  him  to 
head  the  list  for  Wordsworth. 

"  '  Dear  Mr.  Haydon, — I  shall  go  on  your  subscription  list 
with  pleasure,  but  do  not  feel  that  I  have  any  right  to  be  at 
the  head  of  it ;  and  doubt,  indeed,  whether  the  distinguished 
poet  whom  it  chiefly  concerns  (and  whose  genius  I  love  more 
than  I  am  afraid  he  believes)  would  quite  like  to  see  me 
there.     I  shall  be  glad  to  be  put  down  for  a  proof. 

*' '  My  health  has  for  some  years  been  a  good  deal  broken, 
so  as  to  prevent  me  from  going  out  into  society,  or  even  to 
lectures.  But  I  am  still  permitted  to  see  a  few  friends  at 
home,  and  they  are  kind  enough,  through  the  winter,  to  come 
and  see  me  on  Tuesday  and  Friday  evenings,  so  that  if  you 
should  be  at  leisure  on  any  of  these  days,  from  nine  to  half 
past  eleven,  it  will  give  me  great  pleasure  to  see  you. 

"  '  In  the  mean  time,  with  all  good  wishes,  believe  me  al- 
ways, very  faithfully  yours,  J.  Jeffrey.' 

"  2St'h.  Dined  with  the  worthy  president  of  the  Philosoph- 
ical Association,  Lothian.  The  lecturer  on  chemistry,  Wil- 
son, told  me  a  young  artist  was  so  enthusiastic  about  me, 
when  I  was  here  in  1837,  that  he  stood  for  hours  close  to  my 
door  to  see  me,  and  at  last  heard  me  cough,  which  he  ever 
after  used  to  relate  with  enthusiasm. 

"  March  3d.  Dined  with  Cadell,  and  examined  all  Sir 
Waller's  manuscripts  of  the  novels,  and  was  astonished  at  the 
purity  of  the  writing  ;  like  Shakspeare's,  without  a  blot. 

"  Cadell  said  he  thought  the  anxieties  and  harass  of  such 
eternal  visitors  of  Abbotsford  during  his  embarrassments 
greatly  contributed  to  his  death.  He  has  a  capital  portrait 
by  Gordon — the  very  simple  man. 

"  Went  to  Lord  Jeffrey's  in  the  evening.  Sat  by  a  very 
sweet  and  beautiful  woman.  Jeffrey  looks  as  sharp  as  ever  ; 
but,  having  been  a  severe  critic  in  early  life,  is  doing  the  ami- 
able now.  He  must  be  seventy,  but  he  is  a  very  dear  friend, 
and  has  an  affectionate  heart. 

"  6th.  What  is  the  reason  of  this  early  publication  of  the 
5th  Report  of  the  Fine  Arts'  Commi.?sion  ?  It  has  always 
been  published  hitherto  on  the  end  of  a  session.     Why  now 
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at  the  beginning  1  Are  the  secretary  and  his  masters  afraid 
of  the  probable  consequences  of  Haydon's  exhibition,  and  his 
two  pictures,  showing  the  consequences  of  democracy  and  des- 
potism, part  of  a  series  to  illustrate  the  best  government  to 
regulate,  without  cramping,  the  energy  of  man,  laid  before 
every  minister  for  thirty-six  years,  and  the  cause  of  the  pres- 
ent move  ? 

"  Called  on  George  Combe.  "We  were  talking  of  the  punc- 
tuality of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  when  he  said,  a  Mr.  Peale, 
son  of  Mr.  Peale,  an  American  portrait  painter,  told  him 
Washington  said  to  his  father  he  would  come  early,  and  was 
seen  walking  backward  and  forward,  looking  at  his  watch. 
As  the  clock  began  to  strike,  Washington  came  to  the  door, 
and  was  in  the  painting-room  before  the  clock  had  done. 
While  sitting,  a  dispatch  was  brought  ;  he  begged  leave  to 
look  at  it,  read  it  quietly,  and  putting  it  down,  said,  '  I  am 
happy  to  tell  you  Burgoyne  has  surrendered  to  the  army.'  I 
replied,  '  Remember  that  was  good  news,  which  made  all  the 
difference.'  '  In  good  news,'  said  Napoleon,  '  never  hurry  ; 
but  in  bad  news,  not  a  moment  is  to  be  lost.' 

"  7th.  Dined  with  the  Philosophical  Society.  Mackenzie, 
Lord  Mackenzie's  brother,  was  there,  who  was  also  at  the 
dinner  given  in  Rome  by  the  Duke  of  Hamilton  and  the 
Scotch  and  English  to  Wilkie. 

"  The  whole  evening  passed  off  most  agreeably,  and  all 
were  full  of  heart. 

"  13th.  Left  Edinburgh  at  seven.  Came  to  Melrose,  and 
to  Abbotsford  (playing  at  feudal  castles).  Went  to  Dryburgh 
— much  affected. 

"  14th.  Started  from  Newcastle,  and  arrived  in  London  by 
train  at  eight.  Thank  God  for  the  safety  of  my  family  and 
self! 

"  16th.  Filled  up  my  lecture  on  Elgin  Marbles  for  the 
press.     Recovering  my  fatigue. 

"  17th.  Recovered.  Read  Mrs.  Merrifield's  Fresco. 
Pounced  on  Pontormo's  Journal  with  dehght.  From  my  own 
instinct,  I  have  always  practiced  in  oil  the  habits  of  fresco. 
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My  enemies  know  that,  and  will  give  me  no  opportunity,  till 
a  race  of  young  fresco  painters  are  raised.  Entered  my  paint- 
ing-room again.      God  bless  me  in  it  I 

"  \8th  and  \9th.  Occupied  preparing  for  my  exhibition; 
but  the  pain  of  mind  I  feel  when  not  painting  is  excruciating. 
I  wish  it  was  over. 

*'  2Qth.  My  dear  friend  Kemp  advanced  me  £100  on  the 
anti-slavery  drawings,  which  will  give  me  a  spring  toward 
my  exhibition. 

"  2\st.  Saw  Kemp,  and  arranged.  Corrected  the  sheets 
of  my  second  volume,  and  my  Catalogue.  Exceedingly  fa- 
tigued.    I  shall  be  glad  when  my  pictures  are  gone. 

"  2^d.  O  God,  Thou  hast  blessed  me,  I  am  sure.  Accept 
my  gratitude.  Every  thing  proceeds  so  far  well.  Think  of 
my  anxiety  at  Edinburgh  how  to  get  the  means  to  open  my 
exhibition.  All  was  black,  yet  I  felt  trust  in  God.  Home  I 
came.  The  day  approaches — my  little  money  dwindled  away 
—  I  was  reduced  to  a  few  shillings.  My  imagination  fired 
up.  I  wrote  to  four  men  —  Kemp  of  Spitalfields,  Miller  of 
Liverpool,  Lothian  of  Edinburgh,  and  James  the  traveller — 
to  buy  my  drawings.  Miller  is  too  poor  ;  James  and  Lothian 
have  not  replied.  Kemp  came  with  his  good  face,  and  ad- 
vanced XlOO  on  the  drawings.  Here  am  I  as  ever  —  as  if 
that  condition  kept  me  depending  on  God — again  before  the 
wind.  Saw  carpenters,  &c.,  and  set  all  in  motion.  '  Now,' 
as  Napoleon  said,  '  I  can  sleep,  while  my  etnployes  are  get- 
ting ready  for  my  orders.' 

"  26th.  Directed  224  envelopes  for  private  day,  with  the 
tickets,  and  signed  in  the  corner.  Kept  the  men  at  work  all 
day — nearly  closed  in  the  place.  Pictures  framed  ;  all  alive, 
as  I  relish. 

"  My  dearest  love,  who  has  never  left  me  for  twenty-five 
years,  is  going  by  herself  to  Brighton  for  her  dear  health. 
We  were  touched  last  night,  as  I  tied  up  her  trunk.  I  hope 
God  will  bless  her  with  recovery, 

"  29th.  Saw  my  dearest  love  off.  I  hope  she  amved  safe- 
ly.    Got  all  covered  in  nearly.      In  driving  along,  the  cab- 

VoL.  II— X 
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horse  fell.  Would  any  man  believe  this  annoyed  me  ?  As 
an  omen,  the  same  thing  happened  before  the  Cartoon  con- 
test.    Such  are  human  beings. 

"  Napoleon's  coach  broke  down  on  his  return  from  Elba. 
"Well,  it  is  glorious  to  be  able  to  fight  a  last  battle — nous  ver- 
rons.     In  God  I  trust.     Amen. 

"31s^.  Last  day  of  March  ;  April-fool  day  to-morrow.  In 
putting  in  my  letters  for  the  private  day,  I  let  three  parts  fall 
on  the  pavement — about  300.  Another  fall !  Now  for  the 
truth  of  omens. 

''April  1st.  Hung  up  all  my  remaining  drawings,  and 
finally  arranged  the  exhibition.  My  pictures  looked  well. 
God  bless  it  with  success  1 

"  Ath.  It  rained  the  whole  day.  Nobody  came  except  Jer- 
rold,  Bowring,  Fox,  Maule,  and  Hobhouse.  Twenty-six  years 
ago,  the  rain  would  not  have  prevented  them.  But  now  it 
is  not  so.     However,  I  do  not  despair. 

"  PRIVATE    DAY. 

"  Egyptian  Hall,  Piccadilly  (up  stairs,  to  the  right). 
"  Admit  Noodle,  Doodle,  and  their  numerous  Friends  to  the 
private  vieiv  of  Haydon's  Two  New  Pictiires,  '  The  Ban- 
ishment of  Aristides'  and  'The  Burning  of  Rome,'  part  of 
a  Series  for  the  Decoration  of  the  old  House  of  Lords. 
"  On  Saturday,  the  4th  instant,  from  twelve  till  six. 

"B.  R.  Haydon. 

"  Omens  of  failure  in  this  exhibition. 

"  1st.  The  cab-horse  slipped  on  the  wood,  and  tumbled. 

"  2d.  I  let  all  the  letters  tumble  for  the  private  day,  and 
to-day,  in  trying  to  put  up  Wordsworth,  he  tumbled,  knocked 
down  Lord  Althorp,  broke  the  frame,  and  played  the  devil. 

"  After  this,  what  success  can  come  ? 

"  Do  I  believe  this,  or  don't  I  ?     Half  inclined. 

*' &th.  Receipts,  1846,  £l  \s.  6d.  :  Aristides. 
Receipts,  1820,  £19  16s.  :  Jerusalem. 

"  In  God  I  trust.     Amen. 

'«  7th.  Rain.     £l  8s.  6d. 

"  Sth.  Fine.     Receipts  worse,  £l  6s.  6d.     Is  it  not  funny, 
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my  writing  down  those  omens  ?     They  have  turned  out  go 
correctly  forerunners  of  evil. 

"  ^th.  Fine  weather.  Things  begin  to  turn,  I  think.  I 
dare  say  I  was  overstrained  with  hard  work,  and  my  mental 
and  intellectual  being  partook  of  it.  Once  more  I  begin  to 
trust  in  my  merciful  Creator,  and  have  no  doubt  He  will 
carry  me  through, 

"  \^th.  Easter  Monday.^  O  God,  bless  my  receipts  this 
day,  for  the  sake  of  my  creditors,  my  family,  and  my  art. 
Amen. 

£     s.     d. 

"Receipts,  22 1      2     0 

"  Catalogues,  3 0     1     6 

£r~3     6 

'*  An  advertisement  of  a  finer  description  to  catch  the  pj-o- 
fanum  vulgus  could  not  be  written,  yet  not  a  shilling  more 
was  added  to  the  receipts. 

"  They  rush  by  thousands  to  see  Tom  Thumb.  They 
push,  they  fight,  they  scream,  they  faint,  they  cry  help  and 
murder  I  and  oh  !  and  ah  I  They  see  my  bills,  my  boards, 
my  caravans,  and  don't  read  them.  Their  eyes  are  open,  but 
their  sense  is  shut.  It  is  an  insanity,  a  rabies,  a  madness,  a 
furor,  a  dream. 

"  I  would  not  have  believed  it  of  the  English  people. 

"  \4,th.  Receipts  doubled  to-day.     Thank  God.     Amen. 

*  Haydon's  new  pictures  are  now  open  at  the  Egyptian  Hall,  up 
stairs,  to  the  right.  Admission,  \s. ;  catalogue,  6(/.  In  these  two 
magnificent  pictures  of  the  Burning  of  Rome  by  Nero,  and  Banish- 
ment of  Aristides,  "the  drawing  is  grand,  and  characters  most  felic- 
itous, and  we  hope  the  artist  will  reap  the  reward  he  merits,"  says 
the  Times,  April  6th.  "  These  are  Haydon's  best  works,"  says  the 
Herald,  same  day.  N.B. — Visitors  are  requested  to  go  up  into  the 
gallery  of  the  room,  in  order  to  see  the  full  effect  of  the  flame  of  the 
burning  city.  Nero  accused  the  Christians  of  this  cruel  act,  covered 
hundreds  of  them  with  combustible  materials,  and  burned  them  for 
the  amusement  of  the  savage  Romans. — (See  Tacitus.)  Haydon  has 
devoted  forty-two  years  to  improve  the  taste  of  the  people  ;  and  let 
every  Briton  who  has  pluck  in  his  bosom,  and  a  shilling  in  his  pocket, 
crowd  to  his  works  during  the  Easter  week. 
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"15th.  Half  the  month  gone.  God  bless  me  this  day. 
Amen.  Sent  dear  Mary  £2  to  keep  on  her  bathing  ;  left 
4s.  &d.  only  in  my  pocket,  with  a  hundred  or  two  to  pay. 

"  I6th.  My  situation  is  now  of  more  extreme  peril  than  even 
■when  I  began  Solomon,  thirty- three  years  ago.  Involved  in 
debt,  mortified  by  the  little  sympathy  the  public  display  to- 
ward my  best  pictures,  with  several  private  engagements  yet 
to  fulfil,  I  awoke  this  morning  at  four,  as  usual,  filled  with 
the  next  in  my  series — Alfred  and  the  Jury.  I  felt,  '  Is  it 
the  whisper  of  an  evil  or  a  good  spirit  ?'  but  I  believe  it  to 
be  that  of  a  good  spirit. 

"  I  call  on  my  Creator  still  to  support  me  through  trials 
severer  than  I  have  ever  gone  through,  to  the  accomplish- 
ment of  my  remaining  four.  I  called  on  Him  who  has  led 
me  through  the  wilderness  for  forty-two  years,  under  every 
depression  and  every  excitement,  to  sixty  years  of  age,  not  to 
desert  me  in  this  the  eleventh  hour.  0  God,  on  my  knees  I 
ask  for  Thy  blessing  on  this  the  third  of  my  series,  to  grant 
that  I  may  bring  it  to  a  glorious  and  triumphant  conclusion, 
in  spite  of  any  difficulty,  any  obstruction  earth  can  oppose. 
Grant  me  eyes,  intellect,  and  health  ;  and,  under  Thy  bless- 
ing, leave  the  rest  to  me.  O  God,  how  often  have  I  wearied 
Thy  Invisibility  with  entreaty  I  and  I  have  always  finished 
the  works  I  began,  when  I  have  earnestly  prayed  for  Thy 
blessing.  Bless  my  exertions,  O  Lord,  now.  Bless  the  be- 
ginning, progression,  and  conclusion,  not  only  of  Alfred,  but 
the  remaining  three  ;  and  grant  I  may  accomplish  the  whole 
four  remaining,  with  glory  to  Thy  gifts,  honour  to  my  coun- 
try, and  blessings  to  my  family. 

"  Grant  all  these  things,  for  Jesus  Christ's  sake.  Amen  ! 
Amen  I     Amen  ! 

"  17th.  Worked  hard,  and  got  on  with  Alfred  gloriously  ; 
made  a  small  sketch,  in  a  few  minutes,  of  light,  colour,  and 
shadow,  and  then  rubbed  in  the  whole  picture  another  stage, 

"  It  had  a  splendid  effect.  God  be  thanked  I  How  mys- 
terious is  the  whisper  which,  in  such  anxieties,  impels  to 
paint,  conceive,  and  invent !     How  mysterious  I 
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"  But  why  such  anxieties  ?  Why  not  allow  the  gift  to 
work  without  the  stumblings  of  affliction  ? 

"  ISth.  God  bless  me  through  my  daily  trouble  this  day, 
as  thou  didst  bless  me  yesterday.     Amen. 

"  By  the  kindness  of  my  dear  friend  Kemp,  I  am  able  to 
send  my  dear  love  £2  to  Brighton,  and  pay  my  wages  at  the 
exhibition.  Thus  far  I  have  got  over  the  troubles  of  the  day. 
God  be  praised  I 

"  Sunday,  l^th.  0  God  I  enable  me  to  do  my  religious 
duties  this  day  in  tranquillity  and  faith,  filling  my  mind  for 
a  successful  conquest  over  the  struggles  of  the  coming  Aveek. 
Amen. 

"21s?.  Tom  Thumb  had  12,000  people  last  week.  B. 
R.  Haydon  133^  (the  ^  a  little  girl).  Exquisite  taste  of  the 
English  people  I 

"  0  God  I  bless  me  through  the  evils  of  this  day. 

"  I  thank  Thee.      Thou  hast  done  so.      Amen. 

"  22d.  Bless  me,  O  God,  through  the  evils  of  this  day. 
Amen. 

"  God  has  blessed  me.      Thanks.     Amen. 

"  2ith.  Advanced  Alfred  gloriously.  Borne  down  at  first 
in  misery.      Six  hours  at  work. 

"  2Qth.  Made  a  chalk  sketch  of  my  dear  old  friend  Caro- 
line Innes,  a  daughter  of  Beechey's. 

"  2&th.  Read  prayers  with  all  my  heart,  and  then  went 
to  my  friend  Dennys,  who  bought  Uriel,  and  had  built  a  gal- 
lery for  it.  It  was  hung,  and  looked  excellently.  How 
grateful  I  am  that,  beginning  it  trusting  in  God  alone,  He 
raised  me  up  a  patron  who  bought  it  and  valued  it  1 

"  30lh.   End  of  the  month.     One  of  variety  of  fortune. 

"  For  the  blessings — gratitude.  For  the  evils — submis- 
sion. I  made  this  appeal  again,  despising  Napoleon  for  not 
trying  the  18th  Brumaire  after  Waterloo.  But  he  was  right. 
He  showed  great  sagacity.  You  can  never  repeat  the  cause 
of  a  success  without  its  producing  a  failure.  You  can  not 
do  any  thing  twice  in  life  with  the  same  effect  on  the  world. 
I  find  it  so  ;  but  in  my  ambition — perhaps  vanity,  pride,  con- 
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ceit — I  believed  I  was  destined  to  prove  the  reverse — Et 
void  le  resultat. 

"  My  dangers  are  great. 

"  May  1st.  Every  spring  time  presses  ;  money  flies  ;  the 
butcher,  the  baker,  the  tax-collector,  the  landlord,  give  loud- 
er knocks  than  before  ;  away  goes  the  only  hope  to  the  ex- 
hibition ;  for  artists,  like  the  evil  spirits  of  hell,  doubt  and 
tremble,  and  yet  abhor  and  do. 

"  3c?.  I  put  down  in  my  Journal  every  thing  which  passes 
through  a  human  mind,  that  its  weaknesses,  its  follies,  its 
superstitions  may  be  balanced  against  its  vigour,  propriety, 
and  sound  convictions. 

"  5th.  Came  home  in  excruciating  anxiety,  not  being  able 
to  raise  the  money  for  my  rent  for  the  Hall,  and  found  a  no- 
tice from  a  broker  for  a  quarter's  rent  from  Newton,  my  old 
landlord  for  twenty-two  years.  For  a  moment  my  brain  was 
confused.  I  had  paid  him  half,  and,  therefore,  there  was 
only  .£^10  left.  I  went  into  the  painting-room  in  great  mis- 
ery of  mind.  That  so  old  a  friend  should  have  chosen  such 
a  moment  to  do  such  a  thing,  is  painful.  After  an  hour's 
dulness,  my  mind  suddenly  fired  up  M'ith  a  new  background 
for  Alfred.  I  dashed  at  it,  and  at  dinner  it  M'as  enormously 
improved.  I  make  a  sketch  to-morrow  ;  then  begin  to  finish 
with  the  Saxon  noble. 

"  6th.  I  went  out  yesterday  to  look  for  my  employer,  to 
make  him  pay  me  £37  10s.  I  had  just  received  a  lawyer's 
letter,  the  first  for  a  long  time.  I  called  on  the  lawyer,  an 
amiable  man.  He  promised  to  try  to  get  me  time.  I  came 
home — my  exhibition  bringing  nothing — a  lawyer's  letter — 
my  landlady's  £30  for  rent  at  the  Hall  unpaid — I  came  home 
with  great  pain  of  mind  ;  yet  would  any  man  believe,  as  I 
waited  in  the  lawyer's  chambers,  the  whole  background  of 
Alfred  flashed  into  my  head  ?  I  dwelt  on  it,  foresaw  its  ef- 
fects, and  came  home  in  sorrow,  delight,  anxiety,  and  antici- 
pation. I  set  my  palette  with  a  disgust,  and  yet  under  irre- 
sistible impulse.  In  coming  into  the  parlour,  the  cook,  whose 
wages  I  had  not  been  able  to  pay,  handed  me  a  card  from  a 
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broker,  saying  he  called  for  a  quarter's  rent  from  Mr.  Newton. 
I  felt  my  heart  sink,  ray  brain  confused,  as  I  foresaw  ruin, 
misery,  and  a  prison  !     It  was  hoisting  the  standard  ! 

*'  This  is  temper.  I  went  on  with  my  palette  in.  a  giddy 
fidget.  I  brought  it  out,  and  looking  at  my  great  work,  re- 
joiced inwardly  at  tlie  coming  background.  But  my  brain, 
harassed  and  confused,  fell  into  a  deep  slumber,  from  which 
I  did  not  awake  for  an  hour.  I  awoke  cold,  the  fire  out ;  but 
I  flew  at  my  picture,  and  dashing  about  like  an  inspired  devil, 
by  three  had  arranged  and  put  in  the  alteration. 

"  I  dined,  expecting  an  execution  every  moment,  and  re- 
tired to  rest  in  misery.  I  awoke  continually  ;  and  this  morn- 
ing went  off  to  Fairbairn  of  Leeds  to  ask  him  to  pay  me  for 
his  brother.  He  could  not.  I  drove  back,  finding  his  broth- 
er was  in  town.  He  was  out,  and  I  flew  up  to  my  landlord 
Newton.  He  was  irritable,  and  in  bad  health.  He  said  I 
was  in  a  bad  temper.  I  promised  him  payment  this  day- 
week.  He  promised  to  let  me  alone.  Home  I  came,  and 
made  a  complete  sketch  ;  and  this  moment  comes  a  check 
from  my  dear  friend  Kemp,  which  has  really  saved  me  for 

the  time. 

"  This  is  hi-storical  painting  in  England  ! 

"  16/ h.  The  unexpected  assistance  I  have  received,  the 
dangers  I  have  escaped,  the  art  I  have  accomplished,  the 
health  I  enjoy,  the  objects  I  have  in  view,  and  the  ruin  I  may 
endure  M'ith  m.y  dear  Mary,  agitate  my  brain  and  heart ;  but 
in  God's  blessing  I  am  firm.  I  see  '  One  that  is  Invisible' 
who  w^ill  bring  me  through.  Amen.  I  certainly  feel  more 
than  ever  the  value  of  minutes,  the  importance  of  my  mission, 
and  the  overwhelming  duty  upon  my  heart  of  completing  my 
six  works. 

"  The  struggle  is  severe  ;  for  myself  I  care  not,  but  for  her 
so  dear  to  me  I  feel.  It  presses  on  her  mind  ;  and  in  a  mo- 
ment of  pain,  she  wrote  the  following  simple  bit  of  feeling  to 
Frederick,  w4io  is  in  South  America,  on  board  the  Grecian — 
a  Middy.  It  shows  the  inmost  state  of  her  soul,  and  what 
she  really  feels  as  to  the  danger  of  our  position. 
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TO  AN  ABSENT  CHILD. 

I. 

This  is  thy  natal  day,  my  child ; 

And  where  art  thou  so  dear! 
My  heart  is  sad,  and  yet  'tis  glad 

To  know  thou  art  not  here. 

II. 

Oh  !  tarry  thou  in  sunny  isles, 

Where  winds  and  waves  have  borne  thee ; 

And  return  no  more  to  thy  native  shore, 
When  the  care  of  years  has  worn  thee. 

III. 
There  is  a  pain  upon  thy  brow. 

And  thy  face  is  pale  with  care  ; 
Then  come  no  more  to  thy  native  shore, 

For  trials  await  thee  there. 

IV. 

There  is  a  curl  upon  thy  lip, 
'  Which  speaks  of  pride  and  sorrow ; 

And  a  weight  upon  thy  gay  young  heart, 
WTiich  dulls  the  hope  of  to-morrow. 

v. 

Then  tarry  thou  in  sunny  isles, 

Bright  as  thy  own  blue  eye  ; 
And  come  no  more  to  thy  native  shore, 

Where  toil  and  care  do  vie. 

VI. 

Oh  !  could  I  waft  me  to  those  bright  isles, 

And  dwell  with  thee  so  dear  ! 
Should  I  sigh  for  this  land  of  oppression  and  toil, 

Where  each  morn  is  expected  with  fear  1 

VII. 

Then  pray  for  the  day  when  we  may  dwell 

In  that  sunny  land  together, 
With  those  on  earth  we  love  so  well, 

And  never  again  come  hither. 

Mary  Haydon,  Mere. 

**  13tli.  Captain  Waller  told  Lucas  that  A  lava,  who  acted 
as  the  Duke's  aid-de-camp  at  Waterloo,  told  Waller  that,  as 
he  was  joining  the  Duke  early  on  the  field,  he  thought  to 
himself,  '  I  wonder  how  he  feels  and  looks  Avith  Napoleon  op- 
posite.' The  Duke  shortly  joined,  and  called  out  in  his  bluff 
manner,  '  Well,  how  did  you  like  the  ball  last  night  ?'  Put- 
ting up  his  glass,  and  sweeping  the  enemy's  ground,  he  then 
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said  to  Alava,  '  That  fellow  little  thinks  what  a  confounded 
licking  he'll  get  before  the  day  is  over.' 

''  I4th.  This  day  ibrty-tv/o  years  I  left  my  native  Plymouth 
for  London  and  life.  0  God  I  bless  me  through  the  numer- 
ous anxieties  of  this  day  satisfactorily. 

"  ISth.  I  closed  my  exhibition  this  day,  and  have  lost 
Xlll  8s.  106^.  No  man  can  accuse  me  of  showing  less  en- 
ergy, less  spirit,  less  genius,  than  I  did  twenty-six  years  ago. 
I  have  not  decayed,  but  the  people  have  been  corrupted.  I 
am  the  same,  they  are  not  ;  and  I  have  suffered  in  conse- 
quence. 

"  I  used  to  accuse  Napoleon  of  want  of  energy  in  not  driv- 
ing out  the  senate  after  Waterloo,  as  he  did  on  the  18th  Bru- 
maire.  But  he  knew  men  better  than  I.  It  would  have 
been  useless  ;  he  was  not  altered,  they  were. 

"  It  becomes  me  now,  in  all  humility,  to  pray  God  yet  for 
health  to  complete  my  remaining  four.     Amen. 

"  19th.  Cleared  out  my  exhibition.  Removed  Aristidcs 
and  Themistocles,  and  all  my  drawings.  Next  to  a  victory  is 
a  skilful  retreat ;  and  I  marched  out  before  General  Thumb 
a  beaten,  but  not  conquered  exhibiter. 

23d.  Awoke  at  three  in  very  great  agony  of  mind,  and  lay 
awake  till  long  after  five,  affected  by  my  position.  Prayed 
God,  as  David  did,  and  fell  asleep  happier,  but  still  fearing. 

"  I  took  the  original  sketch  of  Uriel,  and  went  to  my  land- 
lord and  asked  him  to  buy  it  in  vain.  At  last  I  offered  it  to 
him  if  he  would  lend  me  <£l  to  pay  an  instalment,  where 
failure  would  have  been  certain  ruin.  He  assented,  and  I 
left  a  beautiful  sketch.  I  then  came  home  and  darted  at  my 
picture.  I  have  done  a  great  deal  this  week  under  all  cir- 
cumstances, and  advanced  the  masses  of  drapery  for  my  Jury. 
There  lie  Aristides  and  Nero,  unasked  for,  unfelt  for,  rolled  up 
— Aristides,  a  subject  Raphael  would  have  praised  and  com- 
plimented me  on  I  Good  God  I  and  Xlll  ll^.  5(1.  loss  by 
showing  it  I 

"  God  be  praised  I  I  have  got  through  this  week.     Amen. 

"  30th.  Worked  gloriously  hard,  and  finished  the  Saxon 

X  2 
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lord.  If  I  can  manage  Alfred  and  the  left  corner  of  head  by 
30th  June,  that  will  do.  God  be  thanked  for  his  blessings 
this  week  and  this  day  I 

"3l5^.  Alfred  is  well  on,  in  spite  of  dreadful  need.  0 
Lord  I  carry  me  through  the  next,  and  the  dangerous  month. 
Amen. 

"  June  1st.  0  God,  I  begin  this  month,  June,  in  fear  and 
submission.  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done.  Carry  me  through, 
in  spite  of  all  appearances  and  realities  of  danger,  for  Jesus 
Christ's  sake  ;  and  enable  me  to  keep  my  health  in  eyes  and 
mind,  and  to  bear  up  and  get  through  my  six  great  works  in 
spite  of  all  the  difficulties,  calamities,  or  obstructions  which 
ever  afflicted  humanity. 

"  od.  Bless  me,  0  Lord  I  '  Some  trust  in  chariots,  and 
some  in  horses  ;  but  we  trust  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  our 
God.' 

"  In  proportion  as  you  refine  the  virtues,  so  you  do  the 
vices  of  mankind. 

"  Worked  very  hard.  Went  to  Christie's  to  see  the  Salt- 
marsh  Collection. 

"  The  Rubens  I  recollect,  thirty  years  ago,  at  De  la  Hant's. 
I  remember  it  used  to  be  a  wonder  to  me,  but  I  saw  through 
it  at  once  now. 

"  ^th.  I  felt  every  touch  from  experience.  I  know  what 
feelings  he  must  have  had  when  he  touched  so  and  so. 

"  5th.  Called  on  my  dear  friend  Kemp,  who  helped  me  to 
get  over  the  difficulties  which  harassed  me.      Thank  God  I 

"  By  the  time  the  six  are  done,  they  will  all  be  mortgaged ; 
but  never  mind,  so  long  as  I  get  them  done.  The  great  thing 
is  to  get  them  done. 

"  ^th.  Worked  hard  till  half  past  two.  Then  went  to 
Saltmarsh  Collection.  Finished  Alfred.  Something  to  do 
to  the  head  and  Saxon  lord.  If  I  can  but  finish  the  left- 
hand  corner  and  Alfred  by  30th  June,  I'll  do.  If  I  had  no 
pecuniary  wants,  I  could.      It  is  that  which  occupies  my  time. 

"  Sunday,  1th.  Read  prayers,  and  poured  out  thanksgiv- 
ings, and  then  went  to  see  my  Uriel  at  Dennys's,  Addison 
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Terrace.  Dennys  was  dressed  in  black  velvet,  with  slashed 
sleeves  ;  and  his  fine  head,  fine  gallery,  and  fine  pictures, 
really  carried  me  back  to  the  cinque  cento.  Uriel  looked 
well,  and  I  said  it  would  be  honoured  in  Italy. 

''  Wth.  I  have  £15  to  pay  to-morrow,  without  a  shilling. 
How  I  shall  manage  to  get  seven  hour's  peace  for  work,  and 
yet  satisfy  my  creditors,  Heaven  only  knows, 

"£30  Newton,  on  the  25th.  £31  17s.  6^.  Newman, 
same  day.  £26  10s.  Coutts,  on  the  24th.  £29  16s.  9c?. 
Gillotts,  on  the  29th.  £17  105.  M.  to  baker— in  all,  £136 
14s.  \^d.  this  month,  with  only  18s.  in  the  house  ;  nothing 
coming  in — all  received  ;  one  large  picture  painting,  and 
three  more  getting  ready,  and  Alfred's  head  to  do.  In  God 
alone  I  trust,  in  humility. 

"  12/A.  0  God  I  carry  me  through  the  evils  of  this  day. 
Amen. 

"  XZth.  Picture  much  advanced  ;  but  my  necessities  are 
dreadful,  owing  to  my  failure  at  the  Hall.  In  God  alone  I 
trust,  to  bring  me  through,  and  extricate  me  safe  and  capa- 
ble of  paying  my  way.  0  God  !  it  is  hard,  this  struggle  of 
forty-two  years  ;  but  Thy  will,  and  not  mine,  be  done,  if  it 
save  the  art  in  the  end.  O  God,  bless  me  through  all  my 
pictures,  the  four  remaining,  and  grant  nothing  on  earth  may 
stop  the  completion  of  the  six. 

"  Simday,  lAth.  0  God  I  let  it  not  be  presumption  in  call- 
ing for  Thy  blessing  on  my  six  works.  Let  no  difficulty  on 
earth  stop  or  impede  their  progression  for  one  moment.  Out 
of  nothing  Thou  couldst  create  worlds.  0  God  I  bless  me 
this  week  with  Thy  divine  aid.  From  sources  invisible  to 
us  raise  up  friends,  save  me  from  the  embarrassments  want 
of  money  must  bring  on.  0  God  I  grant  this  day  week  I 
may  be  able  to  thank  Thee  from  my  soul  for  extrication,  and 
preserve  my  health  and  head,  and  spirit  and  piety  to  bear  up 
and  vanquish  all  obstructions.      Amen.      Amen. 

"  15th.  Passed  in  great  anxiety  ;  finally  painted  the  back- 
ground in  the  sketch,  after  harassing  about  to  no  purpose  in 
the  heat. 
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"  l^th.  I  sat  from  two  till  five  staring  at  my  picture  like 
an  idiot.  My  brain  pressed  down  by  anxiety  and  anxious 
looks  of  my  dear  Mary  and  children,  whom  I  was  compelled 
to  inform.  I  dined,  after  having  raised  money  on  all  our 
silver,  to  keep  us  from  want  in  case  of  accidents  ;  and  Roch- 
fort,  the  respectable  old  man  in  Brewer  Street,  having  ex- 
pressed great  sympathy  for  my  misfortunes,  as  I  saw  white 
locks  under  his  cap,  I  said,  '  Rochfort,  take  off  your  cap.' 
He  took  it  off,  and  showed  a  fine  head  of  silvery  hair.  '  This 
is  the  very  thing  I  want ;  come  and  sit.'  He  smiled,  and 
looked  through  me.  '  When  ?'  '  Saturday,  at  nine.'  '  I 
will,  Sir  ;'  and,  would  any  man  believe,  I  went  home  with  a 
lighter  heart  at  having  found  a  model  for  the  hair  of  the 
kneeling  figure  in  Alfred  %  This  is  as  good  as  any  thing  I  re- 
member of  Wilkie  in  my  early  days.  I  came  home,  and  sat 
as  I  describe.  I  had  written  to  Sir  R.  Peel,  Duke  of  Beaufort, 
and  Lord  Brougham,  saying  I  had  a  heavy  sum  to  pay.  I  of- 
fered the  Duke's  Study  to  the  Duke  of  Beaufort  for  £50. 

"  Who  answered  first  ?  Tormented  by  Disraeli,  harassed 
by  public  business,  up  came  the  following  letter  : 

"  '  Sir, — I  am  sorry  to  hear  of  your  continual  embarrass- 
ments. From  a  limited  fund  which  is  at  my  disposal,  I  send 
as  a  contribution  toward  your  relief  from  those  embarrass- 
ments the  sum  of  X50. 

"  '  I  am.  Sir,  your  obedient  servant,  Robert  Peel. 

"  '  Be  so  good  as  to  sign  and  return  the  accompanying  re- 
ceipt.' 

"  And  this  Peel  is  the  man  M'ho  has  no  heart  I 
"  \lth.  Dearest  Mary,  with  a  woman's  passion,  wishes  me 
at  once  to  stop  payment,  and  close  the  whole  thing.  I  will 
not.  I  will  finish  my  six,  under  the  blessing  of  God  ;  reduce 
my  expenses  ;  and  hope  His  mercy  will  not  desert  me,  but 
bring  me  through  in  health  and  vigour,  gratitude  and  grand- 
eur of  soul,  to  the  end.  In  Him  alone  I  trust.  Let  my  im- 
agination keep  Columbus  before  my  mind  forever.  O  God, 
bless  my  efforts  with  success,  through  every  variety  of  fortune, 
and  support  my  dear  Mary  and  family.     Amen. 
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"  In  the  morning,  fearing  I  should  be  involved,  I  took  dovi^n 
books  I  had  not  paid  for  to  a  young  bookseller  with  a  family, 
to  return  them.  As  I  drove  along,  I  thought  I  might  get 
money  on  them.  I  felt  disgusted  at  such  a  thought,  and 
stopped  and  told  him  I  feared  I  was  in  danger  ;  and  as  he 
might  lose,  I  begged  him  to  keep  them  for  a  few  days.  He 
was  grateful,  and  in  the  evening  came  this  .£50.  /  know 
what  I  believe. 

"  l^th.  0  God,  bless  me  through  the  evils  of  this  day. 
Great  anxiety.  My  landlord,  Newton,  called.  I  said,  '  I  see 
a  quarter's  rent  in  thy  face,  but  none  from  me.'  I  appointed 
to-morrow  night  to  see  him,  and  lay  before  him  every  iota  of 
my  position.  Good-hearted  Newton  I  I  said,  '  Don't  put  in 
an  execution.'      '  Nothing  of  the  sort,'  he  replied,  half  hurt. 

"  I  sent  the  Duke,  Wordsworth,  dear  Fred,  and  Maiy's 
heads  to  Miss  Barrett  to  protect.  1  have  the  Duke's  boots 
and  hat,  and  Lord  Grey's  coat,  and  some  more  heads. 

"  20^/2,.  0  God,  bless  us  all  through  the  evils  of  this  day. 
Amen. 

"  2\st.  Slept  horribly.  Prayed  in  sorrow,  and  got  up  in 
agitation. 

"  22d.  God  forgive  me.     Amen. 

Finis 

of 

B.  R.  Haydon. 

"  '  Stretch  me  no  longer  on  this  rough  world.' — Lear. 

"  End  of  Twenty-sixth  Volume." 


This  closing  entry  was  made  between  half  past  ten  and  a 
quarter  to  eleven  o'clock  on  the  morning  of  Monday,  the  22d 
of  June.  Before  eleven,  the  hand  that  wrote  it  was  stiff  and 
cold  in  self-inflicted  death.  On  the  morning  of  that  Mon- 
day, Haydon  rose  early,  and  w-ent  out,  returning,  apparently 
fatigued,  at  nine.  He  then  wrote.  At  ten  he  entered  his 
painting-room,  and  soon  after  saw  his  wife,  then  dressing  to 
visit  a  friend  at  Brixton,  by  her  husband's  special  desire.     He 


494  MEMOIRS    OF    B.   R.    HAYDON.  [1846. 

embraced  her  fervently,  and  returned  to  his  painting-room. 
About  a  quarter  to  eleven,  his  wife  and  daughter  heard  the 
report  of  fire-arms,  but  took  little  notice  of  it,  as  they  sup- 
posed it  to  proceed  from  the  troops  then  exercising  in  the 
Park.  Mrs.  Haydon  went  out.  About  an  hour  after,  Miss 
Haydon  entered  the  painting-room,  and  found  her  father 
stretched  out  dead,  before  the  easel  on  which  stood  his  un- 
finished picture  of  Alfred  and  the  first  British  Jury — his 
white  hairs  dabbled  in  blood,  a  half-open  razor  smeared  with 
blood  at  his  side  ;  near  it,  a  small  pistol  recently  discharged  ; 
in  his  throat  a  frightful  gash,  and  a  bullet-wound  in  his  skull. 
A  portrait  of  his  wife  stood  on  a  smaller  easel  facing  his  large 
picture.  On  a  table  near  was  his  Diary,  open  at  the  page  of 
that  last  entry,  his  watch,  a  Prayer-book  open  at  the  Gospel 
for  the  Sixth  Sunday  after  the  Epiphany,  letters  addressed 
to  his  wife  and  children,  and  this  paper,  headed  "  Last 
thoughts  of  B.  R.  Haydon,  half  past  ten." 

"  No  man  should  use  certain  evil  for  probable  good,  how- 
ever great  the  object.      Evil  is  the  prerogative  of  the  Deity. 

"  I  create  good — I  create — I  the  Lord  do  these  things. 

"  Wellington  never  used  evil  if  the  good  was  not  certain. 
Napoleon  had  no  such  scruples,  and  I  fear  the  glitter  of  his 
genius  rather  dazzled  me  ;  but  had  I  been  encouraged,  noth- 
ing but  good  would  have  come  from  me,  because  when  en- 
couraged I  paid  every  body.  God  forgive  the  evil  for  the 
sake  of  the  good.     Amen." 

Beside  this  paper  was  another,  his  will,  as  follows  : 

"  In  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ  our  Saviour,  in  the  efficacy 
of  whose  atonement  I  firmly  and  conscientiously  believe,  I 
make  my  last  will  this  day,  June  22d,  1846,  being  clear  in 
my  intellect,  and  decided  in  my  resolution  of  purpose. 

"  I  request  that  my  dear  friends.  Sergeant  Talfourd,  Dr. 
Darling,  both  of  Russell  Square,  and  David  Trevenon  Coul- 
ton,  of  No.  1  Claremont  Place,  Brixton,  will  undertake  the 
duties  of  executors,  see  a  fair  and  just  distribution  of  my  as- 
sets, and  protect,  and  assist  by  their  advice,  my  dearest  Mary, 
and  my  daughter  and  sons,  Frank  and  Frederick. 
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"  My  dearest  wife,  Mary  Haydon,  has  been  a  good,  dear, 
and  affectionate  wife  to  me — a  heroine  in  adversity  and  an 
angel  in  peace. 

"The  property  available  is  as  follows  : 

"  1st.  My  Curtius  at  the  Pantheon,  on  which  there  is  a 
lien  of  £80  to  my  landlord  Newton  ;   200  guineas. 

"  2d.  My  picture  of  Alexander  and  a  Lion  is  free  (at  the 
Pantheon) ;  300  guineas. 

"3d.  My  picture  of  Aristides  (Pantheon),  on  which  there 
is  a  lien  of  £300  to  Messrs.  Bennoch  and  Twentyman,  of  78 
Wood  Street,  Cheapside  ;   800  guineas. 

"  4th.  My  picture  of  Nero,  on  which  there  is  a  lien  of 
X30  for  rent  due  to  Mrs,  Lackington,  of  Egyptian  Hall — 
(Pantheon)  ;  400  guineas. 

"  5th.  Lupton  has  a  portrait  of  Wordsworth,  my  property, 
engraved.      He  is  to  be  paid  80  guineas. 

"  6th.  Wagstaff  has  a  print  of  the  Duke  in  profile,  my  prop- 
erty.    Due  to  him  100  guineas. 

"  7th.  I  owe  a  great  sum  to  my  landlord,  William  New- 
ton, of  13  Cavendish  Road,  Regent's  Park.  He  holds  pictures 
and  books  and  prints,  and  the  Judgment  of  Solomon,  which 
is  the  property  of  the  assignees  of  the  late  Mr.  Prideaux,  of 
Plymouth,  bankrupt ;  he  took  possession  of  the  picture  at  the 
Western  Exchange,  and  paid  the  rent  due,  on  my  insolvency 
in  1 830.  His  claim  is  for  warehouse-room,  for  which  he  paid. 
He  has  been  a  good  landlord  to  me. 

"  8th.  The  furniture  in  my  house  was  three  times  seized 
by  him,  and  released,  and  I  gave  him  a  power  to  enter  again 
in  1836  for  the  same  claims.  Great  additions  have  been 
made  since. 

"  9th.  I  am  nearly  £3000  in  debt  from  renewed  claims, 
and  from  my  resolution  to  carry  on  High  Art  to  the  last  gasp, 
till  felt  and  acknowledged  by  the  nation. 

"  10th.  I  have  pressed  heavily  on  all  friends  ;  but  I  have 
been  generously  supported.  Jeremiah  Harman,  Thomas 
Coutts,  Ed.  Majoribanks,  Thomas  Hope,  Watson  Taylor, 
Lord  Mulgrave,  Honourable   Augustus   Phipps,  Sir  George 
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Phillips,  William  Newton,  Henry  Perkins,  J.  P.  Bell,  Ben- 
noch  and  Twentyman,  G.  J.  Kemp,  the  Misses  Robinson  and 
Poyntz,  advanced  money  to  help  me  through  my  works. 

"  11th.  The  Duke  of  Sutherland,  Lord  Egremont,  Lord 
Mulgrave,  Sir  George  Beaumont,  Sir  Robert  Peel,  &c.,  &c., 
late  Thomas  Kearsey,  employed  and  helped  me,  and  Will- 
iam Hamilton.     God  reward  them  I 

"  12th.  Morally  I  fear  it  was  wrong  to  incur  debts  on  the 
risk  of  payment ;  but  when  one  considers  the  precarious  na- 
ture of  the  profession,  pardon  may  be  granted. 

"  13th.  I  have  manuscripts  and  my  memoirs  in  the  posses- 
sion of  Miss  Barrett,  50  Wlmpole  Street,  in  a  chest,  which  I 
wish  Longman  to  be  consulted  about.  My  memoirs  are  to 
1820,  my  Journals  will  supply  the  rest.  The  style,  the  indi- 
viduality of  Richardson,  M'hich  I  wish  not  to  be  curtailed  by 
an  editor.      Correspondence  and  Journals  for  the  rest. 

"  14th.  I  return  my  gratitude  to  Sir  Robert  Peel,  always  a 
kind  friend  in  emergencies.  I  hope  he  will  consider  the  tal- 
ents and  virtues  of  my  son  Frank,  and  Sir  George  Cockburn 
will  not  forget  my  son  Frederick. 

"  15th.  I  have  done  my  duty  to  my  children — educated 
them  thoroughly.  They  are  good  members  of  society,  and  I 
hope  will  remain  so,  if,  for  no  purposes  of  ambition,  they  nev- 
er become  borrowers  or  lenders. 

"  16th.  I  have  done  my  duty  to  the  art — educated  the 
greatest  artists  of  the  day  —  Eastlake,  the  Landseers,  and 
Lance,  and  I  hope  advanced  the  whole  feeling  of  the  country. 
I  hope  my  dear  friend  Sir  Robert  Peel  will  not  forget  my  wid- 
ow and  family. 

"  17th.  In  the  name  of  my  God  I  hope  for  forgiveness  for 
the  step  I  am  about  to  take — a  crime,  no  doubt ;  but  if  I  am 
judged  immediately  hereafter,  I  have  done  nothing  all  my 
life  that  will  render  me  fearful  of  appearing  before  the  awful 
consciousness  of  my  invisible  God,  or  hesitate  to  explain  my 
actions. 

"  16th.  I  know  my  innate  sin — my  innate  tendencies  to  evil 
as  a  human  being,  but  I  have  tried  hard  to  subdue  it,  and  I 
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am  sure  He  will  be  just,  however  awfully  displeased  at  the 
wickedness  of  my  conclusion. 

"  I9l,h.  I  Ibvgive  my  enemies  and  slanderers  from  my  heart, 
and  hope  my  worthy  and  univorthy  creditors  will  forgive 
me.  1  meant  all  in  honour.  God  knows  I  have  paid  ofl^vast 
sums  of  former  troubles  ;  and  all  the  money  advanced  has 
been  properly  used  in  virtuous  purposes,  and  not  in  vanity  and 
vice. 

"  God  Almighty  forgive  us  all.  I  die  in  peace  with  all 
men,  and  pray  him  not  to  punish,  for  the  sake  of  the  father, 
the  innocent  widow  and  children  he  leaves  behind. 

•'  I  ask  her  pardon  and  my  children's  for  the  additional 
pang,  but  it  will  be  the  last,  and,  released  from  the  burden, 
of  my  ambition,  they  will  be  happier  and  suffer  less. 

"  Hoping  through  the  merits  of  Christ  forgiveness, 

"  B.  R.  Haydon. 

"  To  my  Executors." 

The  coroner's  jury  found  that  the  suicide  was  in  an  un- 
sound state  of  mind  when  he  committed  the  act. 

Haydon's  debts  at  his  death  amounted  to  about  £3000. 
The  assets  were  inconsiderable. 

Sir  Robert  Peel's  kindness  did  not  close  with  the  painter's 
life.  Liberal  and  immediate  assistance  was  extended  to  the 
bereaved  widow  and  family,  and  such  comfort  as  the  sym- 
pathy and  help  of  friends  could  give  was  not  wanting  to  those 
whom  this  unhappy  and  unfortunate  man  left  behind  him. 

Thus  died  Haydon,  by  his  own  hand,  in  the  61st  year  of  his 
age,  after  forty-two  years  of  studies,  strivings,  conflicts,  suc- 
cesses, imprisonments,  appeals  to  ministers,  to  Parliament,  to 
patrons,  to  the  public,  self-illusions,  and  disappointments. 

His  life  carries  its  moral  and  lesson  with  it,  or  these  mem- 
oirs are  now  given  to  the  world  to  little  purpose. 

My  object,  up  to  this  point,  has  been  to  give  Haydon's  own 
portraiture  of  himself  This  is  the  aim  which  I  have  kept 
in  view  in  selecting  from  and  compressing  his  Journals.  I 
have  not  tried  either  to  raise  him  into  a  hero  or  to  depress 
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him  below  the  level  at  which,  on  a  review  of  all  the  circum- 
stances of  his  life,  he  seems  fairly  entitled  to  stand. 

In  the  preceding  part  of  my  work,  having  this  conception 
of  my  duty  as  editor  of  his  autobiography  and  memoirs,  I 
have  refrained,  as  far  as  possible,  from  the  expression  of  my 
own  judgment  of  the  man  and  his  conduct,  and  from  any  gen- 
eral estimate  of  his  merits  as  a  painter.  I  have  done  this 
advisedly,  and  at  the  cost  of  considerable  self-restraint.  But 
my  work  might,  I  think,  properly  be  regarded  as  incomplete, 
if  I  did  not,  now  that  the  editorial  part  of  my  duty  is  com- 
pleted, give  the  reader,  as  briefly  as  may  be,  my  own  conclu- 
sions as  to  the  man  and  painter,  founded  on  the  records  of  him 
which  have  passed  through  my  hands,  and  on  such  of  his  pic- 
tures as  I  have  been  able  to  find  access  to. 


THE  CHARACTER  OF  THE  MAN. 

There  can  be  little  difficulty  in  deciphering  this,  if  ever 
record  of  thoughts  and  acts  can  be  trusted  for  indicia  of  char- 
acter. 

Hay  don  was  self-willed  to  obstinacy.  He  rarely  asked  ad- 
vice, and  never  took  it  unless  it  approved  itself  to  him,  with- 
out reference  to  the  sagacity  or  information  of  the  adviser. 
He  was  indefatigable  in  labour  during  his  periods  of  applica- 
tion, but  he  was  often  diverted  from  his  art  by  professional 
polemics,  by  fits  of  reading,  and  by  moods  of  discomfort  and 
disgust,  and  other  distractions  which  are  explained  by  his  cir- 
cumstances. What  he  undertook  he  generally  mastered,  and 
he  shows  a  rare  "  thoroughness"  in  the  manner  of  his  inqui- 
ries and  studies,  and  a  pertinacity  not  often  associated  with 
so  much  vehemence  and  passion  as  belonged  to  him. 

His  judgment  was  essentially  unsound  in  all  matters  where 
he  was  personally  interested.  His  inordinate  vanity  (which 
is  sometimes  ludicrously  exhibited)  blinded  him  throughout 
to  the  quality  of  his  own  works,  the  amount  of  influence  he 
could  wield,  and  the  extent  of  sympathy  he  excited. 
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He  was  unscrupulous  in  conduct,  but  not  unprincipled,  and, 
I  believe,  though  many  will  question  it,  that  he  seldom  con- 
tracted obligations  without  the  intention  and  expectation  of 
meeting  them.  But  when  a  man  once  becomes  embarrass- 
ed, it  is  hardly  possible  to  estimate  the  value,  or  no  value 
rather,  of  such  intentions.  His  conduct  in  inducing  his  pu- 
pils to  accept  bills  for  his  accommodation  admits  of  no  de- 
fence, and  I  can  not  offer  any  palliation  for  his  habits  of  beg- 
ging and  borrowing  beyond  those  which  these  memoirs  must 
suggest  to  all  fairly-judging  readers — I  mean  his  necessities,  his 
sanguine  temperament,  his  occasional  extraordinary  success- 
es, and  his  pervading  conviction  that  he  was  the  apostle  and 
martyr  of  High  Art,  and,  as  such,  had  a  sort  of  right  to  sup- 
port from  those  who  Avould  not  find  him  the  employment  he 
was  always  craving.  His  constant  demand  was  for  work  and 
wages,  and  in  default  of  these,  he  asked  for  subsistence  while 
he  worked,  in  the  hope  that  sooner  or  later  the  wages  must 
come. 

His  religiousness  is  puzzling.  Few  men  have  lived  in  a 
more  continuous  practice  of  prayer  ;  and  though  his  are  little 
more  than  requests  for  what  he  most  desired,  addressed  to  the 
Being  in  whose  power  he  believed  it  to  be  to  grant  them — 
begging-letters,  in  fact,  dispatched  to  the  Almighty — it  must 
not  be  forgotten  that  the  prayers  of  many  "  eminently  pious" 
people,  and,  indeed,  of  whole  churches  and  sects,  are  little 
more  than  this.  His  faith  in  an  overruling  power  was  not 
strong  enough  to  induce  a  calm  and  steadfast  waiting  upon 
God's  will,  but  neither,  as  it  seems  to  me,  is  the  faith  of  the 
most  prayerful  persons  of  this  character.  One  thing  I  may 
say,  that  he  seems  to  have  lived  in  the  habitual  belief  of  a 
personal,  overruling,  and  merciful  Deity,  and  that  this  belief 
influenced  his  inward  life,  his  relations  with  his  family,  and, 
so  far  as  his  necessities  did  not  interfere,  with  the  world. 

His  love  of  his  art  is,  to  my  mind,  inextricable  from  his 
belief  in  himself ;  and  his  struggle  to  advance  the  art  was 
never  without  reference  to  the  glorification  of  himself  as  the 
artist. 
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In  taste  he  was  as  deficient  as  in  judgment — if,  indeed, 
the  two  be  not  different  phases  of  the  same  element  in  char- 
acter.     This  want  of  taste  shows  itself  in  the  tone  of  his 
letters  to  men  of  rank,  in  which  an  unbecoming  famiharity 
alternates  with  a  gross  servility  of  expression.      The  style  of 
his  appeals  to  the  public,  in  his   advertisements   and  cata- 
logues, is  equally  offensive  in  a  different  way — from  the  tur- 
gid and  undisguised  expression  of  his  own  exaggerated  esti- 
mate of  himself  and  his  works.     But  he  seems  really  to  have 
believed  that  the  public  eye  was  fixed  on  him,  and  struggled 
against  facts  to  maintain  this  delusion  to  the  last.     I  may  re- 
gret, but  I  can  not  wonder  that  he  did  not  meet  with  more 
sympathy.      Considering  how  very  boisterous  and  combative 
a  martyr  he  was,  I  am  rather  astonished  that  he  found  so 
much.      I  believe  that  he  died  a  victim  to  disappointment ; 
that  his  exclusion  from  all  share  in  the  decoration  of  the  New 
Houses  of  Parliament  broke  his  heart  ;   and  that  all  his  sub- 
sequent efforts  to  reassert  his  claims,  through  the  public  in- 
stead of  the  Fine  Arts  Commission,  were  void  of  true  hope  ; 
a  frantic  "  lashing  the  sides  of  his  intent"  to  approve  him- 
self a  great  artist,  when  he  had  really  more  than  begun  to 
doubt  it. 

As  a  husband  and  a  father  I  have  nothing  for  him  but 
praise.  His  love  for  his  wife  was  undaunted  to  the  last,  and 
he  did  his  duty  manfully  by  his  children. 


THE  CHARACTER  OF  HIS  TIMES  AS  RESPECTS  ART. 

In  judging  a  man,  one  is  bound  to  consider  the  times  he 
lived  in  with  reference  to  the  nature  of  his  work. 

All  evil,  it  has  been  said,  results  from  the  non-adaptation 
of  constitution  to  conditions.*  When  we  say  that  Haydon's 
failure  and  sufferings  were  his  own  fault,  we  only  state  half 
the  truth.  In  different  times  his  faults  would  not  have 
wrought  the  same  effects,  and  his  better  qualities  would 
have  had  fairer  play.  The  conditions  in  which  he  was 
*  Spencer,  "  Social  Statics." 
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placed  were  unfavourable,  not  only  to  turbulent  natures  like 
his,  but  to  every  artist  with  a  high  conception  of  his  art. 
Things  are  so  much  altered  for  the  better  in  this  particular, 
however  unsatisfactory  they  still  may  be,  that  it  is  difficult 
for  us  to  appreciate  the  obstacles  and  stumbling-blocks  which 
an  artist,  bent  on  employing  his  skill  in  public  edifices,  and 
for  national  or  municipal  purposes,  must  have  found  in  his 
way  forty  years  ago.  It  is  very  much  to  Hay  don's  perti- 
nacity that  we  owe  such  improvement  as  there  is,  in  this  re- 
spect, nowadays.  At  that  time  the  dominant  form  of  art  was 
undoubtedly  portraiture.  West  and  Fuseli,  Northcote  and 
Opie,  did,  it  is  true,  paint  historical  pictures  ;  but  the  first 
owed  his  position  mainly  to  a  royal  employer  ;  Fuseli  lived 
more  by  the  print-sellers  and  publishers  than  by  his  patrons, 
and  Northcote  and  Opie  combined  portrait  painting  with  his- 
tory, and  were  supported  mainly  by  that. 

The  class  of  pictures  which  now  employs  the  largest  num- 
ber of  artists,  and  is  most  sought  after  and  best  paid,  combin- 
ing some  of  the  qualities  of  historical  painting  with  still-life 
—  what  is  called  ge?ire-paiinXing  —  may  almost  be  said  to 
have  been  founded  by  Wilkie,  and  to  have  grown  up  since 
Haydon  first  exhibited.  This  style  affords  a  loop-hole  through 
which  to  escape  from  the  sole  dominion  of  the  portrait  paint- 
er, in  a  time  when  the  public  functions  of  art  are  still  little 
appreciated.  In  works  of  this  kind  may  be  exhibited  the 
highest  qualities  of  invention  and  expression,  though  they 
give  no  scope  for  that  largeness  of  treatment,  that  force  and 
sweep  of  hand,  for  which  great  spaces  and  wide  distances 
are  essential. 

Failing  this,  there  was  very  little  resource  forty  years  ago 
for  the  painter  who  did  not  feel  inclined  to  paint  portraits. 
Hilton  lived  in  narrow  circumstances,  which  would  have  been 
indigent  but  for  some  private  fortune  and  his  income  as  Keep- 
er of  the  Royal  Academy.  The  encouragement  he  found 
may  give  us  a  measure  of  what  was  to  be  hoped  for  by  even 
the  most  gentle  and  inoffensive  being  who  took  to  the  higher 
range  of  art.     Etty  amassed  a  fortune  after  he  abandoned 
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such  large  canvasses  as  his  Judith  and  Holofernes  series,  and 
his  other  pictures  of  that  size  and  time,  for  attractive  nudi- 
ties and  rich  scraps  of  colour,  of  cabinet  size.  If  ever  art 
was  lowered  by  the  conditions  of  a  time,  surely  Etty's  was. 
Haydon  would  not  pine  in  neglect  and  silence  like  Hilton, 
nor  condescend  to  small  and  sensual  nudities,  or  luscious  bits 
of  mere  colour-painting,  like  Etty. 

He  would  paint  large  pictures  with  a  high  aim.  The  pa- 
trons did  not  want  such  pictures,  the  Academy  did  not  favour 
them,  the  pubhc  could  not  buy  them.  They  flocked  to  see 
them  exhibited,  but  that  was  all. 

The  private  patronage  of  that  day  was  petty  and  mean, 
though  there  was  no  lack  of  rich  and  very  kind  friends  of  art- 
ists. Never  did  a  painter  receive  more  help  than  Haydon  in 
all  ways  but  the  right  one.  Whether  he  was  qualified  to 
have  done  justice  to  any  public  employment  that  might  have 
offered  itself,  especially  in  the  latter  half  of  his  artistic  life, 
may  be  doubtful  ;  but  between  1812  and  1823  I  believe  he 
was  capable  of  producing  works  which,  displayed  under  proper 
conditions,  would  have  been  nobly  decorative  or  commemora- 
tive. But  this  chance  he  never  had,  for  no  single  statesman 
or  influential  patron  of  his  times  seems  to  have  admitted  his 
doctrine  that  art  has  a  public  function  ;  and  that  if  it  is  ever 
to  be  great  in  our  day,  it  must  be  by  being  employed  nation- 
ally and  politically — the  collective  nation,  through  its  pubhc 
bodies,  replacing  the  princes  and  popes  of  the  great  eras  of 
Italian  renown. 

What  private  patronage  can  do  to  found  a  style  and  schools 
of  art  has  been  best  shown  in  Holland  and  Flanders.  It  is 
not  to  it  that  we  can  ever  owe  a  Campo  Santo,  a  Ducal  Palace, 
a  Sistine  Chapel,  or  the  Stanze  of  the  Vatican. 

Without  at  all  shutting  my  eyes  to  Haydon's  deficiencies 
in  both  the  conceptual  and  technical  parts  of  his  art,  I  can 
not  but  sympathize  in  his  prayers  for  a  great  national  Coun- 
cil Hall,  or  a  dome  of  St.  Paul's,  wherein  to  show  the  grasp 
of  his  mind  and  the  mastery  of  his  hand. 

The  New  Houses  of  Parliament  are  as  yet  (after  the  great 
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room  at  the  Society  of  Arts)  the  only  arena  that  England  has 
opened  for  any  of  her  painters  who  may  indulge  in  aspira- 
tions like  Haydon's. 


OF  THE  QUALITIES  OF  HAYDON  AS  AN  ARTIST. 

No  part  of  my  work,  in  connection  with  Haydon,  has  cost 
me  more  pains,  with  less  profit,  than  this  of  settling  and  put- 
ting into  words  my  judgment  of  him  as  a  painter. 

Yet  I  am,  in  many  respects,  favourably  placed  for  forming 
a  fair  estimate,  as  being  free  from  partisanship  and  a  stranger 
to  the  heats  which  gathered  about  Haydon  and  his  works  in 
his  Hfetime  and  among  his  contemporaries.  The  difficulty  I 
have  felt  arises  from  the  works  themselves,  considered  with- 
out reference  to  the  feuds  and  struggles  of  their  author. 

I  have  taken  advantage  of  all  opportunities  within  my  reach 
for  acquiring  a  knowledge  of  Haydon's  pictures.  The  Denta- 
tus  I  only  know  from  Harvey's  masterly  wood-cut.  The 
Macbeth,  and  Christ's  Entry  into  Jerusalem,  I  have  not  seen. 
But  I  have  been  able  to  examine,  at  leisure,  the  Solomon, 
Lazarus,  Xenophon,  May-day  or  Punch,  the  Mock  Election, 
the  Englishman's  Breakfast,  Christ's  Agony  in  the  Garden, 
the  Poictiers,  and  the  Curtius,  some  portraits,  the  Spanish 
Nun,  and  a  small  head  of  the  Gipsy  Model.  The  Waiting 
for  the  Times,  the  Statesman  Musing,  the  Napoleon  at  St. 
Helena,  and  the  Duke  at  Waterloo,  I  am  acquainted  with 
only  from  engravings.  I  find  in  all  these  pictures,  in  vary- 
ing degrees,  the  same  beauties  and  the  same  defects.  In  the 
earliest,  the  defects  are  least  visible  and  the  beauties  greatest. 

The  Judgment  of  Solomon=^  seems  to  me,  as  a  whole,  be- 
yond dispute  the  finest  work  Haydon  ever  executed,  though 
there  is  nothing  in  it  equal,  in  power  of  conception  and  exe- 
cution, to  the  head  of  Lazarus. 

I  was  fortunate  enough,  in  some  of  my  examinations  of 
Haydon's  pictures,  to  be  accompanied  by  a  friend,!  who  com- 

*  Now  exhibiting  at  the  British  Institution  (June,  1853). 

t  Mr.  G.  F.  Watt.s,  the  designer  of  the  Cartoon  of  Caractacus,  and 
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bines  the  artist's  knowledge  of  technical  means  and  eye  for 
imitative  detail  with  that  large  appreciation  of  aims  and  in- 
tentions in  which  the  criticism  of  artists  is  often  deficient. 
His  judgment,  moreover,  is  that  of  one  sympathizing  in  many 
respects  with  Haydon,  and  cheerfully  recognizing  his  services 
as  an  earnest  and  eloquent  advocate  of  the  claims  of  High 
Art  on  the  government  and  the  public.     I  claim,  therefore, 
all  respect  for  the  opinions  of  one  whom  I  know  to  be  con- 
scientious, as  I  believe  him  to  be  competent,  and  to  whom  I 
wish  here  to  express  my  thanks  for  the  use  he  has  allowed 
me  to  make  of  his  communication,  which  expresses,  in  the 
main,  what  I  myself  feel  on  the  subject.      "  I  am  afraid," 
Mr.  Watts  writes,  "  you  will  think  I  have  forgotten  the  prom- 
ise I  made  to  give  you  my  opinion  on  the  characteristics  of 
Haydon's  art.     But  the  fact  is,  I  find  it  very  difficult  to  ar- 
rive at  a  definite  conclusion.      Sympathizing  sincerely  with 
him  in  his  views  upon  art,  to  their  utmost  extent,  naturally 
inclined  to  appreciate  the  qualities  he  aims  at,  and  doing  full 
justice  to  the  power  and  amount  of  knowledge  displayed,  I 
am   surprised  to  find  how  little  I  am  really  affected  at  his 
works,  and  how  difficult  it  is  to  retain  any  very  distinct  im- 
pression of  them.      This  corroboration  of  public  opinion  in 
my  own  feelings  I  have  been  endeavouring  to  account  for. 
When  any  qualities  beyond  common  experience  and  knowl- 
edge, and  above  the  most  ordinary  comprehension,  are  aimed 
at,  the  public  estimate  can  only  be  valuable  when  it  has  re- 
ceived the  fiat  of  time  ;  but  when  the  first  difficulty  has  been 
got   over,  and  the  public   interested,  it  is  rare  that  what  is 
really  good  has  failed  to  maintain  its  place. 

"  I  think  we  shall  find,  upon  examination,  that  all  art 
which  has  been  really  and  permanently  successful  has  been 
the  exponent  of  some  great  principle  of  mind  or  matter — the 
illustration  of  some  great  truth — the  translations  of  some  par- 
agraph out  of  the  book  of  Nature.     If  Haydon  read  therein 

the  painter  of  Alfred  Encouraging  the  Saxons  to  pursue  the  Danes, 
which  respectively  gained  premiums  of  the  first  class  in  the  West- 
minster Hall  competitions  of  1843  and  1847. 
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and  strove  to  expound  the  lesson,  he  read  too  hastily  to  un- 
derstand fully,  and  did  not,  like  Demosthenes,  take  pains  to 
perfect  a  defective  utterance.  His  art  is  defective  in  princi- 
ple and  wanting  in  attractiveness — not  sufficiently  beautiful 
to  please — not  possessing  those  qualities  of  exact  imitation 
which  attract,  amuse,  give  conficlence,  and  even  flatter,  be- 
cause they,  in  a  manner,  take  the  spectator  into  partnership, 
and  make  him  feel  as  if  they  were  almost  suggestions  of  his 
own.  '  This  is  what  I  have  seen,  and  what  I  would  do,  if 
I  had  time  to  paint ;  uncK  io  son  pittore.' 

"  The  characteristics  of  Haydon's  art  appear  to  me  to  be 
great  determination  and  power,  knowledge  and  effrontery. 
I  can  not  find  that  he  strikes  upon  any  chord  that  is  the 
basis  of  a  true  harmony.  The  art  of  Phidias  translated  and 
expressed  perfection  of  form  in  its  full  dignity  and  beauty  ; 
that  of  Angelico,  Perugino,  Francia,  and  Raphael,  religion  ; 
that  of  Michael  Angelo,  the  might  of  imagination  ;  the  great- 
er of  the  Venetians  were  the  exponents  of  the  power  of  nature 
in  its  rich  harmony  of  colour  ;  Corregio  is  all  sweetness  ;  Tin- 
toretto is  the  Michael  Angelo  of  colour  and  effect ;  Rubens  is 
profuse  and  generous  as  autumn  ;  and,  if  he  is  sometimes  slov- 
enly, he  is  so  jovial  and  high-spirited  that  one  forgives  every 
thing. 

"  All  these,  and  many  others,  worked  with  earnestness  and 
conscientiousness.  Absolute  truth,  and  combination  with  ab- 
stract qualities,  or  without  them,  will  always  successfully  ap- 
peal to  the  spectator's  intelligence.  Haydon  seems  to  me  to 
have  succeeded  as  often  as  he  displays  any  real  anxiety  to  do 
so  ;  but  one  is  struck  with  the  extraordinary  discrepancy  of 
different  parts  o^  his  work,  as  though,  bored  by  a  fixed  atten- 
tion that  had  taken  him  out  of  himself,  yet  highly  applaud- 
mcf  the  result,  he  had  daubed  and  scrawled  his  brush  about 
in  a  sort  of  intoxication  of  self-glory. 

"  Indeed,  his  pictures  are  himself,  and  fail  as  he  failed. 

"Whatever  a  man  may  suffer  or  lose  in  a  cause,  he  will  never 

arrive  at  the  dignity  of  martyrdom  unless  he  can  persuade 

people  that  he  has  embraced  the  cause  with  views  and  as- 

VoL.  II.— Y 
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pirations  unconnected  with  his  personal  gratification  and  ad- 
vancement. In  Haydon's  work  there  is  not  sufficient  forget- 
fulness  of  self  to  disarm  criticism  of  personality.  His  pictures 
are  themselves  autobiographical  notes  of  the  most  interesting 
kind  ;  but  their  Avant  of  beauty  repels,  and  their  want  of 
modesty  exasperates.  Perhaps  their  principal  characteristic 
is  want  of  delicacy  of  perception  and  refinement  of  execution. 
In  these  respects  I  have  seen  no  work  of  his  that  is  not  more 
than  incomplete.  Pathos  also  is  lacking.  The  good  man, 
with  his  family,  in  the  Mock  Election,  is  in  many  respects  an 
admirable  bit  of  composition  and  paiutiiig  ;  yet  it  appears  to 
me  that  he  is  too  much  identified  with  the  crowd,  and  almost 
looks  as  if  he  were  following  the  fop  to  take  an  oath  at  the 
same  table.  In  Punch  the  apple- woman  is  too  rosy  and  too 
clean  to  sleep  from  any  reason  but  health  and  enjoyment. 
He  could  give  an  idea  of  foolish  pleasure  and  coarse  delight ; 
but  Avhile  there  is  bitter  satire  there  is  no  touch  of  feeling. 
Hogarth  would  have  given  you  some  wretched  child,  made 
indifferent  to  the  humour  of  Punch  by  sickness  and  hunger, 
made  old  by  misery. 

"  In  the  Retreat  of  the  Ten  Thousand  he  has  missed  mak- 
ing the  principal  incident  the  most  affecting  ;  in  Lazarus  he 
has  lost  all  by  the  general  vulgarity  of  the  astonishment. 

"  To  particularize — I  should  say  that  his  touch  is  generally 
wooly,  and  his  surface  disagreeable  ;  that  the  dabs  of  white 
on  the  lights  and  the  dabs  of  red  in  the  shadows  are  untrue 
and  unpleasing  ;  that  his  draperies  are  deficient  in  richness 
and  dignity,  and  his  general  effect  much  less  good  than  one 
Avould  expect  from  the  goodness  of  parts,  which  I  think  arises 
principally  from  the  coarseness  of  the  handling  ;  that  his  ex- 
pressions of  anatomy  and  general  perception  of  form  are  the 
best  by  far  that  can  be  found  in  the  English  school  ;  and  I 
feel  even  a  direction  toward  something  that  is  only  to  be  found 
in  Phidias.  But  this  is  not  true  invariably :  his  proportion  is 
very  often  defective,  especially  in  the  arms  of  his  figures,  and 
his  hands  and  feet,  though  well  understood,  are  often  dandi- 
fied and  uncharacteristic. 
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"  I  have  pointed  out  all  the  things  that  strike  me  as  errors, 
because  I  know  that  you  fully  appreciate  the  greater  quali- 
ties as  I  do,  and  because  many  of  these  defects  you  will  fair- 
ly ascribe  to  the  unfavourable  conditions  of  his  life.  His  first 
great  work,  the  Solomon,  appears  to  me  to  be,  beyond  all 
comparison,  his  best.  It  is  far  more  equal  than  any  thing 
else  I  have  seen,  very  powerful  in  execution,  and  fine  in  col- 
our, 1  think  he  has  lowered  the  character  of  Solomon  by 
making  him  a  half  joker,  but  the  whole  has,  at  least,  the  dig- 
nity of  power.  Too  much  praise  can  not,  I  think,  be  bestow- 
ed on  the  head  of  Lazarus  ;  and  in  the  absence  of  such  im- 
portant evidence  as  the  Entry  into  Jerusalem  would  afford, 
it  is  hardly  fair  to  pass  judgment. 

"  It  is  somewhat  remarkable,  that  the  only  man  who  can 
be  said  to  have  formed  a  schoo^  in  England  after  the  manner 
of  the  Italian  artists,  is  perhaps  the  only  artist  of  any  emi- 
nence who  has  had  no  imitators." 

I  believe  that  this  criticism  points  out,  honestly  and  accu- 
rately, the  defects  of  Haydon's  art,  taking  for  granted,  rather 
than  expressing,  its  countervailing  beauties.  These  appear 
to  me,  besides  the  general  power  in  drawing  and  action,  to 
be  a  fine  feeling  for  colour  in  draperies  and  backgrounds,  vig- 
orous and  pregnant  conception,  both  of  single  heads,  figures, 
and  groups,  great  occasional  truth  of  expression,  such  as  I 
have  noticed  in  the  Punch,  and  such  as  is  strikingly  exhibit- 
ed in  particular  parts  of  the  Mock  Election  (as  in  the  head 
of  the  nurse  behind  the  good  man),  and,  in  the  earlier  pictures 
at  least,  a  large  and  noble  arrangement  of  the  composition. 
Besides  these  merits,  there  is  a  lower  one  even  more  distinct- 
ly shown — that  of  great  power  of  truthful  imitation.  The 
still-life  of  Haydon's  pictures  is  admirable,  wherever  he  gave 
himself  the  trouble  to  elaborate  it — so  excellent,  indeed,  as  to 
make  even  more  apparent  his  unaccountable  carelessness  in 
parts  of  greater  importance.  This  carelessness  I  attribute  to 
the  joint  intoxication  of  an  impetuous  conception  and  an  in- 
ordinate vanity. 

Throughout  his  pictures,  as  in  his  autobiographical  paint- 
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ing  of  himself,  I  see  the  want  of  that  delicacy  which  is  equal- 
ly required  for  the  refined  appreciation  of  the  chastened  and 
tender  in  form  and  expression,  as  of  the  self  denying,  unob- 
trusive, and  retiring  in  character.  The  absence  of  the  former 
qualities  I  feel  as  painfully  in  Haydon's  art,  as  the  lack  of 
the  latter  in  his  conduct.  The  want  of  calm  is  alike  appar- 
ent in  his  pictures  and  in  his  life,  and  both,  Avhile  they  con- 
tain much  to  command  admiration  and  sympathy,  fail  of  that 
true  dignity  before  which  the  mind  bows,  so  to  speak,  invol- 
untarily, and  to  which  calm  is  essential. 

Haydon  will  be  remembered  less  as  a  painter  than  as  a 
theorist  and  lecturer  about  his  calling.  He  was  the  first  art- 
ist who  got  a  hearing  in  his  insisting  to  the  government  and 
public  of  England  that  art  is  a  matter  of  national  concern. 
Before  his  time  no  one  had  urged  this  truth  except  the  pas- 
sionate and  cynical  Barry. 

I  have  said  elsewhere  that  it  is  difficult  to  assign  the  ex- 
act  effect  due  to  the  constant  and  energetic  pressing  of  this 
doctrine  by  Haydon.  The  doctrine  itself  is  now  admitted  in 
theory,  and  a  beginning  has  even  been  made  of  realizing  it 
in  practice.  It  is  undeniable  that  Haydon  preached  it  for 
forty  years  ;  that  he  lived  to  see  it  triumph,  and  to  die,  by 
his  own  hand,  under  the  heart-break  of  disappointment,  when 
the  triumph  of  his  cherished  principles  brought  no  employ- 
ment for  him. 

By  his  assertion  of  the  real  value  of  the  Elgin  Marbles,  in 
the  teeth  of  dilettantism,  Haydon  has  earned  a  title  to  the 
gratitude  of  artists  and  lovers  of  art  which  is  less  likely  to  be 
contested.  No  one  had  so  thoroughly  mastered  the  secret 
of  these  great  fragments  as  Haydon,  and  no  artist  of  his  day 
was  so  well  qualified  to  do  so,  or  so  gifted  with  the  power  of 
making  their  beauties  passable  by  description. 

In  doing  the  w^orld  this  service,  he  used  many  channels — 
his  letters  to  the  newspapers — his  pamphlets — his  conversa- 
tions— the  training  and  drawings  of  his  pupils — and,  above 
all,  his  lectures.  In  all  these  Avays  he  poured  upon  the  pub- 
lic ear  a  vast  amount  of  sound  theory  touching  painting  and 
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sculpture.     And  as  a  popularizer  of  art,  his  name  stands  with- 
out a  rival  among  his  brethren. 

This  merit,  which  I  fearlessly  claim  for  Haydon,  is  no  mean 
one.  Let  the  admission  of  it  close  gently  and  compassion- 
ately this  record  of  a  life,  begun  in  high  aspiration,  urged 
through  great  varieties  of  fortune,  reduced  often  to  the  deep- 
est humiliation,  and  not  always  contained  within  the  metes 
and  bounds  of  right,  embittered  by  perpetual  conflict,  cheered 
by  the  most  buoyant  self  confidence,  misled  in  most  points  by 
a  ludicrous  vanity,  and  closed  by  a  catastrophe,  to  which  in- 
veterate self-assertion  and  the  love  of  effect  concurred  strange- 
ly with  the  distraction  of  pecuniary  troubles  and  the  sickening 
of  hope  deferred. 


I 


APPE  N  DICES. 


APPENDICES. 


APPENDIX  I. 

Extracts  from  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds''s  Private  Memorandum  Book,  copied 
by  Becchey,  and  by  Haydon  from  him,  1st  April,  1840,  with  Notes  of 
Becchey''s  and  Haydon'' s.* 

Mr.  Pelhtim. — Painted  in  lake  and  white,  and  black  and  blue. 

Varnished  with  gum  niastich  dissolved  in  oil,  with  sal.  saturnin. 
and  rock  alum.  Col.  (colour)  yellow,  lake,  and  Naples  and  black, 
mixed  with  varnish.     July  7,  1766. 

Miss  Kitty  Fisher. — Face  cerata  (I  suppose  varnished. — Beechey). 
(Of  course  not :  rubbed  w-ith  wax  first. — B.  R.  H.)  Drapery  painted 
con  cera  e  poi  v — (varnished). 

Lord  Villiers. — Given  to  Dr.  Barnard.  Painted  with  vernice,  fatto 
di  cera  and  Venice  turpentine — mesticato  con  gli  colori,  macerato  in 
olio  ;  carmine  in  lieu  de  lacca. 

1767. — Cou7it  Lippe.     Senza  olio  in  finishing. 

(E.xhibited  at  the  British  Institution  since :  nad  stood  well.  — • 
B.  R.  H.) 

My  own.  Do.     Mrs.  Goddard,  Do. 

Miss  Cholmondcley  —  Con  olio  e  vernice.  Con  Yeo's  lake  and 
magilp. 

(Note  of  Beechey's — "Yeo's  lake."  Mr.  Yeo  was  one  of  the  orig- 
inal members  of  the  Royal  Academy,  and  made  colours  for  his  amuse- 
ment.) 

1767. —  Lord  Toicnscnd.  Prima  con  magylp,  poi  olio,  poi  mag. 
(magylp)  senza  olio ;  lacca  ;  poi  verniciato  con  vermilion. 

Doctor  Armstrong. — Painted  first  in  olio  poi  verniciato  poi  cera  solo, 
poi4cera  e  vernice. 

Speaker. — The  face  colori  in  olio  mesticato  con  macgylp  poi  verni- 
ciato; cielo*  macgylp  e  poi  per  tutto  verniciato  con  colori  in  pulvere 
senza  olio  o  magilp  (*  cielo — the  background).  (In  fact,  a  dry  scrum- 
ble.— B.  R.  H.) 

(Some  soot  fell  on  a  picture  of  Sir  Joshua's  drying  by  the  fire.  Sir 
Joshua  took  it  up  and  said,  "  A  fine  cool  tmt,"  and  actually  scumbled  it 
beautifully  into  the  flesh.  From  Jackson,  who  had  it  from  Sir  George 
Beaumont. — B.  R.  H.) 

Master  Burke  finito  con  ver  (vernice)  senza  olio  o  cera  ;  carmine. 

Duchess  of  Ancasler. — Prima  magylp — secunda  olio — terza  olio. 

Lady  Almeria  Carpenter. — Mrs.  Chohnondeley.     Mag.  senza  olio. 

■*  These  memoranda  of  Reynolds's  have  been  already  published,  some  of  them  in 
Nortlicoie's  Life,  and  others  by  Sir  (',.  L.  Eastlake,  in  liis  Materials  for  a  History  of 
Oil-paintin;:.  I  tlioiigiil  it  best,  however,  to  reprint  them  here,  for  the  sake  of 
Beechey's  and  llaydon's  remarks,  and  also  as  this  copy  seems  more  literal  and 
fuller  than  that  given  by  Sir  C.  L.  Eastlake.— Ed. 
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Mio  propria — given  to  Mr.  Burke.  Con  cera  finito  quasi,  poi  con 
mast,  ver,  finito  .nteramente,  poi  cerata  senza  colori. 

"  0//e'6"  picture  painted  witli  cera  et  cop.  (copall)  solo;  cinabro. 
(Varnished  with  a  little  vermilion  used  as  a  stain  over  all. — Note  by 
Beechey.) 

Glazing. — Senza  olio  ;  varnish  of  mastic  solo,  Yeo's  yellow,  verm, 
and  blue. 

Sir  Charles  and  Master  Biinhury,  1768,  July  29. — In  vece  di  nero  si 
puo  servirse  di  turchino  e  cinabro  e  lacca  giallo  (probatum  est,  Nov. 
20th,  1768)  (i  e  ,  It  has  stood. — B.  R.  H.).     Second  sitting  too  yellow. 

The  glazing  di  cinabro  e  turchino. 

Senza  cera. — (Note.  Instead  of  black,  he  made  use  of  Pr.  blue 
and  vermilion. — Beechey.) 

April  2d,  1  /69. — Per  gli  colori  cinabro,  lacca,  ultramarin  e  nero, 
senza  giallo. 

Prima  in  olio,  ultimo  con  vernice  solo  e  giallo. 

Mai/  nth,  1769. — On  a  gray  ground. 

First  sitting  vermilion,  lake,  white,  black. 

Second  do.,  3d  do.,  ultramarine  —  last  senza  olio,  yellow  oker,* 
black,  lake,  verm,  touched  upon  with  white.  (*  Here  is  evidence  Sir 
Joshua  used  yellow  in  flesh,  in  opposition  to  Northcote's  assertion. — 
B.  R.  H.,  1st  April,  1840.) 

Mrs.  Boaverie. — The  face  senza  olio  and  the  boy's  head ;  the  rest 
painted  con  olio,  and  afterward  glazed  with  varnish  and  colour,  ex- 
cept the  green,  which  was  glazed  with  oil  and  then  varnished.  The 
vail  and  white  linnen  finished  senza — (without  oil  1). 

July  10/A,  1769. — My  own  picture  painted  _^r*^  with  oil ;  painted  with 
lake,  yellow  oker,  blue  and  black,  cop.  e  cera  vernice. 

Doctor  Johnson  and  Goldsmith. — First  olio,  after  with  copaiva  with 
colour,  but  without  white.  Ihe  head  of  Goldsmith  with  cop.  and 
with  white. 

Mrs.  Hortotu — Con  copaiva  senza  giallo  :  giallo  quando  era  finito  d( 
pingere,  con  lacca,  e  giallo  quasi  solo,  e  poi  glaze  with  ultramarine. 

June  22d,  1770. — Sono  stabilito  in  maniera  di  dipingere.  Primo  e 
secundo  o  con  olio  o  copivi,  gU  colori  solo  nero,  ultram.  et  biacca 
(!  bianca).  Secondo  medesimo.  Ultimo  con  giallo  okero  e  lacca  e 
nero  e  ultramarine  e  senza  biacca  (!  bianca)  ritoccato  con  poca  bi- 
acca {1  bianca)  e  gli  altri  colori.  My  own  given  to  Mrs.  Burke-jp{fine 
proceeding. — B.  R.  H.). 

(This  it  seems  was  "  his  most  approved  method" — no  yellow  till 
the  last  colouring. — W.  Beechey.) 

Olio — primo  biacca  (bianca)  e  nero. 

2(1. — Biacca  (bianca)  e  lacca — terzo  lacca  e  giallo  e  nero  senza  bi- 
acca (bianca)  in  copivi  or  copaiva. 

(These  are  all  glazing  colours. — Beechey.) 

Bcechey's  note,  1832. 

"  O^c."  —  Theophila  Palmer,  his  niece,  sister  of  the  Marchioness 
of  Tliomond,  who  was  (so  ])  called  by  Sir  Joshua  and  Dr.  Johnson. 
She  is  now  Mrs.  Gwatkin. 

"  Sono  stabilito,  &c  ,  &c." 

His  vehicle  was  oil  or  balsam  of  copaiva.     His  colours  were  only 

*  See  subsequent  note  of  Beechey's,  1632. 
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* 
black,  ultramarine,  and  v.iiitc,  so  that  he  finished  his  picture  entirely 
in  black  and  white,  all  but  glazing — no  red  or  yellow  till  liie  last, 
which  was  used  in  glazing,  and  that  was  mixed  with  Venice  turp. 
and  v/ax  as  a  varnish.  Take  off  that,  and  his  pictures  return  to  black 
and  white.     (Excellent.— B.  R.  H.) 

May,  1770. — My  oion  picture.  Canvass  imprimed,  cera  finite  con 
vernicio. 

June  I2th,  1770. — Paese*  senza  rosso,  con  giallo  nero  e  turchino  e 
biacca.     Cera. 

(*  Note. — This  is  a  landscape  of  his  in  possession  of  Sir  George 
Phillips,  which  appears  to  be  painted  without  red.  I  suppose  from 
llichmond  Hill,  a  landscape  without  red,  with  yellow,  black,  blue,  and 
white  lead. — Beechey.)  (Turchino  is  Prussian  blue.  I  remember 
Sir  George  Phillips  buying  the  landscape  in  the  last  great  sale  of  Sir 
Joshua's  works,  at  Christie's,  where  he  also  bought  the  Piping  Boy 
for  430  guineas — I  pulling  his  coat  to  go  on,  at  which  Lady  Phillips 
was  very  angry,  because  she  thought  it  too  much. — B.  R.  H.) 

The  Nice&n  ISymph  icith  Bacchus. — Principiato  con  cera  sola,  finito 
con  cera  e  copaiva,  per  causa  it  cracked.  Do.  St.  John.  (Of  course, 
— B.  R.  H.) 

"  Offe''  fatto  (fatta)  interamente  con  copaiva  e  cera.  La  testa  sopra 
un  fondo  preparato  con  olio  e  biacca. 

Lady  Melbourne. — Do.  sopra  una  *  Tela  di  fondo.  (Note. — Balsam 
of  copaiva  and  wax  upon  an  oil  ground ;  it  must  crack,  and  peel  oflf 
in  time.— Beechey,  1832.)     (Of  cour.se.— B.  R.  H.,  1840.) 

(*  Tela  di  fondo. — Prepared  cloth  to  paint  on,  or  a  raw  cloth  1 — B.) 
(N.B.— ^^  A  raw  cloth."— B.  R.  H.) 

Hicky  Verni :  carmine,  azurro,  Venice  turp.  e  cera;  stabilito  in 
maniera  di  servirsi  di  Jews  pitch.  Lake,  verm,  carmine  azurro  e  nero 
(  Vernice,  Veri.  turp.  e  cera*). 

(*  Note. — "Varnish,  Venice  turp.  and  wax,"  a  comical  varnish. — 
Beechey.) 

My  own,  April  27,  1772. — First  acqua  and  gomma  dragon.*  verm, 
(vermilion),  lake,  black,  without  yellow,  varnished  with  egg  after 
Venice  turpentine, 

(Heavens  —  murder  I  murder!  It  must  have  cracked  under  the 
brush.— B.  R.  H.) 

{*  Note, — I  rather  think  gum  tragacanth,  for  that  is  a  gum  which 
mixes  well  with  water,  and  makes  a  mucilage.  That  and  powdered 
mastic  dry  hard. 

Tins  wax  was  thus  prepared  : — ^pure  white  wax  scraped  into  very 
thin  slices,  and  covered  with  spirit  of  turpentine,  cold.  In  twelve 
hours  it  becomes  a  paste.  With  this  and  sugar  of  lead  he  mixed 
Venice  turpentine  or  copaiva,  or  any  balsam.  His  egg  varnish  alone 
would  in  a  short  time  tear  any  picture  to  pieces  painted  with  such 
materials  as  he  made  use  of — Beechey.)  (Indisputably  true. — 
B.  R.  H.) 

29lh  April,  1776.— 3Trs.  Basset. 

Asphaltum  and  verm,  solo,  glazed \ 

and  retouched.  1      Crossed  out 

May  2d.  Naples  cinnabar,  red  lead,  Cologne  (    by  Reynolds, 

earth  and  black.  J 

June,  1776. — Blue,  light  red,  verm.,  white,  perhaps  black. 
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Duke  of  Dorset. — Finite  con  cera  solamente,  poi  vernicata  con  cera 
e  turp.  Venetia. 

Hope  (for  New  College,  Oxon). — Cera  solamente. 

October,  1788. — La  Meglia  maniera  con  cera  mesticato  (a)  con  turp. 
de  Venetia.     {JusiUia*)  ma  di  panni,  cera  sol. 

Slraivberry  Girl. — Cera  sol. 

Doctor  Barnard. — 1st.  Black  and  white. 

2d.  Verm,  and  white  dry. 
3d.  Varnished  and  retouched. 

October,  1772. — Miss  Kirk. — Gum  Dr.  (gum  tragacanthl)  and  whit- 
ing :  poi  cerata,  poi  ovata.  poi  verniciata  e  ritoccata. 

"  Cracks.'' 

(Beechey  says,  "  This  manner  is  the  most  extraordinary."  It  is  in- 
sanity. He  had  at  his  elbow  a  mocking  fiend  ! — gum  and  whiting ! 
then  waxed,  then  egged,  then  varnished,  and  then  retouched! 

In  November,  1844,  Mrs.  Gwatkin  sent  me  up  a  leaf  from  Sir  Josh- 
ua's book  as  a  document  to  refute  Sir  Martin  Shee's  assertion  that 
no  such  book  existed,  and  on  the  leaf  was  this  very  part. — B.  R.  H.) 

Ausust  lath,  1774.  —  White,  blue,  asphaltum,  verm,  senza  nero. 
Miss  Foley,  Sir  R.  Fletcher,  Mr.  Hare. 

August  26fh. — White,  asphaltum,  verm.,  minio  (red  lead),  principal- 
mente  giallo  di  Napoli,  ni  nero,  ni  turchino.  Kagazzo  con  sorella. 
Glaze  con  asphaltum  and  lake. 

Sir  M.  Fletcher.  —  Biacca,  nero,  ultramarine,  verm,  sed  principal- 
mente  minio,*  senza  giallo  Tultima  volta;  oiled  out  and  painted  all 
over. 

("  Red  lead  won't  stand.     It  becomes  green. — Beechey.) 

Dr.  Hare. — Except  glazed  with  varnish  e  giallo  di  Napoli,  fmito 
quasi  con  asphaltum,  minio,  verm.  ;  poi  in  poco  di  ultramarine  qua  e 
la,  senza  giallo. 

Mr.  Whiteford. — Asphal.  verm.,  minio,  principalmente,  senza  giallo. 

Blackguard  (!)  Mercury  and  Cupid.  —  Black  and  verm.,  afterward 
glazed. 

Sir  John  Fringle. — Verm,  minio,  giallo  di  Napolr  e  nero. 
£,      Mrs.  Juddrel. — Head  oil,  cerata,  varnisht  with  ovo  poi  varn  con 
wolf,  panni  cera  senza  olio,  verniciato  con  ovo  poi  con  wolf 
»  Prima. — Umbra  e  biacca,  poco  de  olio. 

Secundo. — Umbra,  verm,  e  biacca,  thick,  occasionally  thinned  with 
turpentine. 

Nero,  cinnabro,  minio,  e  azzuro,  thick.  My  own  Florence*  upon  a 
raw  cloth,  cera  solamente. 

(*  Perhaps  his  own  head  in  Florence  Gallery. — B.  R.  H.) 

The  children  of  Mrs.  Sheridan. — Poi  cerata. 

Mrs.  Sheridan. — The  face  in  olio,  poi  cerata;  panni  in  olio,  poi  con 
cera  senza  olio,  poi  olio  e  cera. 

(O  Reynold.s — Reynolds  !  The  drapery  first  with  oil,  then  wax 
without  oil,  then  oil  and  wax. 

Beecliey  says  the  colours  in  this  picture  leave  the  canvass  in 
masses,  except  the  head,  which  is  perfect.) 

Mrs.  Montague. — Olio  e  cera,  asphaltum,  nero  e  cinnabro. 

Lady  Dysart. — Primo  olio,  poi  cera  solamente  pour  il  visa. 

My  own  picture  marked  F  behind. 

'  One  of  his  Christian  Virtues  at  New  College,  Oxon. — Ed. 


APPKNDIX    I.  517 

Finished  con  vernicio  de  Berming.  (copal  varnish  from  Birming- 
ham) senza  oho. 

Lord  AUhorp. — Minio  e  nero  sol.  ;  poi  giallo  e  verm,  senza  biacca, 
olio. 

Mrs.  Montafrue. — Olio,  poi  cerata  ;  ritoccato  con  biacca. 

Samuel.  —  Flesh  glazed  with  gamb.  (gamboge)  and  verm.  Drap. 
garnb.  and  lake.     Sky  retouched  with  orpim. 

(All  faders  except  verm. — B.  R.  H.) 

Appresso  Perino  del  Vaga. — Saint  Joseph  dipinto  con  verm,  e  nero, 
velato  (glazed)  con  gambog.  e  lacca  e  asphaltum,  poco  de  turchino 
nelia  barba  ;  panni  turchino  e  lacca. 

My  own  picture  sent  to  Plympton. — Cera  poi  vernissata  senza  olio. 
Oolori,  Cologne  earth,  verm.,  and  white,  and  blue,  on  a  common  col- 
ourman's  (AoiYx,  first  varnished  orer  with  copal  varnish. 

My  own,  painted  at  the  same  time  on  a  rate  cloth,  do. 

(Beechey  has  written,  "  Good  heavens  !") 

(Wilkie  in  1S09  saw  this  picture  at  Plympton.  It  was  in  perfect 
preservation.  The  corporation  have  since  sold  it.  It  was  offered  to 
the  National  Gallery,  and  ignorantly  refused.  Who  has  it  now  I 
know  not. — B.  R.  K.) 

Miss  MoJesicorth. — Drapery  painted  with  oil  colour  first,  after,  cera 
alone. 

Miss  Ridge. — Do. 

Lord  Granhy  — Do. 

Prcesepe. — (Nativity  or  birth  of  Christ. — Beechey.)  (Burnt  at  Bel- 
voir  Castle.) 

A  raw  cloth  senza  olio  ;  Venice  turp.  and  cera. 

(Sir  George  Beaumont  wrote  me  he  saw  it  the  summer  before  it 
was  burnt,  and  it  was  perfect. — B.  R.  H.) 

Hope,  August,  1779. — My  own  copy.  First  oil,  then  Venice  turp.  e 
cera  ;  verm.,  white  and  black,  poi  varnisht  with  Venice  e  cera  ;  light 
red  and  black,  varnisht. 

17S1.— Dido,  oil. 

Manner.  Colours  to  be  used. — Indian  red,  light  red,  do.  blue  and 
black,  finisht  with  varnish  without  oil  poi  ritocc.  con  giallo. 

(Bought  by  Lord  Farnborough  for  George  IV.  at  the  great  sale — 
900  guineas — perfect  preservation. — B.  R.  H.) 

(Finis  of  extracts  from  Reynolds, 
which  I,  B.  R.  Haydon,  have  copied  faithfully,  correctly,  and  without 
addition  or  alteration. 

So  help  me  God,  this  day,  April  1st,  1840.) 

Beechey  s  Notes  on  Reynolds's  Practice. 

First  and  second  time  of  painting  in  oil  or  copaiva ;  the  colours 
only  black  and  white  and  ultramarine  ;  lastly,  with  yellow  oker,  lake, 
black,  and  blue  without  white  lead,  but  retouched  with  a  little  white. 
This  it  seems  was  his  most  approved  method. 

No  yellow  till  the  last  colouring. 

3d.  These  were  all  glazing  colours. 

"  Offc''*  painted  entirely  with  balsam  of  copaiva  and  wax  upon  an 
oil  ground.     It  must  crack  and  peel  off  in  time. 

*  The  portrait  of  his  niece  Theophila. 
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Lady  M on  the  same  kind  of  ground,  and  I  imagine  treated  in 

the  same  kind  of  way. 

On  Hickey^s  Varnish. 

I  am  settled  in  my  manner  of  using  asphaltum.  His  (Hickey's) 
varnish — Venice  turpentine  and  wax — a  comical  varnish.  It  must  be 
removed  the  first  time  of  cleaning,  and  the  glazing  with  it.  Venice 
turp.  only.     It  was,  I  suppose,  tliinned  with  spirit  of  turp. 

I  once  painted  a  picture  on  wood  primed  with  wax,  which  cracked 
all  over  before  it  was  finished. 

The  oil  softens  the  ground  in  drying,  so  the  ground  becomes  softer 
every  day,  while  the  surface  gets  harder.     It  must  crack. 

Sir  Joshua  (Beechey  adds)  never  studied  chemistry  much. 

(Not  much  chemistry  was  wanted  here.) 

I  dissolved  mastic  in  alcohol,  then  mixed  it  with  sugar  of  lead  wa- 
ter, and  strained  it  through  a  linen  cloth,  then  mixed  it  in  clear  dry- 
ing oil.  It  dried  dead  and  hard,  very  like  Rembrandt ;  by  adding 
more  oil  it  became  a  butter  without  stickiness. 

One  drop  of  copaiva  made  it  better. 

Frankincense  and  elame  are  the  best  gums  for  mixtures  of  every 
kind,  and  will  not  deceive  you  like  resin,  who  is  a  deceitful  fellow, 
and  can  not  be  depended  on. 

They  both  dry  without  a  skin. 

Neither  Rembrandt  nor  Cuyp  can  be  imitated  with  our  common 
materials.     (This  is  prejudice. — B.  R.  H.) 

There  is  no  Venice  turpentine  in  this  country.  They  make  a  sub- 
stitute with  common  white  resin  dissolved  in  spirit  of  turpentine. 

I  have  now  got  some  real  Venice  turpentine,  and  have  made  many 
mixtures  with  it.  It  is  wiiat  Wilson  always  used,  but  how  he  made 
his  vehicle  he  would  never  say.  When  it  dries,  it  does  not  dry  with 
a  skm.  but  dries  from  the  bottom,  all  through. 

I  shall  mention  some  of  the  best. 

Dissolve  sugar  of  lead  in  as  much  alcohol  a.i  will  just  cover  it,  over 
a  gentle  fire,  or  place  your  bottle  near  the  fire,  and  it  will  soon  melt 
and  become  a  perfect  fluid.  While  it  is  hot  pour  some  of  it  on  a 
small  quantit}'  of  the  Venice  turpentine,  and  mix  them  well  together 
with  a  knife,  and  then  thin  it  with  oil  or  spirit  as  you  want  it. 

The  same  solution  of  lead  with  mastic  varnish,  and  thinned  with 
a  single  drop  of  balsam  of  copaiva  and  oil,  is  beautiful. 

To  make  a  drying  Oil. 

1  lb.  of  alum.  Heat  it  in  a  shovel  till  w^hite  ;  powder  it,  with  1  lb. 
of  sugar  of  lead  well  powdered.  Add  a  gallon  of  oil,  linseed.  Stir 
them  together  three  or  four  times  a  day  for  a  week  ;  pour  for  use 
into  a  jar,  large  mouth.     Covered  with  cloth,  and  expose  it  to  sun. 

(Better  boil  the  materials  together. — B.  R.  H.) 

Most  excellent. 

Very  fat  linseed  oil  thinned  with  great  deal  of  turp., 
Mixt  with  paste,  and  sal.  sat., 

Made  thinner  with  raw  linseed.  Then  add  mastic  varnish. 
It  makes  a  more  manageable  vehicle  than  any  I  ever  used. 
(This  is  excellent,  and  true. 
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The  first  coat  must  be  hard  before  another  is  put  on,  or  it  cracks  ; 
the  atmosphere  hardening  the  last  coat,  and  the  under  coat  strug- 
gling for  light  and  air  splits  the  covering. — B.  R.  H.) 

Wilson  told  me  his  varnish  was  white  of  egg,  which  he  lamented 
he  had  ever  made  use  of;  nothing  could  be  worse  for  a  fresh-painted 
picture. 

The  background  of  Sir  Joshua's  pictures,  the  furniture  and  accom- 
paniments, &c.,  w^ere  often  painted  by  Northcote  or  Marchi  in  oil,  and 
do  not  crack  or  peel  off;  but  Sir  Joshua's  vehicle  being  composed  of 
wax  and  varnish  (generally  copal  from  Birmingham)  dried  very  hard, 
and  whenever  he  had  occasion  to  pass  over  their  work,  which  he  fre- 
quently did  before  it  dried  hard,  it  is  always  found  to  crack  more  than 
tliose  parts  which  he  painted  himself,  i.  e.,  which  he  painted  entirely 
from  beginning.  But  his  canvass  v/as  generally  primed  in  oil :  how- 
ever his  colours  might  adhere  to  it  at  first,  as  soon  as  they  became 
hard  and  dry  they  cracked  and  left  the  canvass. 

Serves  Varnish. 

Put  in  an  earthen  pipkin  glazed  on  inside  sixteen  ounces  of  recti- 
fied spirits  of  wine  ;  one  ounce  of  picked  gum  mastich  in  its  natural 
state  ;  four  drachms  (])  of  gum  sandarach,  and  half  an  ounce  of  gum 
elanie. 

When  these  gums  are  dissolved  and  incorporated,  add  to  them  two 
ounces  of  genuine  V^enice  turpentine. 

The  gum  elame  gives  a  consistence  to  the  varnish,  and  prevents  it 
from  chilling. 

(Beechey  adds,  that  this  is  a  literal  receipt  from  Mr.  Serres,  but  I 
suppose  it  is  made  by  a  slow  heat  like  other  wine  varnishes,  and 
should  be  often  shook  up. — B.  R.  H.) 

Query  whether  any  spirit  of  wine  varnish  is  a  safe  one  for  oil  pic- 
tures, as  it  may  dissolve  the  colours  in  using. 

Sacc.  sat  dissolved  in  alcohol 

(ycra  diss,  in  turpentine 

And  Venice  turpentine  dissolved  in  alcohol,  mixed  cold. 

Ditto,  in  drying  oil  instead  of  turpentine.     Both  excellent. 

A'enice  turpentine  creeps  in  drying — so  do  all  resins  with  too  much 
oil. 

Paste  thinned  with  drying  oil,  or  linseed  oil  mixed  with  Ashburn- 
er's  varnish  and  turps  dries  hard  and  dead,  and  works  well. 

Paste  is  common  brown  turpentine  soap  sliced  very  thin  in  a  jug 
or  any  other  open  vessel,  covered  with  water,  and  placed  either  in  a 
cool  oven,  or  near  a  fire  till  it  is  perfectly  dissolved,  making  a  tender 
jelly  when  cold.     March  30th,  1830. 

Dissolve  sugar  of  lead  in  warm  water,  very  strong  ;  add  this  to  the 
soap  cold,  stir  them  well  together,  then  add  spirit  of  turpentme,  and 
separate  the  paste  by  squeezing  it  together  with  a  knife,  and  adding 
more  turpentine. 

Dissolve  saccharum  sat  in  alcohol  over  the  fire,  and  let  it  cool 
(quantity  immaterial) ;  pour  it  on  linseed  oil,  about  twice  the  quan- 
tity of  spirit,  stirred  well  together.  Then  add  mastic  varnish,  about 
equal  quantities,  half  the  quantity  or  less  with  the  mixture. 

An  excellent  vehicle,  dries  well,  the  best  I  ever  had,  to  be  kept 
under  water. 
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Used  to  pour  oil  on  it  while  hot ;  it  appeared  to  do  well. 

Mastic,  sacc.  sat  and  spirit  of  wine  dries  hard. 

Excellent  vehicles  and  dryer. 

Discovered  by  nie  by  an  accident.— W.  B.,  March,  1832. 

Dissolve  sugar  of  lead  in  spirits  of  wine,  as  much  as  will  cover  it. 
When  dissolved,  mix  it  with  linseed  oil.  Then  add  mastic  v.  If 
wanted  more  coagulated,  add  mastic  varnish. 

Ohio  turpentine  dissolved  in  alcohol ;  then  add  sacc.  ground  in  oil 
and  turpentine — no  oil — mixed  with  od  it  makes  a  tender,  melting 
kind  of  vehicle  and  dries  solid.     June  24th,  1832. 

Experiment  on  the  back  of  an  old  canvass  rubbed  out  portrait. 
Gum  sandr^c,  ground  with  sacc.  sat  in  spirits  of  wine,  turpentine,  and 
then  mixed  with  a  little  oil. 

It  mixes  with  mastic  varnish  or  resin,  ground  with  sugar  of  lead 
in  oil. 

This  resembles  the  Venetian  more  than  any  thing  I  ever  tried.  It 
dries  solid,  and  not  sticky. 

The  frankincense  is  the  best  of  all  resins.  You  may  always  de- 
pend on  it.  It  is  beautiful ;  first  dissolved  in  alcohol,  &.c.  It  mixes 
with  oil  and  turpentine  like  the  pulp  of  a  grape. 

(This  is  the  climax.— 13.  R.  H.) 

Lime  newly  burnt,  slaked  with  warm  water  till  it  becomes  as  thick 
as  dough.  Then  take  the  curds  of  nnlk  of  the  same  quantity  as  the 
dough  of  lime,  and  mix  them  together.  This  makes  a  vehicle  in 
which  you  may  mix  oil. 

Green  colour.  Whiting  put  in  a  pipkin  over  a  fire,  and  oil  of  blue 
Vitriol  poured  on  it  till  it  is  absorbed.     Then  grind  it  in  oil. 

(Finis  of  Beechey's  notes. — B.  R.  H.) 

Having  thus  gone  through  the  experiments  of  Reynolds,  and  the 
notes  of  my  dear,  old,  good-hearted  friend  Beechey,  I  conclude  with 
'my  astonishment  at  the  childishness  of  many  of  them. 

Reynolds  was  always  pursuing  a  surface — was  willing  to  get  at 
once  what  the  old  masters  did  with  the  simplest  materials,  and  left 
time  and  drying  to  enamel.  That  enamelled  look,  the  result  of  thor- 
ough drying  hard,  and  time,  must  not  be  attempted  at  once.  It  can 
only  be  done,  as  Reynolds  did  it,  by  artificial  mixtures,  which  the  old 
masters  never  thought  of  And,  therefore,  the  great  part  of  Rey- 
nolds's works  are  split  to  pieces  from  their  inconsistent  unions. 

To  wax  a  head,  then  egg  a  head,  then  paint  in  od  on  these  two 
contracting  substances,  then  varnish  it,  then  wax,  oil,  then  paint  again 
all  and  each  still  half  dry  beneath,  could  end  only  in  ruin,  however 
exquisite  at  the  time. 

While  West's  detestable  surface  has  stood  from  the  simplicity  of 
his  vehicle,  half  of  Sir  Joshua's  heads  are  gone,  though  what  remain 
are  so  exquisite,  one  is  willing  to  sacrifice  them  for  the  works  we 

see. 

Reynolds  said  once,  "  Northcote,  you  don't  clean  my  brushes  well." 
"  How  can  I !"  said  Northcote,  "  they  are  so  sticky  and  gummy." 

This  is  confirmed  by  these  receipts.     They  must  have  been  so. 

A  gentleman  told  Wilkie  he  sat  to  Sir  Joshua.  Sir  Joshua  dabbled 
in  a  quantity  of  stuff,  laid  the  picture  on  its  back,  shook  it  about  till 
it  settled  like  a  batter  pudding,  and  then  painted  away. 
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Addenda  (Beechey). 

Sir  Joshua  liaving  made  use  of  Ven.  turp.  and  wax  as  a  varnish 
accounts,  in  a  great  measure,  for  the  pale  and  raw  appearance  of  his 
pictures  after  cleaning. 

Rubbed  ever  so  lightly  with  spirits  of  turpentine  the  glazing  colours 
must  inevitably  be  removed. 

"Venetian  turpentine  and  wax  must  in  time  also  become  opaque, 
and  if  it  dries  hard  (which  I  doubt)  it  must  crack  and  turn  yellow,  if 
not  leave  the  canvass  altogether. 

A  most  extraordinary  practice  for  so  sensible  a  man.  Every  one 
could  have  told  him  carrnme  would  not  stand  in  oil,  or  his  varnish  be 
permanent. 

Those  pictures  which  he  painted  on  unprimed  wood,  or  unprimcd 
cloth,  remain  fixed,  because  his  first  colouring  is  partly  absorbed,  but 
painted  on  a  ground  prepared  in  oil,  the  wax  and  varnish  separate  as 
soon  as  it  becomes  dry  and  hard,  having  nothing  for  these  m.aterials 
to  adhere  to,  and  the  paste  used  in  lining  can  not  penetrate  through 
the  oil  priming,  so  as  to  come  in  contact  with  the  painting  in  order 
to  secure  it.  The  picture  cleaners  take  off  what  Sir  Joshua  thought 
the  most  precious  part  of  his  colouring,  i.  e.,  what  he  finished  with, 
which  produced  what  he  called  "  a  deep-toned  brightness."  The  prac- 
tice was  good,  but  the  means  deplorable. 

Hoppner  used  wax  and  mastic  varnish  with  his  oil  colours,  in  a  mod- 
erate degree,  and  his  pictures  stand  well.*  But  Sir  Joshua  loaded 
his  pictures  with  that  mixture  without  oil,  and  seemed  delighted  to 
dabble  in  it  without  considering  the  consequences.  It  is,  however,  a 
most  delicious  vehicle  to  use,  and  gives  the  power  of  doing  such  things 
and  producing  such  effects  as  can  not  be  approached  by  any  thing 
else,  while  the  pictures  are  fresh,  but  time  seems  to  have  envied  his 
fame,  and  to  delight  in  the  destruction  of  his  most  beautiful  works. 

Rembrandt  followed  the  same  mode  of  practice,  but  employed  other 
materials — materials  which  were  permanent.  Rembrandt  only  jjaint- 
ed  his  lights  with  a  full  body  of  colour,  his  shadows  were  always 
smooth  and  thin,  but  very  soft. 

Sir  Joshua  loaded  his  shadows  as  much  as  his  lights.  There  is  a 
binding  quality  in  white,  which  always  dries  hard  like  cement.  Dark 
colours  the  reverse,  and  if  thickly  painted,  crack  with  any  vehicle 
except  oil. 

Vandyke's  vehicle  was  principally  oil  mixed  with  a  little  varnish. 
The  head  of  Gevartius  seems  to  have  been  painted  with  it  only,  and 
that  is  bright  enough  for  any  thing. 

I  tliink  Renibrandt  seduced  Sir  Joshua,  for  he  seems  to  have  used 
something  of  tlie  consistence  of  butter,  which  is  a  most  bewitching 
vehicle  certainly. 

He  also  produced  his  extraordinary  effects  by  glazing,  which  the 
picture  restorer  easily  removes,  and  which,  in  many  instances,  has 
been  removed,  and  the  possessor  thought  his  picture  the  better  for  it. 

Sir  Joshua,  in  his  notes,  has  remarked,  he  saw  one  picture  by  Van- 
dyke which  had  not  suffered  by  cleaning,  in  ITanders. 

My  Lord  Cowper  has  a  family  picture  which  is  perfect.     The  finest 

I  ever  saw. 

*  They  do  not  stand.  To  wit.  Lord  Hastings  (Moira)  and  another  at  Windsor. — 
B.  R.  II. 
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APPENDIX  n. 

The  following  documents  throw  a  light  on  the  amount  of  Haydon's 
professional  income  at  various  periods. 

Extract  from  Balance-sheet  filed  in  Insolvency  in  the  Year  1830. 

£  s.  d. 
1810.  Received  premium  voted  by  the  British  Gallery  for 

the  picture  of  Dentatus 105  0  0 

1814.  Sold  Judgment  of  Solomon  for 735  0  0 

Received  premium  for  same  from  British  Gallery     105  0  0 

Sold  picture  of  Romeo  and  Juliet  for 52  10  0 

Received  for  sketch  of  the  Entry  into  Jerusalem.       30  0  0 

1815.  Received  by  anticipation  of  Mr.  Phillips  for  picture 

of  Christ's  Agony  in  the  Garden 300  0  0 

Received  for  picture  of  Macbeth 60  0  0 

1816.  Do.             "do.               do 60  0  0 

From  friends 350  0  0 

Premium  with  pupil,  Mr.  Robertson 210  0  0 

1820.  Receipts  for  Entry  into  Jerusalem 1800 

Expenses 664 

1136  0  0 

Received  premium  with  pupil,  Mr.  Prentice 18113  0 

Received  from  friends 200  0  0 

Received  for  Entry  into  Jerusalem 956     8     6 

Expenses  of  same 521     6    8 

435  1  10 

Received  premium  with  Mr.  Major,  a  pupil 210  0  0 

Ditto              Mr.  Jones 210  0  0 

1823.  Receipts  from  Lazarus 651  10     6 

Expenses  of  same 210     2     0 

441  8  6 

Received  from  friends 60  0  0 

By  cash  received  for  Portrait 50  0  0 

Do.                        Silenus 150  0  0 

Do.                         Portraits 614  0  0 

1825.         Do.                         Pharaoh 525  0  0 

1826    > 

Tuly^    VDo.                        Alexander 525  0  0 

1827.    J 

1827.  \ 

July  to  >  Subscriptions  for  Eucles 338  17  0 

May.     ) 

1830.  Exhibition  of  Mock  Election 32111  6 

A  commission 100  0  0 

Three  portraits 78  0  0 

Purchase  of  Mock  Election  by  his  Majesty 525  0  0 

Sketch 8  14  0 

July,    ^  Remainder  of  subscription  to  Eucles 191  3  0 

1828.  I  Exhibition  of  Pharaoh 61  7  0 

to  .July,  r         Do.           Chairing  Members 168  8  0 

1829.  J  Sale  of  studies  for  Mock  Election 60  0  0 
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£      s.  d. 

Sale  of  studies  for  Chairing 300    0  0 

July,    "N  Do.    of  sketches 62    0  0 

1829.  I  Two  small  pictures 50     0  0 

to  Jan.,  [Do.    of  sketch 25     0  0 

1830.  ;  The  Eucles  Exhibition  up  to  29th  May 109     0  0 

Subscriptions  to  Punch  received 73     0  0 

T          ]  Received  of  Mr.  Kearsey  for  a  small  painting..       30     0  0 

23d'    J^I^eceived  of  Mr.  Strutt  for  sketch 10     0  0 

p  .       I                        Parties  unknown 10     0  0 

Feb.,    >  For  exhibition  of  Punch  and  Eucles  at  West- 
March,         ern  Exchange 114    0  0 

April,    > Subscription  for  the  purchase  of  Punch 94     0  0 

and        Subscription  of  Mr.  Clark 20     0  0 

May.   j              "              Parties  Unknown 20     0  0 

"             Mr.  Bowden  (loan) 30     0  0 

"             Mr.  Carlon  to  take  up  bill 28  10  6 

"             Mr.  Wilkie  (loan) 12     0  0 

Since  my  marriage  I  have  been  in  the  receipt  of  £52 
105.  per  annum,  the  interest  of  £1000  settled  upon  her 
by  the  will  of  her  first  husband,  Mr.  Hyman,  of  Plymouth. 
He  became  bankrupt,  and  his  assignees  paid  the  £1000 
4o  Mr.  Boyer,  a  solicitor,  then  of  Devonport,  for  the  trust- 
ees of  my  wife,  and  the  money  is  lost  by  their  permitting 

him  to  retain  it  until  his  insolvency 420     0  0 

£10,746     4  6 
Causes  of  hisolvency. 

Heavy  rent;  want  of  adequate  employment ;  law  expenses,  and  a 
large  family. 

Extract  from  Balance-sheet  filed  on  Insolvency  in  1836. 

£       s.  d. 

1831.  Received  from  profits  of  profession  in  this  year..     637  10  0 

1832.  "               the  like 798     6  3 

1833.  "               the  like 631   10  0 

1834.  "               the  like 675  16  0 

1835.  "               the  like 927     0  0 

1836.  "  the  like,  including  subscriptions  at 

various  times  to  the  picture  of  Xenophon 947    0  0 

'£4617     2  3 

Insolvency  attributed  to  heavy  law  costs,  to  the  loss  sustained  by 
the  exhibition  of  Earl  Grey's  picture,  and  to  having  been  attacked  by 
Fraser's  Magazine. 
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Account  by  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  of  his  Resignation  of  the  Presidency  of 

the  Royal  Academy. 

[The  following  was  among  the  extracts  copied  for  Haydon  from 
Sir  Joshua's  original  memoranda,  in  the  possession  of  Mrs.  Gwatkin. 
There  arc;  other  papers  among  Haydon's  MSS.  which  have  formed 
part  of  the  same  collection,  but  they  are  so  fragmentary  that  I  have 
been  unable  to  give  them  a  coherent  form.  The  style  of  this  state- 
ment rather  gives  colour  to  the  notion  that  Sir  Joshua  had  some  lit- 
erary aid  in  his  discourses. — Ed.] 

The  consequence  which  every  man  is  to  himself,  and  the  imagin- 
ary interest  he  vainly  supposes  the  public  take  in  what  concerns  him 
or  his  private  affairs,  may  reasonably  be  supposed  to  be  the  origin  of 
the  various  apologies  for  the  life  and  conduct  of  very  insignificant  in- 
dividuals. However  I  wish  to  avoid  the  ridicule  that  attends  such 
appeals  to  the  public,  yet  it  has  been  suggested  to  me  by  my  friends, 
that  as  the  public  appear  to  have  already  interested  themselves  from 
the  daily  account  in  the  newspapers,  and  the  statement  of  the  dissen- 
sions in  the  Academy  in  those  papers,  and  other  publications  not  very 
advantageous  to  the  President,  it  is  proper  that  a  fair  account  ought 
to  be  laid  before  the  public,  that  the  ridicule  that  might  otherwise  at- 
tend it  was  obviated  by  having  presided  in  a  public  office,  of  however 
comparative  inferior  rank  that  office  was — it  is  still  such  as  the  world 
has  thought  proper  to  interest  themselves  about  its  success  or  mis- 
carriage. That  if  you  can  show  that  the  opposition  you  met  with  in 
the  Academy  was  in  the  prosecution  of  your  duty,  and  the  insult 
which  you  lately  received  was  unprovoked  and  unmerited,  it  is  a  duty 
you  owe  yourself  and  your  character  so  to  do,  and  at  once  clear  your- 
self from  the  clandestine,  as  well  as  public  insinuations  that  are  now 
circulating  in  the  world.  To  do  this  it  is  necessary  to  go  back  a  few^ 
years,  to  get  at  the  original  cause  of  this  dissension  among  the  Aca- 
demicians. 

Years  ago  the  Academy  lost  its  Prolessor  of  Perspective,  Mr.  Wale. 
To  fill  this  offi.ce  no  candidate  voluntarily  appearing,  the  President 
personally  applied  to  those  Academicians  whom  he  thought  qualified, 
and  particularly  to  Mr.  P.  Sandby  and  Mr.  Richards,  begging  them  to 
accept  the  place,  and  save  the  Academy  from  the  disgraceful  appear- 
ance of  there  not  being  a  member  in  it  capable  of  filling  this  office,  or 
that  they  were  too  indolent  to  undertake  its  duty.  My  solicitations 
were  in  vain.  A  Council  was  then  called  to  deliberate  what  was  to 
be  done.  Sir  William  Cliambers  proposed  that  as  from  the  orders  in 
our  institution  the  Professor  must  be  an  Academician,  he  recom- 
mended that  we  should  endeavour  to  find  out  some  person,  out  of 
the  Academy,  properly  qualified,  and  elect  him  an  Academician  ex- 
pressly for  that  purpose,  and  I  remember  his  adding  that  it  was  the 
custom  so  to  do  in  the  French  Academy.  This  method  of  proceed- 
ing was  adopted,  but  no  person  so  qualified  occurring  to  the  Council, 
nothing  more  was  done  for  the  present.  At  a  succeeding  Council  I 
proposed  Mr.  Bonomi.  Mr.  Edwards,  an  Associate,  was  likewise  pro- 
posed. 
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It  was  then  hinted  with  great  propriety  hy  our  late  Secretary,  Mr. 
Newton,  that  he  apprehended  we  should  think  it  necessary  that  the 
candidates  should  produce  specimens  of  tlieir  abilities.  We  all  ac- 
quiesced in  this  opinion.  I  acquainted  Mr.  Bonomi  what  the  Council 
required,  and  Mr.  Edwards's  friend  gave  the  same  information  to  him. 
Tlie  President  soon  after  received  a  letter  from  Mr.  Edwards,  in 
which  he  proposes  himself  as  a  candidate,  but  that  if  specimens  are 
required,  he  is  past  being  a  boy  and  shall  produce  none.  Mr.  Bonomi 
sent  his  specimen  to  the  Exhibition,  which  was  a  perspective  draw- 
ing of  liis  own  invention  of  Lord  Lansdowne's  library.  At  the  fol- 
lowing general  meeting  for  the  election  of  an  Associate,  the  Presi- 
dent reminded  the  Academy  that  the  Professorship  of  Perspective 
was  still  vacant,  and  that  Mr.  Bonomi  was  on  the  list  of  candidates 
to  be  an  Associate,  with  a  view  particularly  to  fill  that  office  ;  that  as 
they  had  seen  his  specimen  at  the  Exhibition,  they  were  to  judge 
whether  or  not  he  was  qualified  for  the  place  he  solicited,  he  care- 
fully avoiding  to  utter  a  single  word  in  his  commendation.  When 
the  President  sat  down  Mr.  T.  Sandby,the  Professor  of  Architecture, 
without  being  called  upon  by  the  President  or  any  one  else,  rose  and 
said  he  did  not  know  Mr.  Bonomi,  having  never  seen  him  in  his  life, 
but  judging  from  the  drawing  at  the  Exhibition,  he  thought  him  em- 
inently qualified  to  be  Professor  of  Perspective  to  the  Academy. 

Notwithstanding  this  high  authority  in  his  favour,  Mr.  Bonomi  was 
not  elected  an  Academician.  At  a  succeeding  election  of  Associates 
Mr.  Bonomi  wished  to  decline  being  any  longer  a  candidate.  I  pressed 
him  to  continue  his  name  on  the  list,  that  I  would  speak  more  fully 
upon  the  business  at  the  next  election  than  I  had  hitherto  done,  and 
that  if  I  failed  I  never  would  ask  him  again.  Accordingly,  at  the 
next  election  following,  the  President,  after  mentioning  that  Mr. 
Bonomi  was  again  a  candidate,  complained  of  the  little  attention  that 
had  been  hitherto  paid  to  filling  the  chair  of  Professor  of  Perspective. 
That  it  was  full  as  disagreeable  to  him  to  drop  counsel  in  unwilling 
ears,  as  it  was  irksome  to  them  to  hear  it.  That  nothing  but  a  sense 
of  duty  could  make  him  persevere  as  he  had  done  for  these  five  years 
past  at  every  election,  continually  recommending  them  to  fill  this 
place,  that  it  would  continue  to  be  his  duty  at  every  future  election, 
and  begged  them  to  relieve  him  from  this  disagreeable  task,  and  for 
once  to  set  aside  their  friends,  or  even  candidates  of  the  greatest 
merit  in  other  respects,  and  give  their  vote  to  the  general  interest 
and  honour  of  the  Academy:  in  short,  to  make  the  Academy  itself 
whole  and  complete  before  they  thought  of  its  ornaments.  That  it 
could  not  be  questioned  that  it  was  as  much  his  duty  as  President 
and  general  superintendent  to  preserve  and  keep  the  Academy  in  re- 
pair, as  it  would  be  the  duty  of  Sir  \^'illiam  Chambers  when  a  pillar 
of  the  Academy  was  decayed,  to  supply  the  deficiency  with  a  new 
one.  Sir  William,  he  acknowledged,  had  one  great  advantage  ;  by 
his  fiat  the  business  was  done  at  once,  whereas  the  President  had 
been  five  years  ineffectually  recommending  the  Academy  to  do  what 
U'as  certainly  as  much  their  duty  to  support  as  it  was  the  duty  of  the 
President  to  propose.  He  concluded  this  part  of  his  discourse  by  ex- 
horting them  to  save  an  infant  Academy  from  the  disgraceful  appear- 
ance of  expiring  with  the  decrepitude  of  neglected  old  age.  It  is  neces- 
sary here  to  mention  that  the  President  having  been  informed  that 
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there  was  a  party  in  the  Academy  who  had  resolved  that  Mr.  Edwards, 
who  was  already  an  Associate,  should  be  the  Professor,  whether  he 
did  or  did  not  produce  a  specimen,  and  that  they  were  resolved  to 
unite  in  their  votes  in  favour  of  any  one  of  the  candidates,  to  prevent 
Bonomi  from  standing  upon  the  same  ground  with  Mr.  Edwards  ;  for 
this  end  they  fixed  their  eyes  on  Mr.  Gilpin,  an  artist  of  acknowledged 
merit  and  certainly  deserving  their  suffrages,  but  it  may  be  suspected 
that  it  was  not  to  his  merit  at  present  but  to  a  faction  (in  which  he 
most  certainly  had  no  concern)  he  was  indebted  to  an  equal  number 
of  votes  with  Mr.  Bonomi.  It  became  then  a  very  irksome  task  for 
the  President  to  be  obliged  to  give  the  casting  vote  against  him, 
whom  he  would  be  glad  to  have  favoured  upon  any  other  occasion. 

The  President  therefore  took  this  opportunity  of  expatiating  on  tlie 
propriety  and  even  the  necessity  of  the  candidates,  whoever  they 
were,  producing  specimens  of  their  abilities,  and  when  those  were 
before  them  that  they  would  give  their  vote  in  favour  of  the  most  able 
artist,  uninfluenced  by  friendship,  country,  or  any  other  motive,  but 
merit ;  that  the  honour  of  the  Academy  depended  upon  the  reputa- 
tion of  its  members  for  genius  and  abilities,  and  reprobated  the  idea, 
which  had  been  adopted,  as  he  had  been  informed,  by  many  Aca- 
demicians, that  great  abilities  or  being  able  to  produce  splendid  draw- 
ings were  not  necessary.     Such  sentiments,  he  said,  might  be  ex- 
cused if  we  were  electing  a  person  to  teach  perspective  in  one  of 
those  boarding-schools  about  London,  which  are  dignified  with  the 
name  of  Academies,  but  to  be  able  to  do  well  enough  was  not  the 
character  of  a  Professor  to  a  Royal  Academy,  which  required  its  or- 
naments and  decorations  as  well  as  wliat  was  merely  necessary  ;  that 
the  highly  ornamented  ceiling  of  the  room  in  which  we  Avere  then 
assembled  sufficiently  shows  that  Sir  William  Chambers  thought  (and 
he  thought  justly)  that  something  more  than  merely  what  was  nec- 
essary was  required  to  a  Royal  Academy. 

Having  now  finished  my  relation  of  the  causes  that  induced  me  to 
take  this  step,  I  can  not  conclude  without  obviating  a  suspicion  that 
I  think  will  naturally  arise  in  every  reader's  mind,  that  something  is 
still  concealed,  and  that  an  implicit  confidence  ought  not  to  be  grant- 
ed to  him  who  tells  his  own  story. 

I  shall  only  state  what  I  have  heard  myself  openly  given  or  in- 
formed by  letters  as  reasons  against  Bonomi :  if  there  are  other 
causes,  let  the  person  whom  the  party  have  chosen  for  their  leader 
and  spokesman  stand  forth  and  convince  the  world  that  his  insulting 
the  President  in  his  chair  was  reasonable  and  proper,  and  no  more 
than  what  his  conduct  deserved,  as  appears  from  the  great  support 
that  motion  received. 

The  whole  appearance  was  new  to  me.  Instead  of  the  members 
as  usual  straggling  about  the  room,  they  were  already  seated  in  per- 
fect order  and' with  the  most  profound  silence.  I  went  directly  to 
the  chair,  and  looking  round  for  the  candidates'  drawings,  I  at  last 
spied  those  of  Mr.  Bonomi  thrust  in  the  darkest  corner  at  the  fiirthest 
end  of  the  room.  I  then  desired  the  Secretary  to  place  them  on  the 
side  table,  where  they  might  be  seen.  He  at  first  appeared  not  to 
hear  me  :  I  repeated  my  request ;  he  then  rose,  and  in  a  sluggish 
manner  walked  to  the  other  end  of  the  room  (passing  the  drawings), 
rung  the  bell,  and  then  stood  with  his  folded  arms,  in  the  middle  of 
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the  room.     Observing  this  extraordinary  conduct  of  the  Secretary,  I 

took  one  of  the  drawings  in  my  hand,  and took  the  other  and 

placed  them  on  the  tables ;  the  Secretary,  who  has  thought  proper 
to  join  the  party,  which  in  reality  may  be  called  in  regard  to  him  re- 
bellion, not  deigning  to  touch  them  ;  he  only  said  he  had  rung  the 
bell  for  the  servant,  which  servant  it  is  curious  to  remark  (as  it  shows 
the  rude  spirit  and  gross  manner  of  this  Cabal)  was  to  mount  that 
long  flight  of  steps  in  order  to  move  two  drawings  from  one  side  of 
the  room  to  the  other. 

The  drawings  were  now  placed  where  they  could  be  seen,  though 
no  Academician  but  Mr.  P.  Sandby  deigned  to  rise  from  the  seat  to 
look  at  them. 

The  President,  having  resumed  his  seat,  opened  the  business  of 
their  meeting — that  it  was  to  choose  an  Academician  in  ihe  room  of 
Mr.  Meyers  ;  that  he  should  not  now  take  up  their  time  by  repeating 
what  he  had  so  often  recommended,  that  they  would  put  aside  every 
candidate,  and  turn  their  eyes  on  him  who  was  qualified  and  willing  to 
accept  of  the  office  of  Professor  of  Perspective,  which  had  been  va- 
cant so  many  years,  to  the  great  disgrace  of  the  Academy ;  that  as 
Mr.  Bononii's  rival,  by  not  sending  to  tlie  Academy  a  specimen  of  his 
abilities,  appeared  to  have  declined  the  contest,  he  hoped — hoped,  he 
confessed,  rather  than  e.xpected — that  the  votes  for  the  honour  of  the 
Academy  would  be  unanimous  on  this  occasion  ;  that  they  would  con- 
sider the  question  before  them  as  ay  or  no,  is  the  author  of  tliose 
drawings  which  are  on  the  table  qualified  or  not  qualified  for  the 
office  he  solicits. 

As  soon  as  the  President  sat  down,  an  Academician  who  is  and 
has  beeo^long  considered  as  the  spokesman  of  the  party,  demanded 
who  ordered  those  drawings  to  be  sent  to  the  Academy.  The  Presi- 
dent answered,  it  was  l>y  his  order.  He  asked  a  second  time  in  a  more 
peremptory  tone.  The  President  said,  "I  did."  "I  m.ove  that  they 
be  sent  over  or  turned  out  of  the  room.  Does  any  one  second  this 
motion  V  Mr.  Barry  rose  with  great  indignation.  "No,"  says  he, 
"nobody  can  be  found  so  lost  to  shame  as  to  dare  to  second  so  in- 
famous a  motion  —  drawings  that  would  do  honour  to  the  greatest 
Academy  that  ever  existed  in  the  world  !"  Mr.  Banks  with  great 
quietness  seconded  the  motion.  On  the  show  of  hands  a  great  ma- 
jority appeared  for  their  expulsion.  The  President  then  rose  to  ex- 
plain to  them  the  propriety  of  Mr.  Bonomi's  drawings  being  there  to 
oppose  Avith  Mr.  Edwards's,  which  were  expected  and  ordered  by  the 
Council,  but  he  was  interrupted  from  various  quarters,  that  the  busi- 
ness was  over:  they  would  hear  no  explanation  ;  that  it  was  irreg- 
ular (Mr.  Copley  said)  to  talk  upon  business  that  was  past  and  determ- 
ined. The  President  acquiesced,  and  they  proceeded  in  the  election, 
when  Mr.  Fuseli,  a  very  ingenious  artist,  but  no  candidate  for  the 
Professor's  chair,  was  elected  an  Academician  by  a  majority  of  twen- 
ty-two against  eight. 

The  next  morning  the  President  resigned  by  letter  to  the  Secre- 
tary both  his  Presidency  and  his  seat  as  Academician. 

(Copied  for  me  by  Joshua  Reynolds  Gwatkin,  by  leave  of  Mrs. 
Gwatkin,  Sir  Joshua's  niece,  aged  eighty-nine,  at  Plymouth, 
October  8,  1845,  from  Sir  Joshua's  original  manuscript. 

B.  11.  Haydon.) 

THE    END. 
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